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PREFACE.

The wboh' of Slrf^tches trr re wrilten and published,

one by one, n’lien f was a very young mao. T!iey ircgre

collected and re published while I was still a very' young

fnan
;
and into the world wnth all their imjierfetliona

:;a giM>d many) on tlicir headi*

TIjey ct>m|‘ri5e ^ firsrt attempts* at authortLap— with the

exception of n nnin treg<^4ie« achieved at the mature age of

eight or ten. and reprc!iiw*ntod with great applause to over-

flow'ing oumTioi, I azn conju'ious of their often being

^artreinely rrudo and iil>coimdcn>d. and bearing obvious

marks of haste and inejqjenenctj
,
jmrticularly in tliat section

of the preticra volunjo which is comprised unde? tiic general

hi^id of Tah-.s

Jlut as tliis cxdhitjon is not orgiaated now, and was very

leniently and favourably recerved when it was first made, 1

have not fidt it nght eithtu to remodel or mepunge, beyond

a few words and phrases here and there.

ikti^htr^ 1850 .
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SKETCHES BY .BOZ.

OUR PARISH.

CHAPTER I.

THl BI^LS. THB FARISH BNOINX. THE 8CH00LMA8TXB.

How much is conveyed in those two short words—*^The
Parish !

” And with how many tales of distress and misetiy,

of broken fortune and ruined hopes^ too often of unrelieved
wretchedness and successful knavery, are they associated ! A
poor man with small earnings, and a large family, just
manages to live on from hand to mouth, and to procure food
from day to day; he has barely sufficient to satisfy the
present cravings of nature, and can take no heed of the fhture.

His taxes are in arreor, quarter day passes by, another quarter
day arrives : he can procure no more quarter for himself, and
is summoned by—the parish. His goods are distrained, his

children are crying with cold and himger, and the very bed on
which his sick wife is Ijdng, is dragged from beneath her.

What can he do ? To whom is he to apply for relief? To
private charity ? To benevolent individuals ? Certainly hot—^there is his parish. There are the parish vestry, the
parish infirmary, the parish surgeon, the parish officers, the
parish beadle. Excellent institutions, and gentle, kind-hearted
men. The woman dies—she is buried by the parish. The
children have no protector—they are taken care of by the
parish. The man first neglects, and afterwards cannot obtain,

work—he is relieved by the parish
;
and when distress and

drunkenness have done their work upon him, he is maintained,

a harmless babbling idiot, in the parish asyluip.

S.B. B
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The parish beadle is one of the most, perhaps t/ie most,

important member of the local administi’ation. He is not so

well oif as the churchwardens, certainly, nor is he so learned

as the vestry-clerk, nor does he order things quite so much
his own way as either of tliem. But liis power is very great,

notwithstanding
;

and the dignity of liis office is never
impaired by the absence of efforts on his part to maintain it.

The beadle of our parish is a splendid follow. It is quite

delightful to hear him, as lie explains the state of the existing

poor laws to the deaf old women in the board-room-passage
on business nights

;
and to hear what he said to the senior

cliurcliwardon, and what the senior churchwarden said to him

;

and what “we” (the beadle and the other gentlemen) came
to the determination of doing. A miserable-looking woman
is called into the board-room, and represents a case of extreme
destitution, affecting herself—a widow, with six small children.
“Where do you live?” inquires one of the overseers. “I
rents a two-pair hack, gentlemen, at Mrs. Brown's, Number 3,
Little King William’s-alley, which has lived there this fifteen
year, and knows me to he very hard-working and industrious,
and when my poor husband was alive, gentlemen, as died in
the hospital “ Well, weU,” interrupts the oversew, takini?
a note of the address, “ 1 11 send Simmons, the beadle, to-
morrow morning, to ascertain whether your story is correct •

and if so, I suppose you must have an order into the House-^
bimmons, go to this woman’s the first thing to-morrow
morning, will you? ” Simmons bows assent, and ushers thewoman out. Her previous admiration of ^ the board ” (who
all sit betoa great books, and with their hats on) fedes into
nothing before her respect for her lace-trimmed conductor:
and her account of what has passed inside, increases—if that

crowd f assembled
crowd, to _^at solemn functionary. As to takimr out a

onbS of 1

^ SimmoMiTends il^

Mavorwt ^ titles of the Lord

StkL?^ ’ 11V ® a single stammer:

make n InL-
that On one occasion he ventured tomake a joke, wbch the Lord Mayor’s bp»d / v
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small caJie for use in his right. How pompously he marshals

children into their places ! and how demurely the little

urchins look at him askance as he surreys them when they

are all seated, with a glare of the eye peculiar to beadles ’

The churchwardens and overseers being duly installed in their

curtained pews, he seats himself on a mahogaiiy bracket,

erected expressly for him at the top of the aisle, and divides his

attention between bis prayer-book and the boys. Suddenly,

just at the cpmmoncement of the communion service, when
the whole congregation is hushed into a profound silence,

broken only by the voice of the officiating clergyman, a penny
is heard to ring on the stone floor of the aisle with astounding

clearness. Observe the generalship of the beadle. His
involuntaiy look of borror is instantly chang^ into one of

perfect indifference, as if he were the only person present who
had not heard the noise. The artifice succeeds. After putting

forth his right deg now and then, as a feeler, the victim w'ho

dropped the money ventures to moke one or two distinct dives

after it
;
and the beadle, gliding softly round, salutes his little

round head, wlien it again appears above the seat, with divers

double knocks, administered with the cane bofqre noticed, to

the intense delight of three young men in an adjacent pew,

who cough violently at intervals until the conclusion of the

sermon.

Such arc a few traits of the importance and gravity of a

parish-beadle—a gravity which has never been disturbed in

any case that has come under our observation, except when
the services of that particularly useful machine, a parii^ fire-

engine, are required : tlien indeed all is bustle. Two little

boys nm to tlie beadle as fast eus their legs will carry them,

and report from their own personal observation that some
neighbouring cliimney is on fire; the engine is hastily got

outv and a plentiful supply of boys being obtained, and har-

nessed to it with ropes, away they rattle over the pavement,

the beadle, running—we do not exaggerate—running at the

side, until they arrive at some house, smelling strongly of

soot, at the door of which the beadle knocks with considerable

gravity for half an hour. No attention being paid to these

manual applications, and the tum-oock having turned on the

water, the engine turns off amidst the shouts qf the boys ;
it

pulls up once more at the workhouse, and the beadle ** pulls

up ”
tho unfortunate householder next day, for the amount of
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Ms legal reward. We never saw a pariah engine at a regular

£re but once. It came up In gallant sfyle—three miles and a

half an hour, at least; there was a capital supply of water,

and it was first on the spot. Bang went the pumps—'the

people cheered—the beadle perspired profusely; but it was

unfortunately discovered, jusu as they were going to put the

fire out, that nobody understood the process by which the

engine was filled with water
;
and that eighteen boys, axxd a

man, had exhausted themsdves in pumping for twenty

minutes, without producing the slightest effect

!

The personages next in importance to the beadle, are the

master of the workhouse and the parish schoolmaster. The
vestry-clerk, as everybody knows, is a short, pudgy little man,

in black, with a thi^k gold watch-chain of considerable length,

terminating in two largo seals and a key. He is an attorney,

and generally in a bTistle
;
at no time more so than when he

is hurrying to some parocliial meeting, with his gloves

crumpled up in one hand, and a large red book under the

other arm. As to the churchwardens and overseers, we
exclude them altogether, because all wo know of them is, that

they are usually respectable tradesmen, who wear hats with
brims inclined to flatness, and who occasionally testify in

gilt letters on a blue ground, in some conspicuous part of the

church, to the important fact of a gallery having been enlarged
and beautified, or an organ rebuilt.

The master of the workhouse is not, in our parish—^nor is

he usually in any other—one of that class of men the better

part of whose existence has passed away, and who drag out
the remainder in some inferior situation, with just enough
thought of the past, to feel degraded by, and discontented
with, the present. We are unable to guess precisely to our
own satisfaction what station the man can have occupied
before

;
we should tliink he had been an inferior sort of

attorney’s dork, or else the master of a national school—^what*
ever he was, it is clear his present position is a change for the
bettor. His income is small certainly, as the rusty black coat
and threadbare velvet collar demonstrate : but then he lives
ffee of house-rent, has a limited allowance of coals and candles,
and an almost unlimited allowance of authority in his petty
kingdom. He is a tall, thin, bony man

; always wears shoes
and black cotton stockings with his su^ut

; and eyes you, aa
you pass his parlour window, as if he wished you were
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pauper, just to give you a spedmon of his power. He ia an

adidtrable specimen of a small tyrant

:

moraee, hrutishf and

ill-tempered
;
bullying to his inferioriB, cringii^ to his supe-

riors, and jealous of the influence and authority of the beadle.

Our schoolmaster is just the very reverse of this amiable

ofSicial, He has been one of those men one occasionally hears

of, on whom misfortune seems to have set her mark ;
nothing

he ever did, or was concerned in, appears to have prospered.

A rich old relation who had brought him up, and openly

announced his intention of providing for him, left him 10,0001.

in his will, and revoked the bequest in a codicil. Thus imex-

pectedly reduced to the necessity of providing for himself, he

procured a situation in a public office. The young clerks

below him, died off as if there were a plague among them

;

but the old fellows over his head, for the reversion of whoso

places he was anxiously waiting, lived on and on, as if they

were immortal. He speculated and lost. He speculated

again, and won—^but never got his money. His talents were

great
;

his disposition, easy, generous, and liberal. His

friends profited by the one, and abused the other. Loss

succeeded loss
;
misfortune crowded on misfortune ; each suc-

cessive day brought him nearer the verge of hopeless penury,

and the quondam friends who had been warmest in their pro-

fessions, grew strangely cold and indifferent. He had children

whom he loved, and a wife on whom he doted. The former

turned their hacks on him
;
the latter died broken-hearted.

He went with the stream—it had ever been his failing, and
he had not courage sufficient to bear up against so many
shocks—^he had never cared for himself, and the only being
who had cared for him, in his poverty and distress, was spai*od

to him no longer. It was at this period that he applied for

parochial relief. Some kind-hearied man who had known
him in happier times, chanced to be churchwarden that year,

and through his interest he was appointed to his present
situation.

He is an old man now. Of the many who once crowded
round him in all the hollow friendship of boon companionship,
some have died, some have fallen like himself, some have
prospered—all have forgotten him. Time and misfortune
have mercifully been permitted to impair liis memory, and use
has habituated him to his present condition. Meek, uncom-
plaining, and zealous in the discliarge of his duties, he has
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been allowed to hold hia eituatioii long beyond the ubixbI

period; and he will no doubt continue to hold it, until

infirmity renders him incapable, or death releases him. As

the grey-headed old man feebly paces up and down the sunny

side of the little court-yard between school hours, it would be

difficult, indeed, for tlie most intimate of his former friends to

recognise their once gay and happy associate, in the persotl Oi

the Pauper Schoolmaster,

CnAPTEE II.

THE CURATE. THE OLD LADY. THE HALP-PAT OAPTAIS.

We commenced our last chapter with the beadle ofour pansh,

because we are deeply sensible of the importance and dignity

of his office. We will begin the present, with the clergjTnon.

Our curate is a yoimg gentleman of such prepossessing appear-

ance, aad fascinating manners, that within one month after his

first appearance in the parish, half the young-lady inhabitants

were melancholy with religion, and the other half, desponding

with love. Never were so many young ladies seen in our
parish-church on Sunday before

;
and never had the little

round angels’ faces on Mr. Tomkins’s monument in the side

aisle, beheld such devotion on earth as they all exhibited.

He was about five-and twenty when he first came to astonish

the parisbi ners. He parted his hair on the centre of his
forehead in the form of a Norman arch, wore a brilliant of
the first water on the foiulh finger of his left hand (wliich he
always applied to his left cheek when he road prayers), and
had a deep sepulchral voice of unusual solemnity. Innumer-
able were the colls made by pnidont mammas on our new*
cuj’ate, and innumerable the invitations with which he was
assailed, and which, to do him justice, he readily accepted.
If his manner in the pulpit had created an impression in his
favour, the sensation was increased tenfold, by his appearance
in private circles. Pews in the immediate vicinity of the
pulpit or reading-desk rose in value

; sittings in the centre
msle were at a premium : an incJi of room in the front row of
the gallery could not be prociu’ed for love or money; and
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Bomc pQox)le even went so far as to a>sert, that the timee Miss

Browns, who had an obscure family pew just behind the

churchwardens’, were detected, one Sunday, in the free seats

by the cOmmunion-table, actually lying in wait for the curate

as he passed to the vestry ! He began to preach extem-

pore sermons, and even grave papas caught the infection.

IIo got out of bed at haO'-past twelve o’clock one winter’s

night, to half-baptise a washerwomair’s child in a slop-basin,

and the gratitude of the parishioners knew no boutids—the

very ciiurchwardens grew generous, and insisted on the parish

defraying the expense of the watch-box on wheels which the

now curate had ordered for himself, to perform the funeral

service in, in wet weather. He sent three pints of gruel and
a quarter of a pound of tea to a poor woman who had been

broilght to bed of four small children, all at once—^tbe parish

were charmed. He got up a subscription for her—the

woman’s fortune was made. He spoke for one hour and
twenty-five minutes, at an anti-slavery meeting at the Goat
and Boots—the enthusiasm was at its height. A proposal

was set on foot for presenting the curate with a piece of plate,

as a mark of esteem for his valuable services rendered to the

X)arish. The list of subscriptions was filled up in no time

;

the contest was, not who should escape the contribution, but
who should be the foremost to subscribe. A splendid silver

inkstand Was made, and engraved with an appropriate inscrip-

tion; the curate was invited to a public breakfast, at the

before-mentioned Goat and Boots
;
the inkstand was presented

in a neat speech by Mr. Gubbins, the ex-churchwa^en, and
acknowledged by the curate in terms which drew tears into

the eyes of all present—the very waiters were melted.

One would have supposed that, by this time, the theme of

universal admiration was lifted to the very pinnacle of popu-
larity, No such thing. The curate began to cough; four
fits of coughing one morning between the Litany and the

Epistle, and five in the afternoon service. Here was a dis-

covery— the curate was consumptive. How interestingly

melancholy ! If the young ladies were energetic before, their

sympathy and solicitude now knew no bounds. Such a man
as the curate—such a dear—such a perfect love—^to be con*
Bumptive ! It was too much. Anonymous presents of black-

currant jam, and lozenges, elastic waistcoats, bosom friends,

and warm stockings, poured in upon the curate tmtH he was
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as completely fitted out, with winter clothing, aa if he were

on the verge of an expedition to the North Pole; verbal

bulletins of the state of his health were circulated throughout

the parish half-a-dozen times a day ;
and the curate was in

the very zenith of his popularity.

About this period, a change came over the spirit of the

parish. A very quiet, respectable, dozing old gentleman,

who had officiated in our chapel of ease for twelve years

previously, died one fine morning, without having given any

notice whatever of his intention. This circumstance gave rise

to counter-sensation the first ;
and the arrival of his successor

occasioned counter-sensation the second. He was a pale,

tliin, cadaverous man, with large black eyes, and long strag-

gling black hair : his dress was slovenly in tlie extreme, his

maimer ungainly, his doctrines startling
;
in short, he was in

every respect the antipodes of the curate. Crowds of our

female parishioners flocked to hear him : at first, because he
was so odd-looking, then because his face was so expressive,

then because he preached so well
;
and at last, because they

really thought that, after aU, there was something about him
which it was quite impossible to describe. As to the curate,

he was all very well
;
but certainly, after all, there was no

denying that—that—in short, the curate wasn’t a novelty,

and the other clergyman was. The inconstancy of pubHo
opinion is proverbial ; the congregation migrated one by one.

The curate coughed tUl he was black in the face—it was in
vain. He respired with difficulty—it was equally inefiectual
in awakening sympathy. Seats are once again to be had in
any part of our parish church, and the chapel-of-ease is going
to be enlarged, as it is crowded to suffocation every Sunday

!

The beat known and most respected among our parishioners,
is an old lady, who resided in our parish long before our
name was registered in the list of baptisms. Our parish is a
suburban one, and the old lady lives in a neat row of houses
in the most airy and pleasant part of it. The house is her
own

; and it, and everything about it, except the old lady
herself, who looks a little older than she did ten years ago,
is in just the same state os when the old gentleman was
living, little front parlour, which is the old lady’s
ordinaiy sitting-room, is a perfect picture of quiet neatness

:

the carpet is covered with brown Holland, the glass and
picture-frames are carefully enveloped in yellow muslin

; the
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table-covers are never taken off, except when the leaves are

turpentined and bees’waxed, an operation which is regularly

commenced eveoy other morning at half-past nine o’clock—

and the little mcnacs are always arran^^ in precisely the

same manner. The greater part of these are presents ffrom

little girls W'hose parents live in the same row
;
but some of

them, such as the two old fashioned watches (whicli never

keep the same time, one being always a quarter of an hour

too slow, and the other a quarter of an hour too fast), the

little picture of the Princess Charlotte and Prince Leopold as

they appeared in the Royal Box at Drury-lane Theatre, and
others of the same class, have been in the old lady’s possession

for many years. Here the old lady sits with her spectacles

on, busily engaged in needlework— near the udndow in

summer time
;
and if she sees you coming up the steps, and

you happen to be a favourite, she trots out to open the street

door for you before you knock, and. as you must be fatigued

after that hot walk, insists on your swallowing two glasses

of sherry before you exert yourself by talking. If you call

in the evening you will find her cheerful, but rather more
serious than usual, with an open Bible on the table, before

her, of which Sarah,” who is just as neat and methodical as

her mistress, regularly reads two or three chapters in the

parlour aloud.

The old lady sees scarcely any company, except the little

girls before noticed, each of whom has alwaj^s a regular fixed

day for a periodical tea-drinking with her, to which the child

looks forward as the greatest treat of its existence. She
seldom visits at a greater distance than the next door but one
on either side

; and when she drinks tea here, Sarah runs out
first and knocks a double-knock, to prevent the possibility of

her '^'Missis’s” catching cold by having to wait at the door.

She is very scrupulous in returning these little invitations,

and when she asks Mr. and Mrs. So-and-so, to meet Mr. and
Mrs. Somebody-else, Sarah and she dust the um, and the best

china tea-service, and the Pope Joan board; and the visitors

are received in the drawing-room in great l^tnte. She has but
few relations, and they are scattered about in different parts

of ^e country, and she seldom sees them. She has a son in
India, whom she edways describes to you as a fine, handsome
fellow—so like the projpde of his poor deat father over the

sideboard, but the old lady adds, with a moumM shake of
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tlie liead, that he has always been one of her greatest trial%

and that indeed he once almost broke her heart ;
but it

pleased God to enable her to get the better of it, and Ae

would prefer your never mentioning the subject to her, again.

She has a great number of pensioners; and on Saturday, after

she comes hack :from market, there is a regular levee of old

men and women in the passage, waiting for their weekly

gratuity. Her name always heads the list of any benevolent

subscriptions, and hers are always the most liberal donations

to the Winter Coal and Soap Distribution Society. She

subscribed twenty pounds towards the erection of an organ in

our parish church, and was so overcome the first Sunday the

children sang to it, that she was obliged to be carried out by
the pew-opener. Her entrance into church on Sunday is

always the signal for a little bustle in the side aisle, occasioned

by a general rise among the poor people, who bow and curtsy

until the pew-opener has ushered the old lady into her accus-

tomed seat, dropped a respectful curtsy, and shut the door

:

and the same ceremony is repeated on her leaving church,

when she w'alks home with the family next door but one, and
talks about the sermon all the way, invariably opening the

conversation by asking the youngest boy where the text was.
Thus, with the annual variation of a trip to some quiet

place on the sea-coast, passes the old lady’s life. It has
rolled on in the same imvar}’’ing and benevolent course for

many years now, and must at no distant period be brought to
its final close. She looks forward to its termination, with
calmness and without apprehension. She has everjrthing to
hope and nothing to fear.

A very different personage, but one who has rendered him-
self very conspicuous in our parish, is one of the old lady’s
next door neighbours. He is on old naval officer on half-pay,
and his bluff and unceremonious behaviour disturbs the old
lady’s domestic economy, not a little. In the first place, he
will smoke cigars in the front court, and when he wants some-
thing to drink with them—^which is by no means an un-
common circumstance— he lifts up the old lady’s knocker
mth his walking-stick, and demands to have a glass of table
^e, handed over the rails. In addition to this cool proceed-
ing, he is a bit of a Jack of all trades, or to use his own
wgrdB, A regular Robinson Crusoe

;
” and nothing delighta

him better than to experimentalise on% edd lady’s
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One morning he got up early, and planted three or four root®

of full-grown marigolds in every bed of her front garden, to

the inconceivable astonishment of the old lady, who actually

thought when she got up and looked out of the window, that

it was some strange eruption which had come out in the

night. Another time he took to pieces the eight-day clock on

the front landing, under pretence of cleaning the works, which

he put together again hy some undiscovered process in so

wonderful a maimer, that the large hand has done nothing

but trip up the little one ever since. Then he took to breed-

ing silk-worms, which he would bring in two or three times a

day, in little paper boxes, to show the old lady, generally

dropping a worm or two at eveiy visit. The consequence was,

that one morning a very stout sUk-worm was discovered in the

act of walking up-stairs—^probably with the view of inquiring

after his friends, for, on further inspection, it appeared that

some of his companions had already found their way to every

room in che house, llie old lady went to the sea-side in

despair, and during her absence he completely effaced the

name from her brass door-plate, in his attempts to polish it

with aqua-fortis.

But all this is nothing to his seditious conduct in public

life. He attends every vestry meeting that is held
;
always

opposes the constituted authorities of the parish, denounces

the profligacy of the churchwardens, contests legal points

against the vestry-clerk, will make the tax-gatherer call for

his money till lie wont call any longer, and then he sends it

:

finds fault with tlio sermon every Sunday, says that the

organist ought to be ashamed of himself, offers to back him-
self for any amount to sing the psalms better than all the

children put together, male and female
;
and, in short, Con-

ducts himself in the most turbulent and uproarious manner.
The worst of it is, tliat having a high regard for the old lady,

he wants to make her a convert to his views, and therefore

WEilks into her little parlour with his new^aper in his hand^
and talks violent politics by the hour. Ho is a charitable,

open-hearted old fellow at bottom, after all
;

so, although he
puts the old lady a little out occasionally, they agree very
well in the main, and she laughs as much at eaoh feat of his

handiwork when it is all over, as anybody else.
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CHAPTER III.

THE POUR SISTERS,

The row of Louses in wliicL tho old lady and her trouble-

some noighbour reside, comprises, beyond all doubt, a greater

number of chiiracters within its circumscribed limits, than all

the rest of the parish put togctlier. As we cannot, con-

sistently with our present plan, however, extend the number
of oui' parochial shetches beyond six, it will be better, perhaps,

to select the most peculiar, and to introtiuce them at once
witliout further p'^cface.

The four i\Iiss Willises, then, settled in our parish thirteen

years ago. It is a melancholy reflection that the old adage,
time and tide wait for no man,’' applies with equal force to

the fairer portion of the creation : and willingly would we
conceal tho fact, that even thirteen years ago, tlie Miss
Willises were far from juvenile. Our duty as faithful
parochial chroniclers, however, is paramount to every other
eonsideration, and we are bound to state, that tlrirtcen j^ears
since, the autliorities in matrimonial cases considered the
yoimgest Miss Willis in a very precarious state, while the
eldest sister w'as positively given over, as being far beyond all
human hope. Well, the Miss WilHses took a lease of the
house

; it 'was fresh painted and papei^ from top to bottom :

the pail, * inside was all wminscoted, the maible all cleaned,
the old grates taken down, and register-stoves, you could see
to dress by, put up

;
four trees were planted in tlie back

garden, several small baskets of gravel sprinkled over the
ront one, vans of elegant furniture oiirived, spring blinda
were fitted to tlie windows, carpenters who had been em-
ployed m tlio various preparations, alterations, and repairs,made confidential statements to the different maid-servimts inme row, relative to the magnificent scale on m-1iic1i the Mias

'hS!-"
tlie maid-servants told theirMissmes the Missises told tlieir friends, and vague i-umourswere circ^atod throughout the parish, that No. 25flnSZ!

At hs? the M'"’"
ofimmeusB property.At last, the Miss Wilhses moved jn; and then the caU
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began. The bowse was the perfection of neatitem—eo

were the four Miaa Willieea. Every thing was
and cold—so were the four Miss Willises. Not a single chair

of the whole set was erer seen oixl of its place—^not a single

Miss Willis of the whole four was ever seen out of hers.

There they always sat, in the same places, doing precisely the

same things at the same hour. The eldest Miss Willis used

to Imit, the second to draw, tho two others to play duets on
the piano. They seemed to have no separate existence, but

to have made up their minds just to winter through life

together. They were three long graces in drapery, with the

addition, like a school-dinner of another long grace afterwards

—the three fates with another sister—the Siamese twins

multiplied by two. The eldest Miss Willis grew bilious—the

four Miss Willises grew bilious immediately. The eldest

Miss Willis grew ill-tempered and religious—^the four Miss
Willises were iU-tempered and religious directly. Whatever
the eldest did, the others did, and whatever any body else did,

they all disapproved of; and thus they vegetated—living in

Polar harmony among themselves, and, as they sometimes
went out, or saw company ** in a quiet-way at home,
occasionally ioeing the neighbours. Three years passed over

in this way, when an unlooked for and extraordinary pheno-
menon occurred. The Miss Willises showed symptoms of

summer, the frost gradually broke up ; a complete thaw took
place. Was it possible ? one of the four Miss Willises was
going to be married

!

Now, where on earth the husband came from, by wbat
feelings the poor man could have been actuated, or by what
process of reasoning the four Miss Willises succeeded in

persuading themselves that itwas possible for a man to marry
one of them, without marrying them all, are questions too

profound for us to resolve : certain it is, however, that the

visits of Mr. Eobinson (a gentleman in a public office, with a
good salary and a little property of his own, beside) were
received—that the four Miss Willises were courted in due
form by the said Mr. Robinson—that the neighbours were
perfectly frantic in their anxiety to discover which of the four
Miss Willises was the fortunate fair, and that the difficulty

they experienced in solving tho problem was not at aii

lessened by the annoujLoement of file eldest Miss WElis,

—

* IFe are going to many Mr. Hobinson.”
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It was very extraordinary'. They were so completely

identified, the one with the other, that the curiosity of the

whole row—even of the old lady herself—was .roused almost

beyond endurance. Tlie subject was discussed at every little

card-table and tea-drinldng. Tlie old pfontlemaii of silk-worm
notoriety did not hesitate to exj^ess his decided opinion that

Mr. Kohinson was of Jhistern descent, and contehiplated

marrying' the whole family at once
;
and the row, generally,

shook their heads with considerabh' gravity, and deehu'ed the

business to bo very mysterious. They hoped it might all cud

'weU ;—it certainly had a veiy singular appearance, but still

it would be uncharitable to express any opinion without good

grounds to go upon, and certainly the Miss MTUises Avere

quitd old enough to judge for themselves, and to be sure

people ought to know theii- own business best, and so forth.

At last, one fine morning, at a quarter before eight o’clock,

A.M., two glass-coaches diwe up to the Miss AVillises’ door at

which i\Ir. Robinson had arrived in a cab ten minulos before,

dressed in a light blue coat and do\ible-inilled kersey panta-

loons, Avbito neckerchief, pumps, and dress-gloves, his manner
denoting, as appeared from the cvidoncc of the housemaid at

No. 23, Avho Avas sweeping the door-steps at the time, a con-

siderable degree of nerA'ous excitement. It was also hastily

rejiGrted on the same testimony, that tlie cook who opened the
door, wore a large Avliite bow of unusual dimensions, in a much
smarter head-di'ess than the regidation cap to which the Miss
AVillises iiiAuriably^ restricted the somcwluit excursive taste of
female soivauts iu general.

Ihe ir ' Uigence spread rapidly from house to house. It
Avas quite clear that the cA'cntfiil morning had at length
arrived

;
the whole roAV stationed themselves beliind theii* first

and second floor blinds, and waittxi tlie result in breatliloss
expectation.

At last the i\riss M illiscs’ door opened
; the door of the

hrst glass -coach did the same. Taa'o gentlemen and a pair of
ladies to correspond—friends of the family, no doubt; up
went the steps, bang wont the door, off went the first glass-
coach, and up came the second.

The sti-eet-door epenod again; the oxcitoment of tlio whol®
row increased—Mr. Kobinson and tlio eldest Miss Willis “ I

lady at Xo. 19; » I always said it wasMm M ilhs
. W oil, I never ! ” ejaeuhitcd Uio young lady
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at No. 18 to tlio young lady at No. 17— Did you ever,

dear ! res];K)ncled tlie young lady at No. 17 to the young
lady at No. 1 8. It ’s too ridiculous !

**
exclaimed a spinster

of an Mnceriaiu age, at No. 16, joining in tlie conversation.

But vdio shall pouiiray the astonishment of Gordon-place,

when Mr. Ilohinson handed in all the Miss Willises, one after

the other, and tlien squeezed liimself into nn acute angle of

tlie glass-conch, which forthwith proceeded at a brisk pace,

after the other glass-coacli, which other glass-coach had itself

proceeded, at a brisk pace, in the direction of tlie i»arish

church. Who shall depict the peiplexity of the clergyman,

when all the ^liss Willises knelt donm at the communion
table, and repeated the responses incidental to the manaage
service in an audible voice— or who shall describe the con-

fusion which prevailed, when—even after the difficulties thus

occasioned had been adjusted—all the ]\Iiss Willises w'ent into

li3’’sterics at the conclusion of the ceremom^ until the sacred

edifice resounded with their united wailings !

As the four sisters and Mr. Robinson continued to occupy

the same house after this memorable occasion, and as the

married sister, whoever she was, never appeared in public

without the other three, we are not quite clear that the neigh-

bours ever would have discovered tlio real Mrs. Robinson, but

for ta circumstance of the most gTatifying description, which
H-Ul happen occasionally in tlie best-regulated families. Tliree

quarter-daj's elapsed, and the row, on whom a new light

appeared to have been bursting for some time, began to speak

with a sort of implied confidence on the subject, and to Avondor

liow Mrs. Robinson—tlio youngest Miss Willis that was—got

on * and servants might be seen running up the steps, about
nine or ton o'clock every moniing, with “Missis’s compli-

ments, and u islies to knoAv liow Mrs. Robinson finds herself

this morning ? ” And tlie answer always was, “ Mrs. Robin-

son’s compliments, and she ’s in ver}' good spirits, and doesn’t

find herself any w’orse.” The piano Avas heard no longer, the

knitting-needles w*ere laid aside, drawing was neglected, and

mantua-making and millinery, on the smallest scale imaginable,

appeared to have become the favourite amusement of the A^ hole

family. The parlour wasn’t quite as tidy as it used to be, and
if you caRed in the morning, you would see Ijing on a table,

with an old newspaper carelessly thrown over them, two or

throe particularly smaM caps, ra^or larger than if they had
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been made for a moderate-si^ed doll, with a small piece of lace

in the shape of a horse-shoe, let in behind; or perhaps a

white robe, not very large in circumference, but yery much

out of proportion in point of length, with a little tucker round

the top, and a frill round the bottom; and once when we
called, wo saw a long white roller, with a kind of blue margin

down each side, the probable use of which, we were at a loss

to conjecture. Then we fancied that Mr. Dawson, the surgeon,

&c., who displays a large lamp with a different colour in every

pane of gloss, at the corner of the row, began to be knocked

up at night oflener than he used to be
;
and once we ^ere

very much alarmed by hearing a hackney-coach stop at Mrs.

Hobinson’s door, at half-past two o’clock in the morning, out

cf which there emerged a fat old woman, in a cloak and night-

cap, with a bundle in one hand, and a pair of pattens in the

other, who looked as if she had been suddenly knocked up out

of bed for some very special purpose.

When we got up in the morning we saw that the knocker
was tied up in an old white kid glove; and we, in our
innocence (we were in a state of bachelorship then), wondered
whaf on earth it all meant, until we heard the eldest Mios
Willis, in propria persona^ say, with great dignity, in answer
to the next inquiry, My compliments, and Mrs. Robinson *8

doing as well as can be expected, and the little g^l thrives
wonderfully.” And then, in common with the rest of the row,
our curiosity was satisfied, and we began to wonder it had
never occurred to us what the matter was^ before.

CHAPTER IV.

TTIE ELECTION FOR BlADLE.

A QREA.T event has recently occurred in our parish. A
contest of paramount interest has just terminated

; a parochial
convulsion has taken place. It has been succeeded by aglonous triumph, ivhicli the country—or at least the parish

—

it is all the same—will long remember. We have had aneection; m election for beadle. The supporters of the oldbeadle system have been defeated in tjieir stronghold, and the
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adTOoates of the great new beadle prixiciples haTe adiieved a
proud Tiotory.

Our pariflh, which, like all other paridiee, is a little world

of its own, has long been divided into two parties, whose con-

tentions, slumbering for a while, have never failed to burst

forth with xmabated vigour, on any occasion on which they

could by possibility be renewed. Watching-rates, lighting-

rates, paving-rates, sewers’-rates, church-rates, poor’s-rates

—

all sorts of rates, have been in their turns the subjects of a

grand struggle ; and as to questions of patronage, the asperity

and determination with which they have been contested is

scarcely credible.

The leader of the official party—^the steady advocate of the

churchwardens, and the unflinching supporter of the overseers—^is an old gentleman who Hves in our row. He owns some
half-dozen houses in it, and always walks on the opposite side

of the way, so that he may be able to take in a view of the

whole of his property at once. He is a toll, thin, bony man,

\?ith an interrogative nose, and little restless perking eyes,

which appear to have been given him for the sole purpose

of peeping into other people’s affairs with. He is deeply

impressed with the importance of our parish business, and
prides himself, not a little, on his. style of addressing the

parishioners in vestry assembled. His views are rather con-

fined than extensive ;
his principles more narrow than liberal.

He has been heard to declaim very loudly in favour of the

liberty of the press, and advocates the repeal of the stamp

duty on newspapers, because the daily journals who now have

a monopoly of the public, never give verbatim reports of vestry

meetings. He would not appear egotistical for the world, but at

the same time he must say, that ^ere are speeches—that cele-

brated speech of his own, on the emoluments of the sexton, and
the duties of the ofBloe, for instance—^which might be communi-
cated to the public, greally to their improvement and advantage.

His great opponent in public life is Captain Purday, the old

naval officer on half-pay, to whom we have already introduced

our readers. The captain being a determined opponent of the

constituted authorities, whoever they may chance to be, and
our other fldend being their steady supporter, with an equal

disregard of their individual merits, it will readily he supi>osed,

that occasions for their coming into direct collision are neither

fo\t her far between.. They divided the vestry foiuteen times
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on a motion for lieating tlie church with worm water mstoad

of coals ;
and made speeclies about liberty and expenditure,

and prodigality and hot water, a\]iich threw tlie whole parish

into a state of excitement. Then the captain, when he was on

the visiting committee, and liis opponent overseer, brought

forward certain distinct and specific charges relative to tli©

management of the workhouse, boldly expressed his total want

of confidence in the existing authorities, and moved for “a
copy of the recipe by which the paupers' soup was prepared,

together witli any documents relating thereto." This the

overseer steadily resisted
;
he fortified himself by precedent,

appealed to the established usage, and declined to produce the

papers, on the ground of the injury that would be done to the

public service, if documents of a strictly private nature, pass-

ing between the master of the workhouse and the cook, were
to be thus dragged to liglit on the motion of any individual

member of the vestry. The motion was lost by a majority of

two
;
and then the captain, who never allows himself to bo

defeated, moved for a committee of inquiry into the whole
subject. The affair grew serious : the question was discussed

at meeting after meeting, and vestry after vestry; speeches
were made, attacks repudiated, personal defiances exchang^ed,
explanations received, and the greatest excitement prevailed,
until at last, just as the question was going to be finally

decided, the vestry found that somehow or other, they had
become entangled in a point of form, from which it was
impossible to escape with propriety. So, the motion was
dropped, and every body looked extremely important, and
seemed q i.te satisfied with the meritorious nature of the
vhole proceeding.

This was the state of affairs in our parish a week or two
since, when Simmons, the beadle, suddenly died. The
lamented deceased had over>exertedp himself, a day or two
previously, in conveying an aged female, highly intoxicated,W the strong room of the workhouse. The excitement thus
o^asioned added to a severe cold, which this indefatigable
officer had caught in his capacity of director of the parish
engine, by inadvertently playing over bimself instead of a fire,

^ ^ ^ constitution already enfeebled by age,
.^nd the inteUigence was conveyed to the Board one evening
Jiat Simmons had died, and left his respects.

^
le breath was scarcely out of the -body of the dec'OAHod
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functionary, when the field was filled with competitors for the

vacant olfice, each of whom rested his claims to public support,

entirely on the number and extent of his family, as if the

office of beadle were originally instituted as an encouragement

for the propagation of the human species. Bung for Beadle.

Five small children ! Hopkins for Beadle. Seven small

children ! !
”—‘‘ Timkins for Beadle. Nine small cliildren I ! !

”

Such were the placards in large black letters on a white

ground, wdiich were plentifully pasted on the walls, and
posted in tlio windows of the pnncipal shops. Timkins’s

success was considered certain : eever^ mothers of families

half promised their votes, and the nine small children would
have run over the course, but for the production of another

placard, announcing the appearance of n still more meritorious

candidate. Spruggins for Beadle. Ten small children (two

of them twins), and a wife ! ! !
*’ There was no resisting this

;

ten small children would have been almost irresistible in

themselves, without the twins, but the touching parenthesis

abojit that interesting production of nature, and the still more
touching allusion to Mrs. Sprug^gins, must ensure success.

Spruggins was the favourite at once, and the appearance of his

lady, as she went about to solicit votes (which encouraged

confident hopes of a still further addition to the house of

Spruggins at no remote period), increased the general pre-

possession in his favour. The other candidates, Bung alone

excepted, resigned in despair. Tlie day of election was fixed

;

and the canvass proceeded with briskness and perseverance on
both sides.

The members of tlie vestiy could not be supposed to escape

the contagious excitement inseparable from the occasion. The
majority of the lady inliabitants of the parish declared at once

for Spruggins
;
and the quondam overseer took the same side,

on tlie ground that me%with large families always had been

elected to the olfice, and that although he must admit, that, in

other respects, Spni^ina wob the least-qualified candidate of

the tw'o, still it was an old practice, and he saw no reason why
an old practice should be departed from. This was enough

for the captain. He immediately sided with Bung, canvassed

for him porsonall}* in all directions, TV’ix)te squibs on Spruggins,

and got his butcher to skewer them up on conspicuous joints' in

his sliop-front^ frighltuicd his neighbour, the old lady, into

a palpitation of the •heart, by his avTul denunciations of
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SjJinxggiiis’s par<5r^- and bounced in and out, and up and down,

and backwards and forwards, until all tbe Bobor inhabitants

of the parish thought it inevitable that he must die df a brain ‘

fever, long before the election began.

The day of election arrived. It was no longer an individual

struggle, but a party contest between tbp ins and outs. The
question was, whether the withering influence of the overseers,

the domination of the churchwardens, and the blighting des-

potism of the vestry-clerk, should be allowed to render the
eleoiion of beadle a form—a nullity : whether they should
impose a vestry-elected beadle on the poi-isli, to do their
bidding and forward their views, or whether tlie parishioners,
fearlessly asserting their undoubted rights, should eloct an
independent beadle of their own.

The nomination was fixed to take place in the vestry, but so
great was tlie throng oi anxious spectators, that it was found
necessary to adjourn to the church, where the ceremony com-
menced wdth due solemnity. The appearance of the church-
wardens and overseers, and the ex-churcliwardens, and
ex-overseers, with Spruggins in the rear, excited general
attention. Spruggins was a little thin man, in nisty black,
with a long pale face, and a countenance expressive of care
and fatigue, which might either be attributed to the extent of
his family or the anxiety of his feelings. His opponent
appeared in a cast-off coat of the captain^s—a blue coat with
bright buttons : white trousers, and that description of shoes
famiharly knoAvn by the appellation of high-lows.” There
was a serenii^y in the open countenance of Bung—a kind of
moral dignity in his confident air—an “ I wish you way get

*^ye-which infused animation
info his supporters, and evidently dispirited his opponents.

Thomas Spruggins for

i
lum long, fie had had C^e uponhim closely for years

; ho had watched him with twofold^gdtmce for months. (A parisliioner hei-e suggestedmight be temed “ taking a double sight,” butwas di’owned in loud cries of Order ’ Ha trrk

iff
“

"r";”^
ceyer known rcheersi Tha « .

Wger femily he had•mown .Cheers). The parish required a mau who could
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ho depended on Hear ! from the Sprugghw side, answered

by ironical ehcors from the Bung party). Such a man he now
projyosed (*‘No,” *‘Yes”). He would not allude to indi-

viduals (the cx-churchwarden continued, in the celebrated

neffatire style adopted hy great speakers). He would not

advert to a gentleiuan who had once held a high rank in the

service of his majesty; he would )iot say, that that gentleinan

was no gentleman
;
he would not assert, that that man was no

man
;
ho would not say, that he was a turbulent parishioner

;

he would not say, that ho had grossly misbehaved himself, not

only on this, but on all former occasions
;
he would not say,

tliat he was one of those discontented and treasonable spirits,

who caiTied confusion and disorder wherever tliey went
;

lie

would not say, that lie harboured iu his heart envy, and hatred,

and malice, and all 'uncharitableness. No ! He wished to

have everything comfortable and pleasant, and therefore, ho
would say—nothing about him (cheers).

The captain replied in a similar parliamentary style. He
u'ould not say, he was astonished at the speech they had just

heard; he 'would not say, he was disgusted (cheers). He
would not retort the epithets which had been hurled against

him (renewed cheering)
;
he would not allude to men once in

office, but now happily out of it, v^ho had mismanaged the

workhouse, gi-ound the paupers, diluted the beer, slack-baked

the bread, boned tlie meat, heightened the work, and lowered

tlie soup (tremendous cheers). Ho would not ask what such

men deserved (a voice ‘^Nothing a-day, and find themselves !'’).

He would not say, that one burst of general indignation should

drive them from the parish they polluted with their presence

(^‘Give it him!”). Ho would not allude to the imfortunate

man who had been proposed—he would not say, as the vestry’s

tool, but as Beadle. He would not advert to that indi’vadual’s

family; he would not saj-”, that nine children, twins, and a

wife, were very bad examples for pauper imitation (loud

cheers). He would not advert in detail to the qualifications

of Bung. The man stood before him, and he would not say

in Ills presence, wlint lie might be disposed to say of him if

he were absent. (Here Mr. B\mg telegraphed to a friend

near him, under cover of his hat, hy contacting his left 63^6,

and applying his right thumb to the tip of his nose.) It had
been objected to Bung that he had only five children Hoar,
heai* !

” from the opposition). Weil ; he had yet to learn that
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&0 legislature tad affixed any precise amount of

qualification to the office of beadle; but taking it for granted

that an exteneiTe family were a great requisite, he entreated

them to look to facts, and compare data, about whidi thwe

could be no mistake. Banff was 35 years of affo. SpruffffiOM

of Trhom he wished to speak with all possible respect

'^as 50. "Was it not more tlian possible—was it not very

probable—that by the time Bung attained the latter age,

he might see around him a family, even exceeding in number

and extent that to which Spruggins at present laid daim

(deafening cheers and waving of handkerchiefs) ? The captain

concluded, amidst loud applause, by calling upon the parishi-

oners to sound the tocsin, rush to the poll, free themselves

from dictation, or be slaves for ever.

On the following day the polling began, and we never have

had such a bustle in our parish since we got up our famous

anti-slavery petition, which was such an important one, that

the House of Commons ordered it to be printed, on the motion

of the member for the district. The captain engaged two

hackney-coaches and a cab for Bung’s people—the cab for the

drunken voters, and the two coaches for the old ladies, the

greater portion of whom, owing to the captain’s impetuosity,

were driven up to the poll and home again, before they

recovered from their flurry sufficiently to know, with any
degree of clearness, what they had been doing. TJio opposite

party wholly neglected these precautions, and the consequence
was, that a great many ladies who wf re walking leisurely up
to the Miurch—for it was a very hot day—to vote for Sprug-
gins, were artfuUy decoyed into the coaches, and voted for

Bung. The captain’s arguments, too, had produced consider-
able effect : the attempted influence of Ihe vestry produced a
greater. A threat of exclusive dealing was clearly established
against the vestry-clerk—a case of heartless and profligate
atrocity. It appeared that the delinquent had been in the
habit of purchasing six penn’orth of muffins, weekly, from an
old woman who rents a small house in the parish, and resides
among the original settlers

; on her last weekly visit, a
message was conveyed to her through the medium of the cook,
couched in mysterious tetos, but indicating with sufficient
clearness, that the vestry-clerk’s appetite for muffins, in future,
depended entirely on her vote on the beadleship. This was
sufficient: the stream had been turning previously, and the
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impulse thus admiiuBtered directed its fina.1 course. The Bung
party ordered one sHUing’s-wortli of mufEns weekly for the
remainder of the old woman’s natural life

; tlie parishioners
were loud in their exclamations

j and the &to of Spruggins
was sealed.

It was in rain that the twins were exhiliited in dresses of

the same pattern, and night-caps to match, at the church
door : the boy in Mrs. Spruggins’s right arm, and the girl in
her left—even Mrs. Spruggins herself failed to be an object

of sympathy any longer. The majority attained by Bung on
the gross poll w^as four hundred and twenty-eight, and the

cause of the parishioners triumphed.

CHAPTER V.

THB BSOKSR’a HAN.

The excitement of the late election has subsided, and our

parish being once again restored to a state of comparative

tranquillity, we are enabled to devote our attention to those

parishioners who take little shore in our party contests or in

the turmoil and bustle of public life. And we feel sincere

pleasure in acknowledging here, that in collecting materials

for this task we have been greatly assisted by Mr. Bung him-

who has imposed on us a debt of obligation which we
fear we can never repay. The life of this gentleman has been

caie of a-very chequered description : he has undergone trans-

itiona—^not Bnom grave to gay, for he never was grave—^not

Erom lively to severe, for severity forms no part of his

disposition his fluctuations have been between poverty in the

extreme, and poverty modifled, or, to use his own emphatic

language, between nothing to eat and just half enough.”

He is not, as he forcibly remarks, “ One of those fortunate

men who, if they were to dive under one side of a barge

stark-naked, wordd come up on the other with a new suit of

clothes on, and a ticket for soup in the waistcoat-pocket :
”

neither is he one of those, whoso spirit has been broken

beyond redemption by misfortune and want. He is just one

fif the careless, good^^fmsnothing, happy fellows, who float,
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cork-like on the surface, for tlie world to play at hockey witli ?

knocked here, and there, and every where : now to the right,

then to the left, again up in the air, and anon to the bottom,

but always re-appearing and boimding with the stream

buoyantly and merrily along. Some few months before he

was prevailed upon to stand a contested election for the office

of beadle, necessity attached him to the service of a broker f

and on the opportunities he here acquired of ascertaining the

condition of most of the poorer inhabitants of the parish, his

patron, the captain, first grounded his claims to public support.

Chance threw the man in our way a short time since. We
were, in the first instance, attracted by his prepossessing

nipudonce at tlie election
;
we were not surprised, on ftirther

acquaintance, to find him a shrewd knowing fellow, with no

inconsiderable power of observation; and, after conversing

with him a little, were somewhat struck (as we dare say our

readers have frequently been in other cases) with the power

some men seem to have, not only of sympathising with, but

to all appearance of understanding feelings to wliich they

themselves are entire strangers. We had been expressing to

the new functionary our surprise that ho should ever have
served in the capacity to which we have just adverted, when
we gradually led him into one or two professional anecdotes.

As we are induced to think, on reflection, that they will tell

better in nearly his own words, than with any attempted
embellishments of ours, we will at once entitle them

MR. BUNG’S NARRATIVE.

*^It'S very true, as you say, sir,” Mr. Bung commenced,
that a broker’s man’s is not a life to be envied

;
and in

course you know as iveU as I do, though you don’t say it, that
people hate and scout ’em because they *re the ministers of
wretchedness, like, to poor people. But what could I do, sir ?
The thing was no worse because I did it, instead of somebody
else and if putting me in possession of a house would put
me in possession of three and sixpence a day, and levying a
distress on another man’s goods would relieve my distress and
that of my family, it can’t be expected but what I ’d take the
job and go through with it. I never liked it, God knows; I
always looked out for something else, and the moment I got
other work to do, I left it. If there Is anything wrong in
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being the agent in sucb matters—^not the principal, mind you
—I ’m sure the business, to a beginner like 1 was, at all

eyents, carries its own punMiment along with it. I wished

again and again that the people would only blow mo up, or

pitch into me—that I wouldn't have minded, it 's all in my
way ;

but it 's the being shut up by yourself in one room for

five days, without so much as an old newspaper to look at> or

anjrthing to see out o* the winder but the roofs and chimneys

at the back of the house, or anything to listen to, but the

ticking, perhaps, of an old Dutch dock, the sobbing of the

missis, now and then, the low talking of friends in the next

room, who speak in whispers, lest ‘ the man ’ should overhear

them, or perhaps the occasional opening of the door, as a

child peeps in to look at you, and then runs half-frightened

away—It 's all this, that makes you feel sneaking somehow,

and ashamed of yourself
;
and then, if it 's winter time, they

just g^ve you fire enough to make you think you 'd like more,

and bring in your grub as if they wished it 'ud choke you

—

as I dare say they do, for the matter of that, most heartily.

If they 're very civil, they make you up a bed in the room at

night, and if they don't, your master sends one in for you

;

but there you ore, without being washed or shaved all the

time, shuimed by everybody, and spoken to by no one, unless

some one comes in at dinner time, and asks you whether you

want any more, in a tone as much as to say ‘ I hope you

don't, or, in the evening, to inquire whether you wouldn't

rather have a candle, after you 've been sitting in the dark half

the night. When I was left in this way, I used to sit, think,

think, thinking, till I felt as lonesome as a kitten in a wash-

house copper with the lid on ;
but I believe the old brokers

men who are regularly frained to it, never think at all. I have

heard some on 'em say, indeed, that they don't know how

!

** I put in a gpod many distresses in my time (continued

Mr. Bung), and in course I wasn't long in finding, that some

people are not as much to bo pitied as others axe, and that

people with good incomes who get into difBlculties, which they

keep patching up day after day, and week after weelr, get so

used to these sort of things in time, that at last they come

scarcely to feel them at all. I remember the very £x»t plax^

I was put in possession of, was a gentleman's house in tto

parish hero, that every body woidd suppose couldn't hdp

having money if he triei I went with dd Hxem, my oW
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master, 'bout half arter eight in the morning; rang the area^

bell • servant in livery opened the door :
' Governor at home?'

—‘Yes, he is/ says the man; ‘hut he's breakfasting just

now.' Never mind,’ says Fixem, ‘just you tell him there’s

a gentleman here, as wants to speak to him partickler.* So

the servant he opens his eyes, and stares about liim always

—

looking for the gentleman as it struck me, for I don't think

anybody but a man as was stone-blind would mistake Fixem

for one ; and as for me, I was as seedy as a cheap cowcumber.

Hows’ever, he turns round, and goes to the breakfast-parlour,

which was a little snug sort of room at the end cxf.the passage,

and Fixem (as we always did in that profession), without

waiting to be announced, walks in arter him, and before the

servant could get aut~‘ Please, sir, here ’s a man os wants to

speak to you,’ looks in at the door as familiar and pleasant as

may be. ‘ Who the devil are you, and how dare you waOc

into 8 gentleman’s house without leave ?
' says the master, as

fierce as a bull in fits. ‘ My name,' says Fixem, winking to

the master to send the servant aw’ay, and putting the warrant

into his hands folded up like a note, ‘ My name 'a Smith,' says

he, ‘ and I called from Johnson’s about that business of

Thompson’s ’—
‘ Oh,' says the other, quite down on him

directly, ‘ How is Thompson ?
' says he

;
‘ Fray sit down, Mr.

Smith : John, leave the room.' Out went the servant ; and
the gentleman and Fixem looked at one another till they
coulii’t look any longer, and then they varied the amusemento
by looking at me, who had been standing on the mat all this

time. ‘ II iindred and fifty pounds, I see,’ said the genteman
at last. ‘ Hundred and fifty pound,' said Fixem, * besides cost

of levy, sheriff’s poundage, and all other incidental expenses,’—
‘ Um,' says the gentleman, ‘ 1 shan’t be able to settle thin

before to-morrow afternoon.'

—

* Very sorry
; but I shall b©

obliged to leave my man here tiS them’ replies Fixem,
pretending to look very miserable over it. ‘That’s very
unfort’nate,’ says tiie gentleman, ‘for I have got a large party
here to-night, and I 'm ruined if those fellows of mine get an
inkling of the matter—^just step here, Mr, Bmitb,’ says he,

a short pause. So Fixem walks with him up to the
M^dow, and after a good deal of wlueporing. and a littla

I n
swerma, and looking at me, he comes back and

Mys, mg, you ’re a handy fellow, and very honeat I know,
ims gentleman wants an assistant to dean the pi**, and wait
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at tahle to-day, and if you ’re not particularly engage I, says
old Fixem, grinning like mad, and shoving a couple of siiverins

into my hand, 'he'll be very glad to avail himself of your
services/ Well, I laughed : and the gentleman laughed, and
we all laughed

;
and I went home and cleaned myself, leaving

Fixem there, and when I went back, Fixem went away, and
I polished up the plate, and waited at table, and gammoned
the servants, and nobody had the least idea I was in possession,

though it very nearly came out after all
;

for one of the last

gentlemen who remained, came down stairs into the hall

where I was sitting pretty late at night, and putting half-a-

crown into my hand, says, ' Here m3' man,' says he, 'run and
get me a coach, will you ?

' I thought ifc was a do, to get me
out of the house, and was just going to say so, sulkily enough,

when the gentleman (who was up to everything) came running
down stairs, as if he was in great anxiety. ' Bung,' says he,

pretending to be in a consuming passion. ' Sir,' says I.

' Why the devil an’t 3’ou looking after that plate ? *—
' I was

just going to send him for a coach for me/ says the other

gentleman. ' And I was just a going to say,' says I
—'Any

body else, my dear fellow,* interrupts the master of the house,

pushing me down tlie passage to get out of the wa}'— ' any

body else ;
but I have put this man in possession of aU the

plate and valuables, and I cannot allow him on any con-

sideration whatever, to leave the hoiise. Bung, you scoundrel,

go and count those forks in the breakfast-parlour instantly/

You may bo sure I went laughing pretty hearty when I found

it was all right. The money was paid next day, with the

addition of something else for myself, and that was the best

job that I (and I suspect old Fixem too) ever got in that line.

" But this is the bright side of the picture, sir, after all,"

resumed Mr. Bung, lajdng aside the knowing look, and flash

air, with which h6,^|||rii8peated the previous anecdote—"and
I 'm sorry to say, it 's the side one sees very, very, seldom, in

comparison with the dork one. The civility which money will

pun^ase, is rarely extended to those who have none; and

there 's a consolation even in being able to patch up one

difficulty, to make way for another, to which very poor people

are strangers. I was once put into a house down George's-

'

yard-—that little dirty court at the back of the gas-works

;

and 1 never ebiiH forget the miseiy of them people, dear me •

It was a distress for hdif a j^ear's rent—^two pound ten I think
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There was only two rooms in the house, and as tliere was no
passag*e, the lodgers up-stairs always went through tho room
of the people of the house, as they passed in and out

; and
every time they did so—wliich, on the average, was about

four times every quarter of nn hour—they biowed up quite

frightful ; for tlieir things hud been seized too, and included

in the iaventory. There was a little piece of inclosed dust it

front of the liouse, with a cinder-]>ath leading up to tlie door,

and an open rain-water Lutt on one side. A dirty striped

curtain, on a very slack string, hung in the window, and a
little triangular bit of broken looldng-glass rested on the sill

inside. I suppose it was meant for the people’s use, but their

api^earancG was so Avretched, and so miserable, that I ’m certain
they never could have plucked up coui’ag-e to look themselves
in tJio face a second time, if they survived the fright of doing
so once There was tAvo or throe chairs, that might have
Leon Avorth, in tlieir best days, from eightpence to a shilling
a-pioce

;
a small deal table, a;i old corner cupboard with

nothing in it, and one of those bedsteads Avhicli tuni up half
way, oad leave the bottom legs sticking out for you to knock
your liead against, or hang your hat ujAon

;
no bed, no

bedding. There Avas an old sack, by Avay of rug, before tlio
file place, and four or five children Averc gi’ovelling about,
ainong’^the sand on the floor. The execution was only put in
to get em out of tho house, for there Avas nothing to take to
pay the expenses

; and here I stopped for tliree days, though
that was a mere form too : for, in course, I knew, and we all
Imew, thev could never pay the money. '

In one of the chairs,
by the side^ of the place where the fire ought to have been,
was an old ’ooman—the ugliest and dirtiest I over see—who.
sat rocking herself backwards and forwards, backwards and
n

Without once stopping, except for an instant nowana then, to clasp together the withered liands Avhich, with
constantly rubbing upon lier knees,

irthe mT fingers coundsively, in tiino

Tl ep Ldiv? itself to

The it oriod itself off ocain.

if she had heen^'^ +

e mother’s, it would have been bettor

If YOU iiadhe
changod her to a devU,It 30U had heard how she cm-stal the iittle nalced chUdren »
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waa rolling on the floor, and seen how savagely she stnidc the

in&nt when it cried with hunger, you 'd have shuddered as

mtich as I did. There they remained all the time : the

dbildren ate a morsel of bread once or twice, and I gave ’em
best part of the dinners my missis brought me, but the woman
ate nothing; they never even laid on the bedstead, nor was
the room swept or cleaned all the time. The neighbours were
all too poor themselves to take any notice of ’em, but from
what I could make out from the abuse of the woman up-

stairs, it seemed the husband had been transported a few Weeks
before. When the time was up, the landlord and old Fixem
too, rather frightened about the family, and so they made
a stir about it, and had ’em taken to the workhouse. They
sent the sick couch for the old ’ooman, and Simmons took

the children away at night. The old ’ooman went into the

infirmary, and very soon died. The childi'en are all in the

house to this day, and very comfortable they are in com-
parison. As to the mother, there was no taming her at all.

She had been a quiet, hard-working woman, I believe, but

her misery had actually drove her wild; so after she had
been sent to the house of correction half-a-dozen times, for

throwing inkstands at the overseers, blaspheming the church-

wardens, and smashing everybody as come near her, she burst

a blood-vessel one momin*, and died too
;
and a happy release

it was, both for herself and the old paupers, male and female,

which she used to tip over in all directions, as if they were so

many skittles, and she the hall.

Now this was bad enough,” resumed Mr. Bung, taking a

half-step towards the door, as ^ to intimate that he had nearly

concluded. This wa^ bad enough, but there was a sort of

quiet misery—if you understand what I mean by that, sir

—

about a lady at one house I was put into, as touched me a

good deal more. It doesn’t matter where it was exactly:

indeed, I ’d rather not say, but it was the same sort o’ job.

I went with Fixem in the usual way—Inhere was a year’s rent

in arrear; a very small servont-giii opened the door, and
three or four fine-looking little childr^ was in the front

parlour we were shown into, which was very dean, but very

scantily furnished, much like the children themselves. 'Bung/
says Fixem to me, in a low voice, when we were left alone for

a minute, *
I know something about this here family, and my

opinion is, it ’a no go.’ ‘ Do you think they can’t settle f
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nays I, quite anxiously; for I liked tlie looks of them children.

Fixem shook his head, and was just about to reply, when the

door opened, and in came a lady, as white as ever I see any

one in my days, except about the eyes, which were red with

crying'. She walked in, as firm as I could have done
;
shut

the door carefully after her, and sat herself down with a face

as composed as if it w’^as made of stone. ‘ What is the matter,

gentlemen ? ’ says she, in a surprisin’ steady voice. * Is this an

execution ?
’—

^ It is, mum,’ says Fixem. The lady looked at

him as steady as ever : she didn’t seem to have understood

him. 'It is, mum,’ says Fixem again; ' this is my warrant

of distress, mum,’ says he, handing it over as polite as if it

was a newspaper which had been bespoke arter the next

gentleman.
" The lady’s lip trembled as she took the printed paper.

She cast her eye over it, and old Fixem began to explain the

form, but I saw she wasn’t reading it, plain enough, poor

thing. ‘ Oh, my God !
’ says she, suddenly a-bursting out

crying, letting the warrant faU, and hiding her face in her
hands. ' Oh. my God ! what will become of us 1

’ The noise

she made, brought in a young lady of about nineteen ,or

twenty, who, I suppose, had been a-listening at the door, and
who had got a little boy in her arms : she sat him down in
the lady’s lap, without speaking, and she hugged the poor
little fellow to her hosom, and cried over him, ’till even old
Fixem put on his blue spectacles to hide the two tears that
was a-trickling down, one on each side of his dirty faoe.
' Now, dear ma,’ says the young lady, ' you know how much
you have borne. For all our sakes—for pa^s sake,’ says she,
‘ don’t give way to this !

’—
' No, no, I won’t !

’ says the lady,
gathering herself up hastily, and*"drying her eyes; 'I am
very foolish, but I ’m better now—much better.’ And then
she roused herself up, wont with us into every room while we
took the inventory, opened all the drawers of her accord,
sorted tlie children’s little clothes to make the work easier

;

and, except doing every thing in a strange sort of hurry,
seemed as calm and composed as if nothing hod happened.
When we came do^\^l stairs again, she hesitated a minute or
two, and at last says, ' Gentlemen,’, says she, ' I am afraid I
have done wrong, and perhaps it may bring you into trouble
I secreted just now,’ she says, ‘ the only trinket I have left in
the world here it is,’ So she Lays' down on the table, a
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Ktfle miniature mounted in gold. ^It^s a miniature/ she

says, * of my poor dear father ! I little thought once, that I

should ever thank God for depriving mo of the original
;
but

I do, and have done for years back, most fervently. Take it

away, sir/ she says, ' it ’s a face that never turned fi:om me
in sickness or distress, and I can hardly bear to turn from it

now, when, God knows, I suffer both in no ordinary degree/

I couldn’t say nothing, but I raised my head from the

inventory which I was filling up, and looked at Fixem
;
the

old fellow nodded to me significantly, so I ran my pen through

the * Mv/i ’ I had just written, and left the miniature on the

table.

“Well, sir, to make short of a long story, I was left in

possession, and in possession I remained
;
and though I was

an ignorant man, and the master of the house a clever one,

I saw what he never did, but what he would give worlds now
(if he had ’em) to have seen in time. I saw, sir, that his

wife was wasting away, beneath cares of which she never

complained, and griefs she never told. I saw that she was
dying before his eyes

;
I knew that one exertion from him

might have saved her, but he never made it. I don’t blame
him

;
I don’t tliink he cotild rouse himself. She had so long

anticipated all his wishes, and acted for him, that he was a
lost man when Idft to himself. I used to think when I caught

sight of her, in the clothes she used to wear, which looked

shabby even upon her, and would have been scarcely decent

on any one else, that if I was a gentleman it would wring my
very heart to see the woman that was a smart and merry girl

when I courted her, so altered through her love for me.
Bitter cold and damp weather it was, yet, though her dress

was thin, and her shoes none of the best, during the whole
three days, ftom morning to night, she was out of doors
nmning about to try and raise the money. The money was
raised, and the execution was paid out. The whole family
crowded into the room where I was, when the money arrived.

The father was quite happy as the inconvenience was removed—I daresay he didn’t know how ;
the children looked merry

and cheerful again; the eldest girl was bustling about, making
preparations for the first comfortable meal they had had since
the distress was put in

; and the mother looked pleased to see
them all so. But if ever I saw death in a woman’s face, I

saw it in hers that night.
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•<1 was right, sir,” oontimied Mr. Bung, hurriedly pi«»-

ing his coat-sleeve over his face, “the family grew more

prosperous, and good fortune arrived. But it was ^
late. Those children are motherless now, and their father

would give up all he has since gained—hoiiso, home, goo(^,

money : all that ho has, or ever can have, to restore the wife

ho has lost.”

CHAPTER VI.

THE LADIES* SOOIETIIS.

OuB Parish is very prolific in ladies* charitable institutions.

In winter, when wet feet are co mon and colds not scarce,

we have the ladies’ soup distribution society, the ladies* coal

distribution society, and the ladies’ blanket distribution

society; in summer, when stone fimits flourish and stomach

aches prevail, we have the ladies’ dispensary, and the ladies’

sick visitation committee
;
and all the year round we have the

ladies’ child’s examination society, the ladies’ hible and

prayer-book circulation society, and the ladies’ childbed-linen

monthly loan society. The two latter are decidedly the most
important

;
whether they are productive of more benefit than

the rest, is not for us to*say, hut we can take upon ourselves

to affirm, with the utmost solemnity, that they create a greater

stii, and mor^: bustle than all the others put together.

We should he disposed to affirm, on ffie first blush of the
matter, that the bible and prayer-book society is not so

popular as the childbed-linen society
; the hible and prayer-

book society has, however, considerably increased in import-
ance within the last year* or two, having derived some
adventitious aid from the factious opposition of the child’s
examination society

;
which factious bpposition originated in

manner following :—When the young curate was popular,
and all the unmarried ladies in the parish took a serious turn,
tne charity childi’on all at once became objects of peculiar ai>5l

especial interest. The three Miss Browns (enthusiastic
admirers of the curate) taught, and exorcised, and examined
and re-examined the unfortunate children, until tlie boys
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OUR PARISH.

CHAPTER 1.

THl BKABLB. TH8 FARIS^vBKdlNXi THE BOHOOLMASTXB.

How mucli is conveyed in those two short words—^^The

Parish !

” And with how many tales of distress and misery,

of broken fortune and ruined hopes, too often of unrelieved

wretchedness and successful knavery, are they associated 1 A
poor man with small earnings, and a large family, just

manages to live on from hand to mouth, and to procure food

from day to day; he has barely sufficient to satisfy the

present cravings of nature, and can take no heed of the frture.

His taxes are in arrear, quarter day passes by, another quarter

day arrives : he can procure no more quarter for himself, and
is summoned by—the parish. His. goods are distrained, his

children are crying with cold and hunger, and the very bed on
which his sick wife is lying, is dragged from beneath her.

What can he do ? To whom is he to apply for relief? To
private charity? To benevolent individuals? Certainly not—^there is his parish. There are the parish vestry, the

parish infirmary, the parish surgeon, the parish officers, the

parish beadle. Excellent institutions, and gentle, kind-hearted

men. The woman dies—she^ is buried by the parish. Tlie

children have no protector—they are taken care of by the

parish. The man first neglects, and afterwards cannot obtain,

work—he is relieved by the parish
;
and when distress and

drunkenness have done their work upon him, he is maintained,

a harmless babbling idiot, in the parish asyluipi.

S.B. B
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The parish beadle is one of the most, perhaps the most,

important member of the local administration. Ho is not so

'^ell off as the churchwardens, certainly, nor is he so loanied

as the vestry-clerk, nor does he order things quite so much

his own wa}^ as either of tliem. But his power is very great,

notwithstanding ;
and the dignity of his office is never

impaired by the absence of efforts on his part to maintain it.

The beadle of our parish is a splendid fellow. It is quite

delightful to hear him, as he explains the state of the existing

poor laws to the deaf old women in tlie board-room-pasSage

on business nights
;
and to hear what he said to the senior

churcliwarden, and what the senior churchwarden said to him

;

and what ‘^we” (the beadle and the other gentlemen) came
to the determination of doing. A miserable-looking woman
is called into the board-room, and represents a case of extreme
destitution, affecting herself—a widow, witli six small children.

Where do j^ou live?” inquires one of the overseers. ''I

rents a two-pair back, gentlemen, at Mrs. Brownes, Number 3,

Little King William’s-alley, which has lived there this fifteen

year, and knows me to be very hard-working and industrious,

and when my poor husband was alive, gentlemen, as died in
the hospital ”— ** Well, well,” interrupts the overseer, taking
a note of the address, I 'll send Simmons, the beadle, to-

morrow morning, to ascertain whether your story is correct;
and if so, I suppose you must have an order into the House

—

Simmons, go to this woman's the first thing to-morrow
morning, will you? ” Simmons bows assent, and ushers the
woman out. Her previous admiration of the board” (who
all sit behind ^;ieat books, and with their hats on) fSades into
nothing before her respect for her lace-trimmed conductor;
and her account of what has passed inside, increases—if that
be possible—the marks of respect, shown by the assembled
crowd, to that solemn functionary. As to taking out a
Bummons, it's quite a hopeless case if Simmons attends it,
on behalf of the parish. He knows all the titles of the Load

ayor by heart; states the case without a single stamtiaeir

:

and it is even reported that on one occasion he ventured tomake a joke, which the Lord MayeJ's head footman (who
happened to be present) afterwards told an intimate friemL
coimdentially, was almost equal to one of hir. Hobler’s,

See him agmn on Sunday in his state-coat and cocked-hat,
with a large-headed staff for show Jm his left hand, and a
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fimall oaae for use in Ms nglit. How pompously lie mardmls
tim children into their places! and how demurely the little

urchins look at him askance as he surveys them when they

ere all seated, with a glare of the eye peculiar to beadles *

The churchwardens and overseers being duly installed in their

curtained pews, he seats himself on a mahogany bracket,

erected expressly for him at the top of the aisle, and divides his

attention between his prayer-book and the boys. Suddenly,

jTist at the commencement of the communion service, when
the whole congregation is hushed into a profound silence,

broken only by the voice of the officiating clerg}Tnan, a penny

is heard to ring on the stone floor of the aisle with astounding

clearness. Observe the generalship of the beadle. His

involuntary look of horror is instantly changed into one of

perfect indifference, as if he w-ere the only person present who
had not heard the noise. The artifice succeeds. After putting

forth his right leg now and then, as a feeler, the victim w'ho

dropped the money ventures to make one or two distinct dives

after it
;
and the beadle, gliding softly roimd, salutes Ms little

round head, wlien it again appears above the seat, with divers

double knocks, administered with the cane bofgre noticed, to

the intense delight of three young men in an adjacent pew,

who cough violently at intervals until the conclusion of the

eermon.

Such are a few traits of the importance and gravity of a
parish-beadle—a gravity wMch has never been disturbed in

any case that has come under our observation, except when
the services of that particularly useful machine, a parish fire-

engine, are required : then indeed all is bustle. Two little

boys run to the beadle as fast as 4heir legs will cany them,

and report from their own personal observation that soino

neighbouring chimney is on fire; the engine is hastily got

out, and a plentifiil supply of boys being obtained, and har-

nessed to it with ropes, away they rattle over the pavement,
the beadle, running—^we do not exaggerate—running at the

side, until they arrive at some house, smelling strongly of

soot, at the door of wMch the beadle knocks with considerable

gravity for half an hour. No attention being paid to these

manual applications, and the tum-oock having turned on the

water, the engine turns off amidst the shouts of the boys
;

it

pulls up once more at the workhouse, and the beadle ‘‘ pulls

up ** tJw unfmrtunata housdiolder neict day, for the amount ol
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his legal rewai^d. We never saw a pansh engine at a regular

£r0 but once. It came up in gallant style—three miles and a
half an hour, at least ; there was a capital supply of water,

and it was first on the spot. Bang went the pumps—the
people cheered—the beadle perspired profusely; but it was
imfortunately discovered, jusu as they were going to put the
fire out, that nobody understood the process by which tl)e

engine was filled with water ; and that eighteen boys, a
man, had exhausted themselves in pumping for twenfy
minutes, without producing the slightest effect 1

The personages next in importance to the beadle, are the
master of the workhouse and the parish schoolmaster. The
vestry-clerk, as everybody knows, is a short, pudgy little man,
in black, with a thick gold watch-chain of considerable length,
terminating in two large seals and a key. He is an attorney]

generally in a bustle
; at no time more so than when he

is hurrying to some parocliial meeting, with his gloves
crumpled up in one hand, and a large red book under the
other arm. As to the churchwardens and overseew, we
exclude them altogether, because all wo know of them is, 'that
they are usually respectable tradesmen, who wear hats with
brims inclined to flatness, and who occasionally testify in^t letters on a blue ground, in some conspicuous part of the
church, to ^0 important fact of a galleiy having been enlarired
and beautified, or an organ rebuilt.

The master of the workhouse is not, in our parish—nor ishe usually m any other—one of that cijass of men the better
part of whose existence has passed away, and who drag outthe remainder m some inferior situation, with just o^uirho^ht of the past to feel degraded by, and discontent

the present. We are unable to guess precisely to o^own sabsfactioa what station the man can
befom; we should think he had been^

you were
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pftiiper, just to give you a specimen of his power. He is an
admirable specimen of a

,
small tyrant : morose, brutish, and

ill-tempered
;
bullying to his inferiors, cringing to his supe-

riors, and jealous of the influence and authority of the beadle.

Our schoolmaster is just the very reverse of this amiable

olflcial. He has been one of those men one occasionally hears

of, on whom misfortune seems to have set her mark
;
nothing

he ever did, or was concerned in, appears to have prospered.

A rich old relation who had brought him up, and openly

announced his intention of providing for him, left him 1 0,000Z,

in his will, and revoked the bequest in a codicil. Thus imex-

pectedly reduced to the necessity of providing for himself, he

procured a situation in a public office. The young clerks

below him, died off as if there were a plague among them

;

but the old fellows over his head, for the reversion of whoso
places he was anxiously waiting, lived on and on, as if they

were immortal. He speculated and lost. He speculated

again, and won—^but never got his money. His talents were

great ; his disposition, easy, generous, and liberal. His

friends profited by the one, and abused the other. Loss

succeeded loss
;
misfortune crowded on misfortune

;
each suc-

cessive day brought him nearer the verge of hopeless penuiy,

and the quondam friends who had been warmest in their pro-

fessions, grew strangely cold and indifferent. He had children

whom he loved, and a wife on whom he doted. The former

tuimed their backs on him; the latter died broken-hearted.

He went with the stream—it had ever been his failing, and
he had not courage sufficieut to bear up against so many
shocks—he had never cared for himself, and the only being

who had cared for him, in his poverty and distress, was spai’od

to him no longer. It was at this period that he applied for

parocliial relief. Some kind-hearted man who had known
him in happier times, chanced to be churchwarden that year,

and through liis interest he was appointed to his present

situation.

He is an old man now. Of the many who once crowded
round him in all the hollow friendship of boon companionship,

some have died, some have fallen like liimself, some have
prospered—aU have forgotten him. Time and misfortune

have mercifully been permitted to impair his memory, and use

has habituated him to liis present condition. Meek, uneom-
iflaining, and zealous ia the discharge of his duties, he has
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been allowed to hold his situation long beyond the usud

period; and he will no doubt continue to hold it, until

infirmity renders him incapable, or death releases him. As

the grey-headed old man feebly paces up and down the sunny

side of the little court-yard between school hours, it would bo

difficult, indeed, for Hie most intimate of his former friends to

recognise their once gay and happy associate, in the person of

the Pauper Schoolmaster.

CHAPTEE IL

THE CURATE. THE OLD LADY. THE HALF-PAT CAPTAIH.

We commenced our last chapter with the beadle of our parish,

because we are deeply sensible of the importance and dignity

of his office. We will begin the present, with the clergjTnan.

Our curate is a young gentleman of such prepossessing appear-

ance, and fascinating manners, that within one month after his

first appearance in the parish, half the young-lady inhabitants

were melancholy with religion, and the other half, desponding

with love. Never were so many young ladies seen in our
parish-church on Sunday before

;
and never had the little

round angels’ faces on Mr. Tomkins’s monument in the side

aisle, beheld such devotion on eartli as they all exhibited.

He was about five-and twenty when lie first came to astonish

the parishioners. He parted his hair on the centre of his
forehead in the form of a Norman arch, wore a brilliant of
the first water on the fourth finger of his left hand (which he
always applied to his left cheek w’hen he read prayers), and
had a deep sepulchral voice of unusual solemnity. Innumer-
able were the colls made by prudent mammas on our new
curate, and innumerable the invitations with which he wna
assailed, and which, to do him justice, he readily accepted.
If his manner in the pulpit had created an impression in his
favour, the sensation was increasod tenfold, by his appearance
in private circles. Pews in the immediate vicinity of the
pffipit or reading-desk rose in val\ie

; sittings in the centre
amle were at a premium : an inch of room in the front row ol

e gallery could not be procui’ed for love or money
, and
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some people even went so far as to a^sert^ that ths three Mies

Browns, who had an obscure family pew jiist behind the

churchwardens’, were detected, one Sunday, in the free seats

by the cOmmunion-table, actually lying in wait for the curate

as he passed to the vestry ! He began to preach extem-

pore sermons, and even grave papas caught the infection.

Ho got out of bed at half-past twelve o’clock one winter’s

night, to half-haptise a washerwoman’s child in a slop-basin,

and the gratitude of the parishioners knew no bounds—the

very churchwardens grew generous, and insisted on the parish

defraying the expense of the watch-box on wheels which the

now curate had ordered for himself, to perform the frineral

service in, in wet weather. He sent three pints of gruel and
a quarter of a pound of tea to a poor woman who had been

broiight to bed of four small children, all at once—^the parish

were charmed. He got up a subscription for her—the

woman’s foi-tune was made. He spoke for one hour and

twenty-five minutes, at an anti-slavery meeting at the Goat

and Boots—the enthusiasm was at its height. A proposal

was set on foot for presenting the curate with a piece of ]^ate,

as a mark of esteem for his valuable services rendered to the

parish. The list of subscriptions was filled up in no time

;

the contest was, not who should escape the contribution, but

who should be the foremost to subscribe, A splendid silver

inkstand Was made, and engraved with an appropriate inscrip-

tion; the curate was invited to a public breakfast, at the

before-mentioned Goat and Boots
;
the inkstand was presented

in a neat speech by Mr. Gubbins, the ex-churchwa^en, and
acknowledged by the curate in terms which drew tears into

the eyes of all present—the very waiters were melted.

One would have supposed that, by this time, the theme of

universal admiration was lifted to the very pinnacle of popu-
larity. No such thing. The curate began to cough; four

fits of coughing one morning between the Litany and the

Epistle, and five in the afternoon service. Here was a dis-

covery— the curate was consumptive. How interestingly

melancholy ! If the young ladies were energetic before, their

s}Tnpathy and solicitude now knew no bounds. Such a man
as the curate—^such a dear—such a perfect Ihve—^to be con^

sumptive ! It was too much. Anonymous presents of black-

currant jam, and lozenges, elastic waistcoats, bosom friends,

and warm stockings, potirod in upon ftie curate until he was



8 SKBTOHBS BY BOZ.

as completely fitted out, with winter clothing, as if he were

on the verge of an expedition to the North Pole : verbal

bulletins of the state of his health were circulated throughout

the parish half-a-dozen times a day ;
and the cuitate was in

the very zenith of his popularity.

About this period, a change came over the spirit of the

parish. A very quiet, respectable, dozing old gentleman,

who had officiated in our chapel of ease for twelve years

previously, died one fine morning, without having given any

notice whatever of his intention. This circumstance gave rise

to counter-sensation the first
;
and the arrival of his successor

occasioned counter-sensation the second. He was a pale,

tliin, cadaverous man, with large black eyes, and long strag-

gling black hair : his dress was slovenly in tlie extreme, his

manner ungainly, his doctrines startling
;
in short, he was in

every respect the antipodes of the curate. Crowds of our

female parishioners flocked to hear him : at first, because he

was so odd-looking, then because his face was so expressive,

then because he preached so well
;
and at last, because they

really thought that, after aU, there was something about him
which it was quite impossible to describe. As to the curate,

he was aU very well
;
but certainly, after all, there was no

denying that—that—in short, the curate wasn't a novelty,

and the other clergyman was. The inconstancy of pubHo
opinion is proverbial : the congregation migrated one by one.

The curate coughed till he was black in the face—it was in
vain. He respired with difficulty—^it w'as equally inefiectual

in awakening sympathy. Seats are once again to be had in
any part of our parish church, and the chapel-of-ease is going
to be enlarged, as it is crowded to suffocation every Sunday

!

The best known and most respected among our parishioners,
is an old lady, who resided in our parish long before our
name was registered in the list of baptisms. Our parish is a
suburban one, and the old lady lives in a neat row of houses
in the most airy and pleasant part of it. The house is her
own

; and it, and everything about it, except the old lady
herself, who looks a little older than she did ten years ago,
is in just the same state as when the old gentleman was
living. The little front parlour, which is the old lady's
ordinary sitting-room, is a perfect picture of quiet neatness:
the carpet is covered with brown Holland, the glass and
picture-frames are carefully enveloped in ydlow muslin ; the



THE OLD LADY. 9

table-covers are never taken off, except when the leaves are

turpentined and bees’waxed, an operation which is regularly

comiuenced every other morning at half-past nine o’clock—

and the little nicnacs are always arranged in precisely the

same manner. The greater part of these are presents from

little girls whose parents live in the same row
j
but some of

them, such as the two old fashioned watches (which never

keep the same time, one being olwaya a quarter of an hour

too slow, and the other a quarter of an hour too fast), the

little picture of the Princess Charlotte and Prince Leopold as

they appeared in the Royal Box at Drury-lane Theatre, and

others of the same class, have been in the old lady’s possession

for many years. Here the old lady sits with her spectacles

on, busily engaged in needlework— near the ndndow in

summer time
;
and if she sees you coming up the steps, and

you happen to be a favourite, she trots out to open the street

door for you before you knock, and as you must be fatigued

after that hot walk, insists on your swallowing two glasses

of sherry before you exert yourself by talking. If you call

in the evening you will find her cheerful, but rather more

serious than usual, with an open Bible on the table, before

her, of which ** Sarah,” who is just as neat and methodical as

her mistress, regularly reads two or three chapters in the

parlour aloud.

The old hidy sees scarcely any company, except the little

girls before noticed, each of whom has always a regular fixed

day for a periodical tea-drinking with her, to which the child

looks forward as the greatest treat of its existence. She

seldom visits at a greater distcince than the next door but one

on either side
;
and when she drinks tea here, Sarah runs out

first and knocks a double-knock, to prevent the possibility of

her ^'Missis’s” catching cold by having to wait at the door.

She is very scrupulous in returning these little invitations,

and when she asks Mr, and Mrs. So-and-so, to meet Mr. and
Mrs. Somebody-else, Sarah and she dust the um, and the best

china tea-service, and the Pope Joan board ,* and the visitors

are received in the drawing-room in great state. She has but

few relations, and they are scattered about in different parts

of the country, and^ seldom sees them. She has a son in

India, whom always describes to you as a fine, handsome

MLow—^80 like the profilq of his poor deot father over the

sideboard, but the old lady adds, with a mournful shake of
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tlie liead, that he has always been one of her greatest triale,

and that indeed he once almost broke her heart ; but it

pleased God to enable her to get the better of it, and she

would prefer your never mentioning the subject to her, again.

She has a great number of pensioners; and on Saturday, after

she comes back from market, there is a regular levee of old

men and women in the passage, waiting for their weekly
gratuity. Her name always heads the list of any benevolent
subscriptions, and hers are always the most liberal donations
to the Winter Coal and Soup Distribution Society. She
subscribed twenty pounds towards the erection of an organ in
our parish church, and was so overcome the first Sunday the
children sang to it, that she was obliged to be carried out by
the pew-opener. Her entrance into church on Sunday is

always the signal for a little bustle in the side aisle, occasioned
by a general rise among the poor people, w^ho bow and ourt^
until the pew-opener has ushered the old lady into her accus-
tomed seat, dropped a respectful curtsy, and shut the door

;

and the same ceremony is repeated on her leaving church,
wh'^n she walks home with the family next door but one, and
talks about the sermon all the way, invariably opening the
conversation by asking the youngest boy where the text was.

Thus, with the annual variation of a trip to some quiet
place on the sea-coast, passes the old lady’s life. It lias
rolled on in the same unvarying and benevolent course for
many years now, and must at no distant period be brought to
its final close. She looks forward to its tMmination, wi^
calmness and without apprehension.' She has everythimr to
hope and nothing to fear.

^
A very different personage, but one who has rendered him-

sell very coi^icuous in onr parish, is one of the old lady’s
next door n^hbours. He is an old naval officer on half-pay,
and his bluff and unceremonious behaviour disturbs the old
^y 8 domestic eronomy, not a Httle. In the first place, hesmoke cig«8 m the firont court, and when he waits sine-

to drink with them-which is by no mean, an un-

him better than to expenmeataUse to the old lady^p^S^
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One morning he got up early, and planted three or four roots

of full-grown mangolds in every bed of her front garden, to

the inconceivable astonishment of the old lady, who actually

thought when she got up and looked out of the window, that

it was some strange eruption which hod come out in the

night* Another time he took to pieces the eight-day clock on

the front landing, under pretence of cleaning the works, which

he put together again by some undiscovered process in so

wonderful a maimer, that the large hand has done nothing

but trip up the little one ever since. Then he took to breed-

ing silk-worms, which he would bring in two or three times a
day, in little paper boxes, to show the old lady, generally

dropping a worm or two at every visit. The consequence was,

that one morning a very stout silk-worm was discovered in the

act of walking up-stairs—^probably with the view of inquiring

after his friends, for, on further inspection, it appeared that

some of his companions had already found their way to every

room in che house. The old lady went to the sea-side in

despair, and during her absence he completely effaced the

name from her brass door-plate, in his attempts to polish it

with aqua-fortis.

But aU this is nothing to his seditious conduct in public

life. He attends every vestry meeting that is held
;
always

opposes the constituted authorities of the parish, denounces

the profligacy of the churchwardens, contests legal points

against the vestry-clerk, will make the tax-gatherer call for

his money till he wont call any longer, and then he sends it

:

finds fault with the sermon every Sunday, says that the

organist ought to be asliamed of himself, offers to back him-
self for any amount to sing the psalms better than all the

children put together, male and female
;
and, in short, Con-

ducts himself in the most turbulent and uproarious manner.
The worst of it is, that having a high regard for the old lady,

he wants to make her a convert to his views, and therefore

walks into her little parlour with his newspaper in his hand,
and talks violent politics by the hour. Ho is a charitable,

open-hearted old fellow at bottom, after all
j so, although he

puts the old lady a little out occasionally, they agree verr
well in the main, and she laughs as much at each feat of his

handiwork when it is all over, as anybody else.
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CHAPTER in.

THE FOUR BISTERS.

Tim row of houses in which tho old lady and hor troublo-

somo neighbour reside, comprises, beyond all doubt, a greater

number of characters within its circumscribed limits, than all

the rest of the parish put together. As we cannot, con-

sistently with oiu' present plan, however, extend the number

of oui’ parochial sketches be5’’ond six, it will be better, perhaps,

to select the most peculiai*, and to introduce them at once

without furtliei' preface.

The four Miss Willises, then, settled in onr parish thirteen

years ago. It is a melancholy reflection tliat the old adage,

time and tide wait for no man,’^ applies with equal force to

the fairer portion of the creation ; and willingly would we
conceal the fact, that even thirteen years ago, tlie Miss

Willises were far from juvenile. Our duty as faithful

parochial chroniclers, however, is paramount to every other

BOnsideration, and we are bound to state, tliat tliirtoen years

since, the authorities in matrimonial cases considered the

yoimgest Miss Willis in a very precarious state, while the

eldest sister was positively given over, as being far beyond all

human hope. Well, the Miss Willises took a lease of the

house
;

it was fresli painted and papered from top to bottom ;

the p c iQt inside was all wainscoted, the maible all cleaned,

the old grates taken down, and register-stoves, you could see
to dress by, put up

;
four trees were planted in tlie back

garden, several small baskets of gravel sprinkled over the
front one, vans of elegant furniture oi'rived, spring blinds
were fitted to the window's, carpenters w’ho had been em-
ployed in tho various preparations, alterations, and repairs,
made confidential statements to the different maid-servants in
the row, relative to the magnificent scale on whicli the Mias
Willises wx^re commencing; the maid-servants told their
Missises, tho Missises told ilieir friends, and vague inmours

were circulated throughout the pmsh, tliat No. 25
,
in Gordou-

place, had been taken by foiir maiden ladies ofimmense property.
At last, the Miss Willises moved in; and then the ‘'coll
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ing^’ began. The house was tbe perfection of neatneea—ao

were the four Miss Willises. Evezy tiling was fc^pual, sti£^

and cold—so were the four Miss Willises. Not a single chair

of the whole set was ever seen out of its place—^not a single

Miss Willis of the whole four was ever seen out of hers.

There they always sat, in the same places, doing precisely the

same things at the same hour. The eldest Miss Willis used

to knit, the second to draw, the two others to play duets on

the piano. They seemed to have no separate existence, but

to have made up their minds just to winter through life

together. They were three long graces in drapery, with the

addition, like a school-dinner of another long grace afterwards

—the three fates with another sister—the Siamese twins

multiplied by two. The eldest Miss 'Willis grew bilious—the

four Miss Willises grew bilious immediately. The eldest

Miss Willis grew ill-tempered and religious—^the four Miss

Willises were ill-tempered and religions directly. 'Whatever

the eldest did, the others did, and whatever any body else did,

they all disapproved of
;
and thus they vegetated—^living in

Polar harmony among themselves, and, as they sometimes

went out, or saw company ^'in a quiet-way at home,

occasionally iceing the neighbours. Three years passed over

in this way, when an unlooked for and extraordinary pheno-

menon occurred. The Miss Willises showed S3rmptoms of

summer, the frost gradually broke up
; a complete thaw took

place. Was it possible ? one of the four Miss Willises was
going to be married

!

Now, where on earth the husband came from, by what
feelings the poor man could have been actuated, or by what
process of reas6ning the four Miss Willises succeeded in

persuading themselves that itwas possible for a man to marry
one of them, without marrying them all, are questions too

profound for us to resolve : certain it is, however, that the

visits of Mr. Robinson (a gentleman in a public office, with a

good salary and a little property of his own, beside) were
received—that the four Miss Willises were courted in due
form by the said Mr. Robinson—that the neighbours were
perfectly frantic in their anxiety to discover which of the four

Miss Willises was the fortunate fair, and that the difficulty

they experienced in solving the problem was not at all

lessened by the onnoujicement of ^e eldest Miss Willis,

—

* W$ are going to marry^Mr, Kohinson.*’
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It was very extraordinar}'. They were so completely

identified, the one with the other, that the curiosity of the

whole row#-~cven of tlie old lady lierself-—was roused almost

beyond endurance. The subject was discussed at every little

card-table and tea -drinking^. The old g:entleman of silk-worm
notoriety did not hesitate to exj^rcss his decided oi)inion that

Mr. Kobinson was of hlastem descent, and conte\nplated

niarr^uiig’ the whole family at once
;
and tlio row, generally,

shook their heads with considerable gravity, and dechu’ed the

business to bo very mysterious. They hoped it might all end

well ;—it certainly had a veiy singular appearance, but still

it woidd be uncharitable to express any opinion without good

grounds to go upon, and certainly tlio ]\Iiss Willises wero

^uite old enough to judge for themselves, and to be sure

people ought to know theh own business best, and so forth.

At last, one fine morning, at a quarter before eight o’clock,

A.M., two glass-coaches di-ove up to the Miss Willises’ door at

which ^Ir. Kobinson had arrived in a cab ten minutes before,

dressed in a light blue coat and double-milled kerecy panta-

loons, white neckerchief, pumps, and dress-gloves, his manner
denoting, as appeared from the evidence of the housemaid at

No. 23, who was sweeping the door-steps at the time, a con-

siderable degree of nervous excitement. It was also hastily

reported on tlie same testimony, that tlio cook who opened the
door, wore a large wliite bow of unusual dimensions, in a much
smarter hcad-di'ess than the regulation cap to which the Miss
Willises invariably restricted the somewhat excursive tiiste of
female servants in general.

The telligence spread rapidly from house to house. It

was quite clear that the eventful morning liad at length
arrived

;
the whole row stationed themselves l>ehind theii* first

and second floor blinds, and waited the result in breatlxless
expectation.

At last the Miss Willises’ door opened
;
the door of th©

first glass-coach did the same. Two gentlemen and a pair of
ladies to coiTespond—friends of the family, no doubt; up
went the steps, bang went the door, off went the first glasa-
coach, and up came the second.

Tlie street-door opened again
; tlie cxcitomont of tlio whole

row increased—Mr. llobinson and tlio eldest Miss Willis. “ I

Mull \\ illis .
- - ‘ M oU, I never !

” eiaculatod tlio young lady
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at No. 1 8 to tlie young ladj” at No. 1

7

—** Did you ever,

dear!*^ responded the young lady at No. 17 to the young
lady at No. *18. It *8 too ridiculous !

**
cxclaimedf a spinster

of an «?*certain nge, at No. 16, joining in the conversation.

But who shall pouiiray the astonishment of Gordon-placc,

when Mr. Bohinson handed in all tlie Miss Willises, one after

the other, and then squeezed himself into an acute angle of

tlio glass-coach, which forthwith proceeded at a brisk pace,

after the other glass coach, which other glass-coach had itself

proceeded, at a brisk pace, in the direction of the parish

church. Who shall depict the perplexity of the clergyman,

when aU the Miss Wilhscs knelt domi at the communion
table, and repeated the responses incidental to tlie maiTiage

service in an audible voice—or who shall describe the con-

fusion which X')revailed, when—even after the difficulties thus

occasioned had been adjusted-—a/1 the ^liss Willises went into

hysterics at the conclusion of the ceremony, until the sacred

edifice resounded with their united wailings

!

As the four sisters and Mr. Robinson continued to occupy

the same house after this memorable occasion, and as the

married sister, whoever she was, never appeared in public

without the otlier three, wo are not quite clear that the neigh-

boiurs ever would have discovered the real Mrs. Robinson, but

for a circumstance of the most gratifying description, which

mil happen occasionally in tlie best-regulated families. Tlii^ee

quarter-days elapsed, and the row, on whom a new light

appeared to have been bursting for some time, began to speak

with a sort of implied confidence on the subject, and to wonder

liow Mrs. Robinson—the j’oungcst ^liss Willis that was—got

on ; and servants might be seen running up tlio steps, about

nine or ten o’clock every morning, with “Missis’s compli-

ments, and wishes to know how Mrs. Robinson finds herself

this morning ? ” And the answer alwaj’s was, “ Mrs. Robin-

son^s compliments, and she ’s in very good spirits, and doesn’t

find herself any worse.” The piano was heard no longer, the

knitting-needles were laid aside, drawing was neglected, and
mantua-making and millinery, on the smallest scale imaginable,

appeared to have become the favourite amusement of the whole

family. The parlour wasn’t quite as tidy as it used to be, and

if you called in the morning, you would see lying on a table,

with an old newspaper carelessly thrown over them, two or

throo particularly small caps, ra^er larger than if they had
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been made for a moderate-sized doll, with a small piece of lace

in the shape of a horse-shoe, let in behind : or perhaps a

white robe, not rery large in circumference, but veiy much

out of proportion in point of length, with a little tucker round

the top, and a frill round the bottom; and once when ^
called, wo saw a long white roller, with a kind of blue margin

down each side, the probable use of which, we were at a loss

to conjecture. Then we fancied that Mr. Dawson, the surgeon,

&c., who displays a large lamp with a different colour in every

pane of glass, at the corner of the row, began to be knocked

up at night oftener than he used to be
;
and once we were

very much alarmed by hearing a hackney-coach stop at Mrs.

Eobinson’s door, at half-past two o^clock in tlie morning, out

of which there emerged a fat old woman, in a cloak and night-

cap, with a bundle in one hand, and a pair of pattens in the

other, who looked as if she had been suddenly knocked up out

of bed for some very special purpose.

When we got up in the morning we saw that the knocker

was tied up in an old white kid glove; and we, in our
innocence (we were in a state of bachelorship then), wondered
what on earth it all meant, until we heard the eldest Miss
Willis, in propria persondy say, with great dignity, in answer
to the next inquiry, My compliments, and Mrs. Bobinson ^s

doing as well as can be expected, and the little girl thrives

wonderfully.' ' And then, in common with the rest of the row,
our curiosity was satisfied, and we began to wonder it had
never occurred to us what the matter was, before.

CHAPTER IV.

THE ELECTION EOR BEADLE.

A ouEAT event has recently occurred in our pAi-i.li A
contest of paramount interest Las just terminated

; a parochial
con^sion has taken place. It has been succeeded by a
glorious tiiumph, ivhich the country—or at least the parish

—

It 18 aU the same—wiU long remember. We hare had andertion
; ^ election for beadle. The supporters of the old

beadle system have been defeated in their strongheld, and the
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advocates of the great new beadle principles t^ve achieved a

proud victoiy.

Our parish^ which, like all other pariahes, is a little world

of its own, has long been divided into two parties, whose con-

tentions, Numbering for a while, have never failed to burst

forth with unabated vigour, on any occasion on which they

could by possibility be renewed. Watching-rates, lighting-

rates, paving-rates, sewers*-rat«i, church-rates, poor's-rates

—

all sorts of rates, have been in their turns the subjects of a

grand struggle
;
and as to questions of patronage, the asperity

and determination with which they have been contested is

scarcely credible.

The leader of the official party—the steady advocate of the

churchwardens, and the unflinching supporter of the overseers—^is an old gentleman who lives in our row. He owns some
half-dozen houses in it, and always walks on the opposite side

of the way, so that he may be able to take in a view of the

whole of his property at once. He is a tall, thin, bony man,
with an interrogative nose, and Httle restless perking eyes,

which appear to have been given him for the sole purpose*

of peeping into other people’s affairs wilb. He is deeply

imprest with the importance of our paririi business, and

prides himself, not a little, on his. style of addressing the

parishioners in vestry assembled. His views are rather con-

fined than extensive ; his principles more narrow than liberal.

He has been heard to declaim very loudly in favour of the

liberty of the press, and advocates the repeal of the stamp

duly on newspapers, because the daily journals who now have

a monopoly of the public, never give verbatim reports of vestry

meetings. He would not appear egotistical for the world, but at

the same time he must say, that there are speeches—that cele-

brated speech of his own, on the emoluments of the sexton, and

the duties of the office, for instance—^which might be communi-
cated to the public, greatly to their improvement and advantage.

His great opponent in public life is Captain Furday, the old

naval officer on half-pay, to whom we have already introduced

our readers. The captain being a determined opponent of the

constituted authorities, whoever they may chance to be, and
our other friend being their steady supporter, with an equal

disregard of their individual merits, it will readily be supposed,

that* occasions for their coming into direct collision are neither

few nor fer between. , They ffivided the vestry foui*teen times
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on a motion for heating the church with warm water instead

of coals ;
and made speeches about liberty and expenditure,

and pz’odigality and hot water, "u liich threw the whole parish

into a state of excitement. TJien the captain, when he was on
the visiting committee, and liis opponent overseei*, brought
forward certain distinct and specific charges relative to the
management of the workhouse, boldly expressed his total want
of confidence in the existing authorities, and moved for ** a
copy of the recipe by which the paupers^ soup was prepared,

together with any documents relating thereto.’* This the
overseer steadily resisted; he foi*tified himself by precedent,
appealed to the established usage, and declined to produce the
papers, on the ground of the injury that would be done to the
public service, if documents of a strictly private nature, pass-
ing between the master of the workhouse and the cook, were
to be thus dragged to light on the motion of any individual
member of the vestry. The motion was lost by a majority of
two

; and then the captain, who never allows himself to be
defeated, moved for a committee of inquiry into the whole
subject.

^

The afiair grew serious : the question was discussed
at meeting after meeting, and vestry after vestry; speeches
nere made, attacks repudiated, personal defiances exchanged,
explanations received, and the gi'eatest excitement prevailed,
^til at last, just as the question was going to be finally
decided, the vestry found that somehow or other, they had
become entangled in a point of form, from which it was
impossible to escape witli propriety. So, the motion was
dropped and eveiy body looked extremely important, and
seemed quite satisfied with the meritorious nature df the
<vnole proceeding.

This was the state of affairs in our parish a week or two
since when Simmons, the beadle, suddenly died. The

nrevT'!
over-exerted himself, a day or two

to the
aged female, highly inLicated,

rr ^«‘-thouse. The ^citoment thu^

i ‘Ws indefatigable

hv in 7 *
the P^riab

proS’ too
playing over himself instead ofl fire,

“ “ 'U.d, »d ““
Tlie breath was scarcely out of the body of the derensed
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functionary, when tlie field was filled with competitor for the

vacant office, each of whom rested his claims to public support,

entirely on the number and extent of his family, as if the

office of beadle were originally instituted as an encouragement

for the propagation of the human species. Bung for Beadle.

Five small children !
”— ** Hopkins for Beadle. Seven small

children ! ! Timldns for Beadle. Nine small children! !

!’*

Such were the placards in large black letters on a white

ground, which were plentifully pasted on the walls, and
posted in the windows of the principal shops. Timkins’s

success was considered certain : several mothers of families

half promised their votes, and the nine small children would
have run over the course, but for the production of another

placard, announcing the appearance of a still more meritorious

candidate. “ Spmggins for Beadle. Ten small children (two

of them twins), and a wife ! ! !
** There was no resisting this

;

ten small children would have been almost irresistible in

themselves, without the twins, but the touching parenthesis

about that interesting production of nature, and the stiH more
touching allusion to Mrs. Spruggins, must ensure success.

Spruggins was the favourite at once, and the appearance of his

lady, as she went about to solicit votes (which encouraged

confident hopes of a still further addition to the house of

Spruggins at no remote period), increased the general pre-

possession in his favour. The other candidates. Bung alone

excepted, resigned in despair. Tlie day of election was fixed

;

and the canvass proceeded with briskness and perseverance on
both sides.

The members of the vestry coxdd not be supposed to escape

the contagious excitement inseparable from the occasion. The
majority of the lady inliabitants of the parisli declared at once

for Spruggins
; and the quondam overseer took the same side;

on the ground that men with laige families always had been
elected to the office, and that although he must admit, that, in

other respects, Spruggins was the least-qualified candidate of

the two, still it vns an old practice, and he saw no reason why
an old practice should bo departed from. This was enough
for the captain, lie immediately sided with Bung, canvassed

for him personally in all directions, wrote squibs on Spruggins,

and got his butcher to skewer them up on conspicuous joints'in

liis shop-front.; frightened his neighbour, the old lady, into

a palpitation of tlic kocut, by his awful denunciations of
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Spruggins’s party^ and l)ounced in and out, and up and down,

and backwards and forwards, until all the sober inhabitants

of the parish thought it inevitable that he must die dt a brain-

fever, long before the election began.

The day of election arrived. It was no longer an individual

struggle, but a party contest between thje ins and outs. The
question was, whether the withering influence of the overseers,

the domination of the churchwardens, and the blighting des-

potism of the vestry-clerk, should be allowed to render the

eleotion of beadle a form—a nullity : whether they should

impose a vestry-elected beadle on the parish, to do their

bidding and forward their views, or whether the parishioners,

fearlessly asserting their imdoiibted rights, should elect an
independent beadle of their own.

The nomination was fixed to take place in the vestry, but so

great was the throng of anxious spectators, that it was found
necessary to adjourn to the church, where the ceremony com-
menced witli due solemnity. The appearance of the church-
wardens and overseers, and the ex-churchwardens, and
ex-OTerseers, with Spruggins in the rear, excited general
attention. Spruggins was a little thin man, in rusty black,

with a long pale face, and a countenance expressive of c^ire

and fatigue, which might either be attributed to the extent of
his family or the anxiety of his feelings. His opponent
appeared in a cast-off coat of the captain^s—a blue coat with
bright buttons : white trousers, and that description of shoes
familiarly known by the appellation 03 ^‘high-lows.'' There
was a Si'ienity in the open countenance of Bung—a kind of
moral dignity in his confident air—an ‘‘ I wish you may get
it sort of expression in his eye—which infused animation
into his supporters, and evidently dispiiited his opponents.

The ex-churchwardcn rose to propose Thomaa Spruggins for
beadle. He liad known him long. He had had his eye upon
him closely for years; ho had watched him with twofold
vigilance for months. (A parishioner hero suggested that
might be termed taking a double sight,” but the observation
was di‘owned in loud cries of Order I ”) He would repeat
that ho had had his eye upon him for years, and this he would
say, that a more well-conducted, a more well-behaved, a more
sober, a more quiet man, with a more well-regulated mind he
had never met with. A man with a larger family he had
never known (cheers). The parish required a man who could
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he depended on Hear ! from the Spruggins side, answered

by ironical clieers from the Bung party). Such a man he now
proposed “Yes”). He would not allude to indi-

viduals (the ex-chiu’chwarden continued, in the celebrated

negative style adopted Ijy great speakers). He would not

advert to a gentleman who had once held a high rank in the

service of his majesty
;
he would not say, that that gentleman

was no gentleman
;
he would not assert, that that man was no

man
;
he would not say, that he was a turbulent parishioner

;

ho would not say, that he had grossly misbehaved himself, not

only on this, but on all former occasions
;
ho would not say,

that he was one of those discontented and treasonable spirits,

who carried confusion and disorder wherever they went
;
he

would not say, that ho harboiu'ed in his heart envy, and hatred,

and malice, and all mncliaritableness. No ! He wished to

have CT'crything comfortable and pleasant, and therefore, he

would say—nothing about him (cheers).

The captain replied in a similar parliamentary style. He
would not say, he was astonished at the speech they had just

heard
;
he ’ would not say, he was disgusted (cheers). He

would not retort the epithets which had been hurled against

him (renewed cheering)
;
he would not allude to men once in

office, but now happily out of it, who had mismanaged the

u orkhouso, giound the paupers, diluted the beer, slack-baked

the bread, boned the meat, heightened the work, and lowered

tlie soup (tremendous cheers). He would not ask wliat such

men deserved (a voice “Nothing a-daj^ and find themselves!”).

He would not say, that one burst of general indignation should

drive them from the parish they polluted with their presence

(“ Give it him !”). He would not allude to the Tmfortunate

man who had been proposed—he would not say, as the vestry's

tool, but as Beadle. He would not advert to that individual’s

famil}'; he would not say, that nine children, twins, and a
wife, were very bad examples for pauper imitation (loud

cheers). He would not advert in detail to the qualifications

of Buug. The man stood before him, and he would not say
in liis presence, what ho might be disposed to say of liim if

he were absent. (Here Mr. Bung telegraphed to a fiuend

near him, under cover of his hat, by contracting his left eye,

and applying his right thumb to tho tip of his nose.) It had
been objected to Bung that he had only five children (“ Jlear,

heai’ !
” from tho opposition). Well ; he had yet to learn that
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tie legislature iad affixed any precise amount of rnfantmo

qualification to the office of beadle; but taking it for granted

that an exteuBive family were a great requisite, he entreated

them to look to facts, and compare datUy about which there

could be no mistake. Bung was 35 years of age. Spruggina

of whom he wished to speak with all possible respect

^as 50. Was it not more than possible—wan it not very

probable—that by tlie time Bung attained the latter age,

he might see around him a family, even exceeding in^ number

and extent that to which Spmggins at present laid claim

(deafening cheers and waving of handkerchiefs) ? The captain

concluded, amidst loud applause, by calling upon the parishi-

oners to sound the tocsin, rush to the poll, free themselves

from dictation, or be slaves for ever.

On the following day the polling began, and we never have

had such a bustle in our parish since we got up our famous

anti-slavery petition, which was such an important one, that

the House of Commons ordered it to be printed, on the motion

of the member for the district. The captain engaged two
hackney-coachcs and a cab for Bung's people—^the cab for the

drunken voters, and the two coaches for the old ladies, the

greater portion of whom, owing to the captain’s impetuosily,

were driven up to the poll and home again, before they
recovered from their flurry sufficiently to know, with any
degree of clearness, what they had been doing. The opposite

party wholly neglected these precautions, and the consequence
was, that a great many ladies who we.’-o walking leisurely up
to the lurch—for it was a very hot day—to vote for Sprug-
gins, were artfully decoyed into the coaches, and voted for
Bung. The captain’s arguments, too, had produced consider-
able effect : the attempted influence of the vestry produced a
greater. A threat of exclusive dealing w^as clearly established
against the vestry-clerk—a case of heartless and profligate
atrocity. It appeared that the delinquent had been in the
habit of purchasing six penn’orth of xnufifins, weekly, from an
old woman who rents a small house in the pariah, and resides
among the original settlers; on her last weekly visit, a
message was conveyed to her through the medium of the oook,
couched in mysterious teims, but indicating with sufficient
clearness, that the vestry-clerk’s appetite for muffins, in fhtum
depended entirely on her vote on the beadleship. This was
sufficient : the stream had been turning provioudy, and tiba
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injpulse thus administered directed its final course. The Bung
party ordered one shiHing’s-wortli of muffins 'ireeMy for the

remainder of the old woman’s natural life ; tlie parishioners

were loud in their exclamations ; and the fate of Spruggins

was sealed.

It was in rain that the twins were exhibited in dresses of

the same pattern, and night-caps to match, at the church

door ; the boy in Mrs. Sprtiggine’s right arm, and the girl in

her left—even Mrs. Spruggins herself failed to be. an object

43i sympathy any longer. The majority attained by Bung on
the gross poll was four hundred and twenty-eight, and the

cause of the parishioners triumphed.

CHAPTER V.

THE BROKSB’b man.

The excitement of the late election has subsided, and our
parish being once again restored to* a state of comparative

tranquillity, we are enabled to devote our attention to those

pariahioners who take little share in our party contests or in

the turmoil and bustle of public life. And we feel sincere

pleasure in acknowledging here, that in collecting materials

for this .task we have been greatly assisted by Mr. Bung him-

self, who has imposed on us a debt of obligation which we
fear we can never repay. The life of this gentleman has been

me of a very chequm:ed description ; he h^ undergone trans-

itions—^not from grave to gay, for he never was grave—^not

from lively to severe, for severity forms no part of his

disposition his fluctuations have been between poverty in the

extreme, poverty modified, or, to tise his own emphatic

language, '‘between nothing to eat and just half enough.”

He is not, as he forcibly remarks, “ One of those fortunate

men who, if they were to dive under one side of a barge

stark-naked, would come up on the other with a new suit of

clothes on, and a ticket for soup in the waistcoat-pooket :
”

neither is he one of those, whoso spirit hj^ been broken

beyond redemption by misfortune and want. He is just one

ef the careless, gooddor-nothisg, happy feUnws, who float,
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cork-like on ike surface, for the world to play at hockey with:

knocked here, and there, and every where : now to the right,

then to the left, again up in the air, and anon to the bottom,

but always re-appearing and bounding with the stream

buoyantly and merrily along. Some few months before he

was prevailed upon to stand a Contested election for the office

of beadle, necessify attached him to the service of a broker f

and on the opportunities he here acquired of ascertaining the

condition of most of the poorer inhabitants of the parish, his

patron, the captadn, first grounded his claims to public support.

Chance threw the man in our way n short time since. We
were, in the first instance, attracted by his prepossessing

. mpudence at the election
;
we were not surprised, on further

acquaintance, to find him a shrewd knowing fellow, with no

inconsiderable power of observation; and, after conversing

with him a little, were somewhat struck (as we dare say our

readers have frequently been in other cases) with the power
some men seem to have, not only of sympathising with, but

to all appearance of understanding feelings to which they

themselves aie entire strangers. We had been expressing to

the new functionary our surprise that he should ever have
served in the capacity to which we have just adverted, Avhen
we gradually led him into one or two professional anecdotes.

As we are induced to think, on reflection, that they will tell

better in nearly his own words, than with any attempted
embellishments of ours, we will at once entitle them

MR. BUNG’S NARRATIVE.

^^It’s very true, as you say, sir,” Mr. Bung commenced,
‘‘ that a broker’s man’s is not a life to be envied

;
and in

course you know as well as I do, though you don’t say it, that
people hate and scout ’em because they ’re the ministers of
wretchedness, like, to poor people. But what could I do, sir ?
The thing was no worse because I did' it, instead of somebody
else

; and if putting me in possession of a house would put
me in possession of three and sixpence a day, and levying a
distress on another man’s goods would relieve my distress and
that of my family, it can’t be expected but what I ’d take the
job end go through with it. I never liked it, God knows; I
always looked out for something else, and the moment I
other work to do, I left it. If there is anything wrong in
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being the agent in such matters—^not the principal, mind you
—I sure the business, to a beginner like I was, at all

events, carries its own punishment along with it. I wished
again and again that the people would only blow me up, or
pitch into me—that I wouldn’t have minded, it ’s all in my
way

; but it ’s the being shut up by yourself in one room for*

five days, without so much as an old newspaper to look at^ or

anything to see out o’ the winder but the roofe and chimneys
at the back of the house, or anything to listen to, but the
ticking, perhaps, of an old Dutch clock, the sobbing of the
missis, now and then, the low talking of friends in the next
room, who speak in whispers, lest ‘ the man ’ should overhear
them, or perhaps the occasional opening of the door, as a
child peeps in to look at you, and then runs half-frightened

away—It ’s all this, that makes you feel sneaking somehow,
and ashamed of yourself; and then, if it ’s winter time, they
just give you fire enough to make you think you ’d like more,
and bring in your grub as if they wished it ’ud choke you

—

os I dare say they do, for the matter of that, most heartily.

If they ’re very civil, they make you up a bed in the room at

night, and if tiiey don’t, your master sends one in for you

;

but there you are, without being washed or shaved all the

time, shunned by everybody, and spoken to by no one, unless

some one comes in at dinner time, and asks you whether you
want any more, in a tone as much as to say ‘I hope you
don’t, or, in the evening, to inquire whether you wouldn’t

rather have a candle, after you ’ve been sitting in the dark half

the mght. When 1 was left in this way, I used to sit, think,

think, thinking, till I felt as lonesome as a kitten in a wash-

house copper with the lid on
;
but I believe the old brokers*

men who are regularly trained to it, never think at all. I have

heard some on ’em say, indeed, that they don’t know how

!

I put in a good many distresses in my time (continued

Mr, Bung), and in course I wasn’t long in ^ding, that some

people are not as much to be pitied as others are, and that

people with good incomes who get into difficulties, which they

keep patching up day after day, and week after week, get so

used to these sort of tilings in time, that at last they come

scarcely to feel them at all. I remember the very first place

I was put in possession of, was a gentleman’s house in this

parish here, that every body would suppose couldn’t help

having money if he tried. I went with old Hxem, my cHA
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master, ’bout balf arter eight in the morning ; rang the area*

bell
;
servant in Hveiy opened the door ;

* Governor at home?’—
‘ Yes, he is,’ says the man

;
‘ but he ’s breakfasting just

now.’ * Never mind,’ says Fixem, ‘just you tell him there’s

a gentleman here, as wants to speak to him partickler.’ So

the servant he opens his eyes, and stares about him always

—

looking for the gentleman as it struck me, for I don’t think

anybody but a man as was stone-blind would mistake Fixem
for one

;
and as for me, I was as seedy as a cheap cowcumber.

Hows’ever, he turns round, and goes to the breakfast-parlour,

which was a little snug sort of room at the end of: the passage,

and Fixem (as we always did in that profession), without

waiting to be announced, walks in arter him, and before the

servant could get out— ‘ Please, sir, here ’s a man as wants to

speak to you,’ looks in at the door as familiar and pleasant as

may be, * Who the devil are you, and how dare you walk

into a gentleman’s house without leave ? ’ says the master, as

fierce as a bull in fits. ‘ My name,’ says Fixem, winking to

the master to send the servant away, and putting the warrant

into his hands folded up like a note, ‘ My name ’s Smith,’ says

he, ‘ and I called from Johnson’s about that business of

Thompson’s,’— ‘ Oh,’ says the other, quite down on him
directly, ‘ How is Thompson ? ’ says he ;

‘ Pray sit down, Mr.

Smith : John, leave the room.’ Out went the servant ; and
the gentleman and Fixem looked at one another till they

couldn’t look any longer, and then they varied the amusements
by looking at me, wlio had been standing the mat aU this

time. ‘ Hundred and fifty pounds, I see,’ said the genteman
at last. ‘ Hundred and fifty pound,’ said Fixem, ‘besides cost

of levy, sheriff’s poundage, and all other incidental expenses.’—
‘ Um,’ says the gentleman, ‘ I shan’t be able to settle this

before to-morrow afternoon.’— ‘ Very sorry ; but I shall be
obliged to leave my man here till then,’ replies Fixem,^

pretending to look very miserable over it. ‘That’s very

imfort’nate,’ says the gentleman, ‘ for I have got a large party

here to-night, and I ’m ruined if those fellows of mine get an
inkling of the matter—just step here, Mr. Smith,’ says he,

after a short pause. So Fixem walks with him up to the

window, and after a good deal of whispering, and a little

chinking of suverins, and looking at me, he comes back and
says, ‘ Bung, you ’re a handy fellow, and very honest I know.
This gentleman wants an assistant to dean the j^te and wait
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at tal)le to-day, and if you’re not particularly engagel, says

old Fixem, grinning like mad, and shoving a couple of suverins

into my hand, ' he ’ll be very glad to avail himself of your

services.’ Well, I laughed : and the gentleman laughed, and

we all laughed ;
and I went home and cleaned myself, leaving

Fixem there, and when I went back, Fixem went away, and

I polished up the plate, and waited at table, and gammoned
the servants, and nobody had the least idea I was in possession,

though it very nearly came out after all
;
for one of the last

gentlemen who remained, came down stairs into the hall

where I was sitting pretty late at night, and putting half-a-

crown into my hand, says, ‘ Here my man,’ says he, * run and
get me a coach, will you ? ’ I thought it was a do, to get me
out of the house, and was just going to say so, sulliily enough,

when the gentleman (who was up to everything) came running

down stairs, as if he was in great anxiety. ‘Bung,’ says he,

pretending to be in a consuming passion. ‘ Sir,’ says I.

‘Why the devil an’t you looking after that plate?’—‘I was
just going to send him for a coach for me,’ says tlie other

gentleman. ‘ And I was just a going to say,’ says I
—

‘ Any
body else, my dear fellow,’ interrupts the master of the house,

XHishing me down the passage to get out of the way— ‘ any
body else

;
but I have put this man in possession of all the

plate and valuables, and I cannot allow him on any con-

sideration whatever, to leave the house. Bung, you scoimdrel,

go and count those forks in the breakfast-parlour instantly.’

You may be sure I went laughing pretty hearty when I found

it was all right. The money was paid next day, with the

addition of something else for myself, and that was the best

job that I (and I suspect old Fixem too) ever got in that line.

“ But this is the bright side of the picture, sir, after all,”

resumed ^Ir. Bung, laying aside the knowing look, and flash

air, with wliich he had repeated the previous anecdote—“and
I ’m sorry to say, it ’s the side one sees very, very, seldom, in

comparison with the dark one. The civility which money will

purchase, is rarely extended to those who have none; and
there ’s a consolation even in being able to patch up one
difficulty, to make way for another, to which very poor people

axe strangers. I was once put into a house down George’s- ^

yard—that little dirty court at the back of the gas-works

;

and I never shall forget the misery of them people, dear me

!

It was a distress for half' a year’s rent—^two pound ten I think.
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There was only two rooms in the house, and as tJiere was no
passage, the lodgers up-stairs always went through tho i*ooni

of tho people of the house, ns they passed in and out
;
and

every time they did so—which, on the average, was about

four times every quarter of an hour—they blowed up quite

frightful ; for their things had been seized too, and included

in the inventory. There was a little piece of inclosed dust it.

front of the house, with a cinder-path leading up to the door,

and an open rain-water butt on one side. A dirty striped

curtain, on a xciy slack string, hung in the window, and a
little triangular bit of broken looking-glass rested on the sill

inside. I suppose it was meant for the people’s use, but their

appearance was so wretched, and so miserable, that I ’m certain

they never could have plucked up coiirago to look themselves
in tlio face a second time, if they survived the fright of doing
so once. Thero was two or three chairs, that might have
been worth, in their best days, from eightpence to a shilling

a-piece
; a small deal table, a;i old corner cupboard with

nothing in it, and one of those bedsteads u’hich tium up half
U'ay, and leave the bottom legs sticking out for you to knock
your head against, or hang your hat upon

;
no bed, no

bedding. There was an old sack, by way of rug, before tho
fire place, and four or five children v/ero grovelling about,
among the sand on tho floor. The execution was only put in
to got ’em out of tlio house, for there was nothing to talce to
pay the expenses

; and here I stopped for three days, though
that was a mere form too ; for, in course, I knew, and wo all
Icnew, they could never pay the money. In "one of the chairs,
by the side oi the place where the fire ought to liave been,'*
was an old ’ooinan—the ugliest and dirtiest I ever see—who.
sat rocking herself backwards and forwards, backwards and
forwards, without once stopping, except for an instant now
and then, to^ clasp together the withered hands wliich, with
these ex^ptions, she kept constantly rubbing upon her Imees,

depressing lier fingers convulsively, in tinio
to the rocking of the chair. On the other side sat the mother
with an infant in her arms, which cried till it cried itself to
^eep, and when it ’woke, cried till it cried itself off again.
The old ooman’s voic^e I never heard: slie seemed completely
stupified

; and as to the mother’s, it would have been better

If 1 \ changed her to a devil.
It 30U had heard how she cuised Uiq little naked children oa
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was rolling on the floor, and seen tow savagdy she stmdc the
infant when it cried with hunger, you ^d have shuddered as

mtibh as I did. There they remained all the time : the
children ate a morsel of bread once or twice, and I gave 'em
best part of the dinners my missis brought me, but the woman
ate nothing; they never even laid on the bedstead, nor was
the room swept or cleaned aU the time. The neighbours were
all too poor themselves to take any notice of 'em, but from
what I could make out fix^m the abuse of the woman up-
stairs, it seemed the husband had been transported a few Weeks
before. When the timo was up, the landlord and old Fixem
too, got rather frightpned about the family, and so they made
a stir about it, and had 'em taken to the workhouse. They
sent the sick couch for the old 'ooman, and Simmons took
the children away at night. The old 'ooman went into the

infirmaiy, and very soon died. The children axe all in the

house to this day, and very comfortable they are in com-
parison. As to the mothei*, there was no taming her at all.

She had been a quiet, hard-working woman, I believe, but

her miseiy had anally drove her wild; so after she had
been sent to the house of correction half-a-dozen times, for

throwing inkstands at the overseers, blaspheming the church-

wardens, and smashing everybody as come near her, ^ burst

a blood-vessel one momin', and died too ; and a happy release

it was, both for herself and the old paupers, male and female,

which she used to tip over in all directions, as if they were so

many skittles, and she the ball.

" Now this was bod enough," resumed Mr. Bung, taking a

half-step towards the door, as if to intimate that he had nearly

concluded. ** This was bad enough, but there was a sort of

quiet misery—if you understand what I mean by that, sir

—

i^ut a lady at one house I was put into, as touched me a

good deal more. It doesn't matter where it was exactly:

indeed, I 'd rather not say, but it was the same sort o' job.

I went with Fixem in the usual way—there was a year’s rent

in orrear; a very small servant-giii opened the door, and

three or four fine-looking little children was in the front

parlour we "were shown into, which was yqtj dean, but veij'

scantily furnished, much like the children themselves. * Bung,'

says Fixem to me, in a low voice, when we were left alone for

a minute, ^ I know something about this here family, and my
opinion is, it's no go.'* *Do you think they can't settle?
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nays I, quite anxiously; for I liked tke looks of tkem ohildreu.

Fixem shook his head, and was just about to reply, when the

door opened, and in came a lady, as white as ever I see any

one in my days, except about the eyes, which were red with

crying. She walked in, as firm as I could have done ; shut

the door carefully after her, and sat hersolf down with a face

as composed as if it was made of stone. * What is the matter,

gentlemen? ’ says she, in a surprisin* steady voice. ‘Is this an
execution ? *—

^ It is, mum,* says Fixem. The lady looked at

him as steady as ever : she didn*t seem to have understood

him. ^It is, mum,* says Fixem again
;

‘ this is my warrant

of distress, mum,* sa3"s he, handing it over as polite as if it

was a newspaper which had been bespoke arter the next

gentleman.

The lady*s lip trembled as she took the printed paper.

She cast her eye over it, and old Fixem began to explaho. the

form, but I saw she wasn’t reading it, plain enough, poor
thing. * Oh, my God !

* says she, suddenly a-bursting out
crying, letting the warrant fall, and hiding her face in her
hands. ^ Oh, my God ! what will become of us !

* The noise

she made, brought in a young lady of about nineteen ,op

twenty, who, I suppose, had been a-listening at the door, and
who had got a little boy in her arms : she sat him down in
the lady’s lap, without speaking, and she hugged the poor
little fellow to her bosom, and cried over him, ’till even old
Fixem put on his blue spectacles to hide the two tears that
was a-trickling do^vn, one on each side of his dirty face.
' Now, dear ma,* says the j^oung lady, * you know how much
you have borne. For all oizr sakes—^for pa’s sake,* says she,

*

* don’t give way to this !
*—

‘ No, no, I Tvon’t !
’ says the lady,

gathering herself up hastily, and drjung her eyes
;

*
I a^rn

\ery foolish, but I ’m better now—^much better,* And then
she roused hersolf up, went with us into every room while we
took the inventor^', opened all the drawers of her own accord,
sorted the children’s little clotiies to make the work easier

;

and, except doing every thing in a strange sort of huny,
seemed as calm and composed as if nothing had happened.
When we came do^^^l stairs again, she hesitated a minute or
two, and at last says, ‘ Gentlemen,*, says she, < I am afraid I
have done wrong, and perhaps it may bring you into troubla
I secreted just now, she says, ‘ the only trinket I have left in

e noi loie it is. So she lays down on the table, a
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little miniature mounted in gold. ‘ It ’s a miniature/ she
says, ‘ of my poor dear father ! I little thought once, that I

should ever thank God for depriving mo of the original
; but

I do, and have done for years back, most fervently. Take it

away, sir,* she says, 'it’s a face that never turned from me
in sickness or distress, and 1 can hardly bear to turn from it

now, when, God knows, I suffer both in no ordinary degree.^

I couldn’t say notliing, but I raised my head from the

inventory which I was filling up, and looked at Fixem
; the

old fellow nodded to me significantly, so I ran my pen through
the * Mild ’ I had just written, and left the miniature on the

table.

"Well, sir, to make short of a long story, I was left in

possession, and in possession I remained
;
and though I was

an ignorant man, and the master of the house a clever one,

I saw what he never did, but what he would give worlds now
(if he had ’em) to have seen in time. I saw, sir, that his

wife was wasting away, beneath cares of which she never

complained, and griefs she never told. I saw that she wels

dying before his eyes
;

I knew that one exertion from him
might have saved her, but he never made it. I don’t blame
him

;
I don’t think he could rouse himself. She had so long

anticipated aU his wishes, and acted for him, that he was a

lost man when l^ft to himself. I used to think when I caught

sight of her, in the clothes she used to wear, which looked

shabby even upon her, and would have been scarcely decent

on any one else, that if I was a gentleman it would wring my
yery heart to see the woman that was a smart and merry girl

when I courted her, so altered through her love for me.

Bitter cold and damp weather it was, yet, though her dress

was thiu, and her shoes none of the best, during the whole

three days, &om morning to night, she was out of doors

running about to try and raise the money. The money was

raised, and the execution was paid out. The whole family

crowded into the room where I was, when the money arrived.

The father was quite happy as the inconvenience was removed

—I daresay he didn’t know how ;
the children looked meny

and cheerful again; the eldest girlwas bustling about, making
preparations for the fibrst comfortable meal they had had since

the distress was put in
;
and the mother looked j^eased to see

them all so. But if ever I saw death in a woman’s face, I

saw it in hers that nights
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wajs right, sir,*' cjontmued Mr. Bung, liurriedlj poafi-

ing bis coat-sleeve over his face, “the family grew more

prosperous, and good fortune arrived. But it was too

late. Those chil(&en are motherless now, and their father

would give up all he has since gamed—^hoiiso, home, goo^,

money : all that ho has, or ever can have, to restore the wife

ho has lost.”

CHAPTER VI.

THE LADIES* SOCIETIES.

Our Parish is very prolific in ladies’ charitable institutions.

In winter, when wet feet are common and colds not scarce,

we have the ladies’ soup distribution society, the ladies* coal

distribution society, and the ladies’ blanket distribution

soc^ty; in summer, when stone fruits flourish and stomach

aches prevail, we have the ladies’ dispensary, and the ladies’

sick visitation committee ; and all the year round we have the

ladies’ child’s examination society, the ladies’ bible and

prayer-book circulation society, and the ladies’ childbed-linen

monthly loan society. The two latter are decidedly the most
important

;
whether they are productive of more benefit than

the rest, is not for us to*say, but we can take upon ourselves

to afErm, with the utmost solemnity, that tney create a greater

stii, and moro bustle than all the others put together.

We should be disposed to affirm, on the first blush of the
matter, that the bible and prayer-book society is not so

popular as the childbed-linen society
; the bible and prayer-

book society bas, however, considerably increased in import-
ance within the last year or two, having derived some
adventitious aid from the factious opposition of the child’s
examination society

;
which factious opposition originated in

manner following :—When the young curato was popular,
and all the unmarried ladies in the parish took a serious turn,
the charity childi’on all at once became objects of peculiar and
especial interest. 1 he three Miss Browns (enthusiastic
admirers of the curate) taught, and exercised, and examined
and re-examined the unfortunate fhildren, until the boys
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grew pale, and the ^ girls consumptiyo with studj and
fatigue. The three Miss Browns stood it out rery wdl,
because they relieved each other; but the diildren, having
no relief at all, exhibited decided symptoms of weariness
and care. The unthinking part of the parishioners laughed
at all this, but the more reflective portion of the inhabitants

abstained from expressing any opinion on the subject until

that of the curate had been clearly ascertained.

The opportunity was not long wanting. The curate

preached a charity sermon on behalf of the charity school,

and in the charily sermon aforesaid, expatiated in glowing
terms on the praiseworthy and indefatigable exertions of

oertain estimable individuals. Sobs were heard to issue

from the three Miss Browns’ pew ; the pew opener of the

division was seen to hurry down the centre aisle to the vestry

door, and to return immediately, bearing a glass of water in

Iier hand. A low moaning ensued; two more pew-openers

rushed to the spot, and the three Miss Browns, each supported

a pew-opener; were led out of the church, and led in again

after the lapse of five minutes with white pocket-handkerchiefs

to their eyes, as if they had been attending a funeral in the

churchyaid adjoining. If any doubt had for a moment
existed, as to whom the allusion was intended to apply, it was
at once removed. The wish to enlighten the charity children

became universal, and the three Miss Browns were unani-

mously besought to ^vide the school into classes, and to

assign each class to tile superintendence^ of two young ladies.

A little learning is a dangerous thing, but a little patro-

nage is more so; the three Miss Browns appointed all the

old maids, and carefully excluded the young ones. Maiden

aunts triumphed, mammas were reduced to the lowest depth

of despair, and there is no telling in what' act of violence the

general indignation against the three Miss Browns might

have vented itself, had not a perfectly providential occur-

rence changed the tide of public feeling. Mrs. Johnson

Parker, the mother of seven extremely fine girls—all un-

maiixied'—-hastily reported to several other mammas of several

other unmarried fainilies, that five old men, six old women, and

innumerable, in the fi^ee seats near her pew, were in

the habit of coming to church every Sunday, without eitibier

biUe or prayer-book Was this to be borne in a civilised

oountiy? Could such things be tolerated in a Chnstiaiii

S.B. c
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land ? Never ? A ladies’ bible and prayer-book distribution

society was instantly formed
:
president, 3drs. Jobnson Parker;

treasurers, auditors, and secretary, the Misses Johnson Parker:

subscriptions were entered into, books were bought, all the

free-seat people provided therewith, and when the first lesson

was given out, on the first Sunday succeeding these events,

there was such a dropping of books, and rustling of leaves,

that it was morally impossible to hear one word of the service

for five minutes aJ^rwards.

The three Miss Browns, tmd their party, saw the approach-

ing danger, and endeavoured to avert it by ridicule and

sarcasm. Neither the old men nor the old women could reeid

their books now they had got them, said the three Miss

Browns. Never mind
;
they could learn, replied Mrs. Johnson

Parker. The children could’nt read either, suggested the three

Miss Browns. No matter ; they could be taught, retorted

Mrs. Johnson Parker. A balance of parties took place. The
Miss Browns publicly examined—popular feeling inclined to

the child’s examination society. The Miss Johnson Parkers

publicly distributed—a re-action took place in favour of the

prayer-book distribution. A feather would have turned the

scale, and a feather did turn it. A missionary returned from
the West Indies

;
he was to be presented to the Dissenters’

Missionary Society on his marriage with a wealthy widow.
Overtures were made to the Dissenters by the Johnson
Parkers. Their object was the same, and why not have a
joint meeting of the two societies ? The proposition was
accepted. The meeting was duly heralded by public
announcement, and the room was crowded to siifibcation.

The missionary appeared on the platform
; he was hailed with

enthusiasm. He repeated a dialogue he had heard between
two negroes, behind a hedge, on the subject of distribution
societies; the approbation was tumultuous. He gave an
imitation of the two negroes in broken English; the roo^
w^ rent with applause. From that period we dafe (with one
^fling exception) a daily increase in the popularity of the
distribution society, and an increase of popularity, which the
feeble and impotent opposition of the examination party, hfw
only tended to augment.
Now, the great points about the childbed-linen monthly

loan society are, that it is less depoijdent on the fluctuations of
piiblio opinion than either the distribution or the child’s
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examuiation
; and that, come what may, there is never any

lack of objects on which to exercise its benevolence. Our
parish is a veiy populous one, and, if anything, contributes,

we should be disposed to say, rather more than its duo share

to the aggregate amount of births in the metropolis and its

environs. The consequence is, that the monthly loan society

flourishes, and invests its members with a most enviable amount

of bustling patronage. The society (whose only notion of

dividing time, wotild appear to be its allotment into months)

holds monthly tea-drinkings, at which the monthly report is

received, a secretary elected for the month ensuing, and such

of the monthly boxes as may not happen to be out on loan for

the month, carefully examined.

We were never present at one of these meetings, from all

of which it is scarcely necessary to say, gentlemen are carefully

excluded; but Mr. Bung has been called before the board

once or twice, and we have bis authority for stating, that its

proceedings are conducted with great order and regularity:

not more than fo\ir members being allowed to speak at one

time on any pretence whatever. The regular committee is

composed exclusively of married ladies, but a vast number of

young immarried ladies of from eighteen to twenty-five years

of age, respectively, are admitted as honorary members, partly

because they are very useful in replenishing the boxes,

and visiting the confined; partly because it is highly

desirable that they should be initiated, at an early period,

into the more serious and matronly duties of after-life;

and portly because, prudent mammas have not unfrequently

been known to turn this circumstance to wonderfully good

account in matriifionial speculations.

In addition to the loan of the monthly boxes (which are

always painted blue, with the name of the society in large

white letters on the lid), the society dispense occasional grants

of beef-tea, and a. composition of warm beer, spice, eggs, and
sugar, commonly known by the name of ‘‘caudle,’* to its

patients. And here again the services of the honorary
members are called into requisition, and most cheerfully

conceded. Deputations of twos or threes are sent out to visit

the patients, and on these occasions there is such a tasting of

caudle and beef-tea, such a stirring about of little messes in
tiny saucepans on the hob^ such a dressing and undressing of
infants, such a tying, and folding, and pinning; sudh a



86 SKETCHES BY BOt

nursing and warming of little legs and feet befiw tk® fire*

such a deHghtftd confhsion of talking and oook^, hustle.

importancOi and ofELciousness, as never csn be eiqoyed in its

full extent but on similar occasions.

In rivalry of these two institutions, and as a last estpirmg

effort to acquire parochial popularity, the child’s examinatum

people determined, the other day, on having a grand public

examination of the pupils
;
and the large school-room of the

national seminary was, by and with the consent of the parish

authorities, devoted to the purpose. Invitation circulars were

forwarded to all the principal parishioners, including, of

course, the heads of the other two societies, for whose especial

behoof and edification the display was intended ;
and a large

audience was confidently anticipated on the occasion. The

lioor was carefully scrubbed the day before, under the imme-

diate superintendence of the three Miss Browns ;
forms were

placed across the room for the accommodation of the visitors,

specimens in writing were carefully selected, and as carefully

patched and touched up, until they astonished the children

who had written them, rather more than the company who
read them ; sums in compound addition were rehearsed and

re-rehearsed imtil all the children had tlie totals by heart;

and the preparations altogether were on the most laborious

and most comprehensive scale. The morning arrived: the

children were yeUow-soaped and flannelled, and towelled, till

their faces shone again; every pupil’s hair was carefully

combed into his or her eyes, as the cas^ n^ght be ; the girls

were adorned with snow-white tippets, and caps bound round
the head by a single purple ribbon : the necks of the elder

boys were fixed into collars cff startling dimensions.
The doors were thrown open, and the Misses Brown and

Co. were discovered in pledn white mnslin dresses, and eajM of
the same—^the child’s examination iiniform. The zoom filled:

the greetings of the company were loud and cordial* The
distributionists trembled, for their popularity wak at
The eldest hey fell forward, and deHvmod a propitiatozy'^
address from behind his collar. It was fi:om the pen of Mr.
Heniy Brown

;
the applause was universal, and the Johnson

Parkers were aghast. The examination proceeded with
success, and terminated in triumph, The child’s examination
society gained a momentary victory, and the Johnson Parkers
rotroatocl in despair.

‘







on ttEXf^poou mi&EBon.

A moret wmiM dt iixe diskilmtiaiuBiB was bM ibat Hight

wMk Mz8. Jokofion Psatker in the chair^ to oomMer of Hio best

mMm of roooreirbig the ground thej kad lost in the fiiTour oi

the parish. What could be done? Another meetmg!
Alas 1 who was to attend it ? The Misrionaij would not do

twice

;

and the slaves were emaaeipatedL A bold step must

be talron. The parish must be astonished in some way or

other ; but no one was able to suggest what the step should,

•be. At length, a very old lady was heard to mumble, in

indistinct tones, ** Exeter Hall** A sudden light broke in

upon the meetmg. It was unanimously resolved, that a

deputation of old ladies should wait upon a celebrated orator,

imploring his assistance, and the favour of a speech ;
and that

the deputation should also wait on two or three othernmbecile

old women, not resident in the parish, and entreat their

attendance. The appHoation was sucoessfiil, the meetmg was
held : the orator (an Irishman) came. He talked of green

isles—other shores—^vast Atlantic—^bosom of the deep

—

Christian charity—^blood and extermination—mercy in hearts

—arms in hands—^altars and homes—^household gods. He
wiped his eyes, hc ble^? his nose, and he quoted Latin. The
efiPect was tremendous—the Latin was a derided hit. Nobody
knew exactly what it was about, but errerybody knew it must
be affecting, because even the orator was overcome. Tke
popularity of the distribution soriety among the ladies of our

paririi la unprecedented
;
and the clod’s examination is going

last to decay.

CHAPTIR m
CUE xazT-noOB imaaBOCB.

Wb are reij 6md of i^>eculating, as we walk through a
street, on tiie character and pursuits the people who inhabit

it; aj^ nothing so materially aarists us in theee Bpeoulatioiis

as the appearance of the house doors. The various exprea*

sions of &e human countenance afibrd a beauiiAil and interest*

ing study; but there is something in the pl^siogiioii^ of

street-door knockers, almost as oharaoteristio, and nmaify as
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Infallible. Whenever we visit a man for the first time, we

contemplate the features of his knocker with the greatest

curiosity, for we well know, that between the man and his

knocker, there will inevitably be a greater or less degree of

resemb^ce and sympathy.

For instance, there is one description of knocker that used

to be common enough, but^ which is fast passing away—

a

large round one, with the jolly face of a convivial lion smiling

blandly at you, as you twist the sides of your hair into a curl,

or pull up your diirt-coUax while you are waiting for the door

to be opened
;
we never saw that knocker on the door of a

cburb^ man—so far as our experienoe is concerned, it

invariably bespoke hospitality and another botde.

No man ever saw this knocker on the door of a small

attorney or bill-broker
; they always patronise the other lion

;

a heavy ferocious-looking fellow, with a countenance expressive

of savage stupidity—a sort of grand master among the

knockers, and a great favourite with the selfish and brutal.

Then there is a little pert Egyptian knocker, with a long

thin face, a pinched up nose, and a very sharp chin
;
he is

most in vogue with your government-office people, in light

drabs and starched cravats: little spare priggish men, who
are perfectly satisfied with their own opinions, and consider

themselves of paramoimt importance.

We were greatly troubled a few years ago, by the innova-

tion of a new kind of knocker, without any face at all, com-
posed of a wreath, depending from a hand or small truncheon.
A little trouble and attention, however, enabled us to over-

come this difficulty, and to reconcile the new system to our
favourite theory. You will invariably find this knocker on
the doors of cold and formal people, who always you why
you don[t come, and never say do.

Everybody knows the brass knocker is common to suburban
villas, and extensive boarding-schools

; and having noticed
this genus we have recapitulated all the most prominent
strongly-defined species.

Some phrenologists affirm, that the agitation df a man’s
brain by different passions, produces corresponding develop-
meats in the form of his skull. Do not let us bo unilerstwHl
as pushing our theory to the length of asserting, that any
alt£»ation in a man’s disposition woi^ pinduee a 'risible

on the feature of his knocker Our ]position merely is, that jii



Oim NEXT-DOOR NEIOHBOUR.

sack a case, the magnetism which must exist between a man
and his knocker, would ’ induce the man to remove, and seek

some knocker more congenial to hid altered fbelings. If you

ever find a man changing his habitation without any reason-

able pretext, depend upon it, that, although he may not be

aw'are of the fact himself, it is because be and his knocker are

at variance. This is a new theoiy, but we venture to launch

it, nevertheless, as being quite as ingenious and infallible as

many thousand of the learned speculations which are daily

broached for public good and private fortune-making.

Entertaining these feelings on the subject of knockers, it

win he readily imagined wi^ what consternation we viewed
the entire removal of the knocker from the door of the next
house to the one we lived in, some time ago, and the substi-

tution of a bell. This was a calamity we had never antici-

pated. The bare idea of anybody being able to exist without

a knocker, appeared so wild and visionary, that it had never

for one instant entered our imagination.

We sauntered moodily from the spot, and bent our steps

towards Eaton Square, then just buildi^. What was our

astonishment and indignation to find that fcells were fast

becoming the rule, and knockers the exception ! Our theoiy^

trembled beneath the shock. We hastened home
;
and fancying

we foresaw in the swift* progress of events, its entire abolition,

resolved from that day forward to vent our speculations qn

our next-door neighbours in person. The house adjoining

ours on the left hand was uninhiabited, and we hod, therefore,

plenty of leisure to observe our next-door neighbours on the

other side,

The house without the knocker was in the occupation of a
city clerk, and there was a neatly-written bill in the parlour

window intimating that lodgings Ibr a single gentleman were
to be let within.

It was a neat, dull Httle house, on the shady side of the

way, with new, narrow filooroloth in the passage, and new,

narrow stair-carpets up to the first flloor. The paper was
new, and the paint was new, and the furniture was new ;

and
all three, paper, paint, and furniture, bespoke the limited

means of the tenant. There was a little red and black carpet

in the drawing-room, with a border of flooring all the way
round; a few stained chairs and a pembroke table. A pink

diell was displayed on each of the little sideboards, which.
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with the addition of a tea-tray and caddy, a few more sheila

on the mantelpiece, and three peacock’s feathers tastefully

arranged above them, completed the decorative furniture of

the apartment.

This was the room destined for the reception of the single

gentleman during the day, and a little back room on the saxne

floor was assigned as his sleeping apartment by night.

The bill had not been long in the window, when a stout

good-humoured looking gentleman, of about five-and-thirty,

appeared as a candidate for the tenancy. Terms were soon

arranged, for the bill was taken down immediately after his

first visit. In a day or two the single gentleman came in,

and shortly afterwards his real character came out.

First of all, he displayed a most extraordinary partiality

for sitting up till three or four o’clock in the morning, drinking
whiskey -and-water, and smoking cigars

;
then he invited

friends home, who used to come at ten o’clock, and begin to

get happy about the small hours, when they evinced their

perfect contentment by singing songs with half-a-dozen verses
of two lisj.es each, and a chorus of ten, which chorus used to
be shouted forth by the whole strength of the company, in
the most enthusiastic and vociferous manner, to the great
annoyance of the neighbours, and the special discomfort of
another single gentleman overhead-.

Now, this was bad enough, occurring as it did three times
a week on the average, but this was not all

;
for when the

company did go away, instead of walking quietly down, the
street, as ajiybody else’s company would have done, they
amused themselves by making alarming and frightful noises,
and counterfeiting the shrieks of females in distress; and one
night, a red-faced gentleman in a white hat knocked in the
most urgent manner at the door of the powdered-headed
old pntleman at No. 3, and when the powdered-headed old
pndeman, who thought one of his married daughters must
have been taken HI prematurely, had groped down stairs, and
afrer a great deal of unbolting and key-tuming, opened the
street-door, the red-faced man in the white hat said he hoped

VI- trouble, but he’d feel

which the old gentleman slammed the door and wont up
stairs, and threw the contents of his water jug out of window
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—very straight, only it went over the-wrong man; and the

whole street was involved in confusion.

A joke a joke
;
and even practical jests are very capital

in their way, if you can only get the other party to see the

fun of them
;
but the population of our street were so dull of

apprehension, as to be quite lost to a sen^e of the drollery of

this proceeding
;
and the consequence was, that our next-dboi'

neighbour was. obliged to tell the single gentleman, that

unless he gave up entertaining his friends at home, he leally

must be compelled to part with him. The single gentleman

received the remonstrance with great good -humour, and

promised from that time forward, to spend his evenings at a

coifee-house—a determination which afforded general and

unmixed satisfaction.

The next night passed off very well, everybody being

delighted with the change
;
but on the next, the noises were

renewed with greater spirit than ever. The single gentleman’s

friends being unable to see him in his own house every

alternate night, had come to the determination of seeing him
home every night

;
and what with the discordant greetings of

the friends at parting, and the noise created by the single

gentleman in his passage up stairs, and his subsequent

struggles to get his boots off, the evil was not to be borne.

So, our next-door neighbour gave the single gentleman, who
was a very good lodger in other respects, notice to quit

;
and

the single gentleman went away, and entertained his friends

in other lodgings.

The next applicant for the vacant first floor, was of a very

different character from the troublesome single gentlemaj.

who had just quitted it. He was a tall, thin, young gentleman,

with a profusion of brown hair, reddish whiskers, and very

slightly developed mustaches. He wore a braided surtout,

with frogs behind, light gray trousers, and wash-leather

gloves, and had altogether rather a military appearance. So
unlike the roystering single gentleman! Such insinuating

manners, and such a delightful address ! So seriously dis-

posed, too 1 When he first came to look at the lodgings, he
inquired most particularly whether he was sure to be able to

get a seat in the parish church
; and when he had agreed to

take them, he requested to have a list of the different local

charities, as he intended to subscribe his mite to the most

deserving among them. *Our next-door neighbour was now
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perfectly happy. He had got a lo^er at last, of just his own

way of "thinking—a serious, well-disposed man, who abhorred

gaiety, and loved retirement. He took do^vn the bill with^ a

light heart, and pictured in imagination a long series of quiet

Sundays, on which he and his lodger would exchange mutual

civilities and Sunday papers.

The serious man arrived, and his luggage was to arrive

from the country next morning. He borrowed a clean shirt,

and a prayer-book, from our next-door neighbour, and retired

to rest at on early hour, requesting that he might be calleil

punctually at ten o’clock next morning—not before, ew he waa

much fatigued.

lie was called, and did not answer : he was called again,

but there was no reply. Our next-door i.eighbour became

alarmed, and hurst the door open. The serious man had left

the bouse mysteriously; carrying with him the shirt, the

prayer-book, a tea-spoon, and the bed-clothes.

Whether this occurrence, coupled with the irregularities of

liis fonner lodger, gave our next-door neighbour an aversion

to single gentlemen, we know not; we only know that the

next bill which made its appearance in the parlour window
intimated generally, that there were furnished apartments to

let on the first floor. The bill was soon removed. The new
lodgers at fii’st attracted our curiosify, and afterwards excited

our interest.

They were a young lad of eighteen or nineteen, and his

mother, a lady of about flffcy, or it might oe less. The mother
wore a wic w’s weeds, and the boy was also clothed in deep
mouming, Tliey were poor—^very poor

;
for their only means

of support arose from the pittance the boy earned, by copying
writings, and translating for booksellers.

They had removed from some country place and settled in
London

;
partly because it afforded better chances of employ-

ment for the boy, and partly, perhaps, with the natural desire
to leave a place here they had been in better circumstances,
and where their poverty was known. They were proud under
their reverses, and above revealing their wants and privations
to strangers. How bitter those privations were, and how
hard the boy worked to remove them, no one ever knew but
th^^selves. Night after night, two, three, four hours after
midnight, could we hear the occasional raking up of the
scanty fire, or the hollow and lialf-stifled cough, which



OUR NBXT-DOOE NEiaHBOUR. 43

indicated his being still at work ;
and day after day, conld we

see more plainly that nature had set that unearthly light in

his plaintive face, which is the beacon of her worst d^ase.
Actuated, we hope, by a higher feeling than mere curiosity,

we contrived to establish, first an acquaintance, and then a

dose intimacy, with the poor strangers. Our worst fears

were realised
;
the boy was sinking fast. Through a part oi

the winter, and the whole of the following spring and summer,

his labours were imceaaingly prolonged; and the mothei

attempted to procure needlework embroidery—anj^thing foi

bread.

A few shillings now and then, were all she could earn.

The boy worked steadily on; dying by minutes, but never

once giving utterance to complaint or murmur.
One beautiful autumn evening we went to pay our

customary visit to the invalid. His little remaining strength

had been decreasing rapidly for two or three days preceding,

and he was lying on the sofa at the open window, gazing at

the setting sun. His mother had been reading the Bible to

him, for she closed the book as we entered, and advanced to

meet us.

** I was telling William,*^ she said, ** that we must manage
to take him into the coimtry somewhere, so that he may get

quite well. He is not ill, you know, but he is not ven^

strong, and has exerted himself too much lately.” Poor
thing ! The tears that streamed through her fingers, as she

turned aside, as if to adjust her close widow's cap, too plainly

showed how fruitless was the attempt to deceive herself.

We sat down by the bead of the sofa, but said nothing, for

we saw the breath of life was passing gently but rapidly from
the young form before us. At every respiration, his heart

beat more slowly.

The boy placed one hand in ours, grasped bis mother's arm
with the other, drew her hastily towards him, and fervently

Idssed her cheek. There was a pause. He sunk back upon
his pillow, and looked long and earnestly in his mother’s face.

** William, William !
” murmured the mother after a Jong

interval, don't look at me so—speak to me, dear !
”

The boy smiled languidly, but an instant afterwards hie

features resolved into the same cold, solemn gaze.

“William, dear William! rouse yourself, dear; don’t look

at mo so, love—^pray don^t I Oh, my God I what shall I do I
”
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med the widow, clasping her hands in agony—^‘ my dear

boy ! he is dying !

**

The boy raised himself by a violent effort, and folded his

hands together—‘'Mother! dear, dear mother, bniy me in

the open fields—anywhere but in these dread^ streets. I

should like to be where you can see my grave, but not in

these close crowded streets; they have killed me; kiss me
again, mother

;
put your arm round my neck

—

He feU back, and a strange expression stole upon his

features
;
not of pain or suffering, but an indescribable fixing

of every line and muscle.

The boy was dead.
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SCENES.

CHAPTER 1.

THS STREETS- MOBKINa.

The appearance presented by the streets of London an hour

before sun-rise, on a summers morning, is most striking even

to the few whose unfortunate pursuits of pleasure, or scarcely

less unfortunate pursuits of business, cause them to be well

acquainted with the scene. There is an air of cold, solitary

desolation about the noiseless streets which we are accustomed

to see thronged at other times by a busy, eager cro\^d, and

over the quiet, closely-shut buildings, which throughout the

day are swarming with life and bustle, that is very impressive.

The last drunken man, wha shall find his way home before

sun-light, has just staggered heavily along, roaring out the

burden of the drinking song of the previous night : the last

houseless vagrant whom penury and police have left in the

streets, has coiled up hi? chilly limbs in some paved comer, to

dream of food and warmth. The drunken, the dissipated, and
the wretched have disappeared

; the more sober and orderly

part of the population have not yet awakened to the labours

of the day, and the stillness of death is over the streets ; its

very hue seems to be imparted to them, cold and lifeless as

they look in the grey, sombre light of daybreak. The coach-

stands in the larger thoroughfares are deserted: the night-

houses are closed
;
and the chosen promenades of profligate

miseiy are empty.

An occasional policeman may alone be seen at the street-

comers, listlessly gazing on the deserted prospect before him

;

and now and then a rakish-looking oat runs stealthily across

the road and descends his own area with as much caution and
slyness—^bounding first on the water-but, then on the dust-

hole, and then alighting on the flag-stones—as if he were
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conscious that his character depended on his gallantry of the

preceding night escaping public observation. A partially

opened bedroom-window here and there, bespeaks the heat of

the weather, and the uneasy slumbers of its occupant
;
and

the dim scanty flicker of the rush-light, through the window-

blind, denotes the chamber of watching or sickness. With

these few exceptions, the streets present no signs of life, nor

the houses of habitation.

An hour wears away
;

tlie spires of the churches and roofs

of the principal buildings are faintly tinged with the light

of the rising sun
;
and the streets, by almost imperceptible

degrees, begin to resume their bustle and animation. Market-

carts roll slowly along : the sleepy waggoner impatienflly

urging on his tired horses, or vainly endeavouring to awaken
the hoy, who, luxuriously stretched on the top of the fruit-

baskets, forgets, in happy oblivion, his long-cherislied curiosity

to behold the wonders of London.

Hough, sleepy-looking animals of strange appearance, some-

thing between ostlers and hackney-coachmen, begin to take

down the shutters of early public-houses; and little deal

tables, with the ordinary preparations for a street breakfast,

make tbeir appearance at the customary stations. Numbers
of men and women (principally the latter), ca;rTying upon
their heads heavy baskets of fruit, toil down the park side of

Piccadilly, on their way to Covent Garden, and, following

each other in rapid succession, form a long straggling line

from thence to the turn of the road at Kr Ightabridge.

Here there, a bricklayer’s labourer, with the day’s

dinner tied up in a handkerchief, walks brisldy to his work,
and occasion?iily a little knot of tlireo or four schoolboys on a
stolen bathing expedition rattle merrily over the pavement,
their boisterous mirtli contrasting forcibly w ith the demeanour
of the little sweep, who, having knocked and rung till his
arm aches, and being interdicte<l by a merciful legislature
from endangering his lungs by calling out, sits patiently down
on the door-step until tlie housemaid may happen to awake.

Covent Garden market, and the avenues leading to it arc
thronged with carts of all sorts, sizes, and descriptions, fix)ni
the heavy lumbering waggon, with its four stout horses, to
the jingling costermonger’s cart with its consumptive donk^
The pavement is already strewed w'ith decayed cabbage-leaves,
broken haybands and all the indescribable litter of a vegetable
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market
;
men are sliouting, carts backing, horses neighing

boys fighting, basket-women talking, piemen expatiating on the

excellence of their pastry, and donkeys braying. These and a

hundred other sounds form a compound discordant enough to

a Londoner's ears, and remarkably disagreeable to those of

country gentlemen who are sleeping at the Hummums for the

first time.

Another hour passes away, and the* day begins in good
earnest. The servant of all work, who, undei* the plea of

sleeping very soundly, has utterly disregarded ‘‘Missises’’

ringing for half an hour previously, is warned by Master

(whom Missis has sent up in his drapery to the landing-place

for that purpose) that it 's half-past six, whereupon she

awakes all of a sudden, with weU-feigned astonishment, and
goes down stairs very sulkily, wishing, while she strikes a

light, that the principle of spontaneous combustion would

extend itself to coals and kitchen range. When the fire is

lighted, she opens the street-door to take in the milk, when,

by the most singular coincidence in the "world, she discovers

that the servant next door has just taken in her milk too, and

that Mr. Todd’s young man over the way, is, by an equally

extraordinary chance, taking down his master’s shutters. The
inevitable consequence is, that she just steps, milk-jug in

hand, as far as next door, just to say ^‘good morning,** to

Betsy Clark, and that Mr. Todd’s yoimg man just steps over

the way to say good morning” to both of ’em; and as the

aforesaid Mr. Todd’s young man is almost os good-looking

and fascinating as the baker himself, tho-conversation quickly

becomes very interesting, and probably would become more
so, if Betsy Clark’s Missis, who alw ays will be a followin’ her

about, didn't give an angry tap at her bedroom window, on

which Mr. Todd’s young man tries to whistle coolly, as he goes

back to his shop much faster than he came from it
;
and the

two girls run back to their respective places, and shut their

street-doors with surprising softness, each of them poking
their heads out of tlie fjx>nt parlour-window, a minute after-

wards, however, ostensibly with the view of looking at the

mail which just then passes by, but really for the purpose of

catching another glimpse of Mr. Todd’s young man, who being

fond of mails, but more of females, takes a short look at the

mails, and a long look at the girls, much to the satisfaction of

all parties concerned. •
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The mail itself goes on to tho coach.-offioe in due course, and

the passengers who are going out by the early coach, stare

with astonishment at the passengers who are coming in by the

early coach, who look blue and dismal, and are evidently under

the influence of that odd feeling produced by travelling, wliich

makes tlie events of yesterday morning seem as if they had hap-

pened at least six months ago, and induces people to wonder

-with considei'able gravity whether tlie friends and relations

they tonk leave of a fortnight before, have altered much since

they left them. The coach-office is all alive, and the coaches

which are just going out. are surrounded by the usual crowd

of Jews and nondescripts, who seem to consider, Heaven

kliJ^vs Avhy, that it is quite impossible any man can mount a

coach without requiring at least six-penny -worth of oranges, a

penknife, a pocket-book, a last-year’s annual, a pencil-case, a

piei.e of sponge, and a small series of caricatures.

Half an hour more, and the sun darts his bright rays cheer-

fully down the still half-empty streets, and shines with suffi-

cient force to rouse the dismal laziness of the apprentice, who
pauses eveiy other minute from his task of sweeping out the

shop and watering the pavement in front of it, to tell another

apprenti(3e similarly emplo^^ed, how hot it will be to-day, or

to stand wuth his right hand shading his eye^, and liis left

resting on the broom, gazing at the Wonder,” or the
Tally ho,” or the Nimrod,” or some other fast coach, tiU it

is out of sight, when he re-enters the shop, envying the pas-

sengers on the outside of the fast coacl., and thinking of tho
old red hkjk house down in the country,” where he went
to school : the miseries of the milk and water, and thick

bread and scrapings, fading into nothing liefore the pleasant
recollection of the green fiehl the boys use‘d to play in, and
the green pond he was caned for presuming to fall into, and
other schoolboy associations.

Cabs, with trunks and band-boxes between the drivers’ legs
and outside the apron, rattle briskly up and down the streets
on their way to the coach offices or steam-packet wharfs ; and
the cab-drivers and hackney-coachmen who are on the stand
polish up the ornamental part of their dingy vehicles—^the
former wondering how people can prefer “ them wild beast
cariwans of homnilmses, to a riglar cab with a fast trotter,”
and the latter admiring how people can trust their necks into
one of **theni crazy cabs, when they can have a ’spectable
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’aokney cotche with a pair of ’orses as von't run away with no
vun ; a consolation unquestionably founded on fact, seeing

lhat a hackney coach-horse never was known to run at aU,
“ except,*’ as the smart cabman in front of the rank observes,

except one, and he run backwards.”

The shops are now completely opened, and apprentices and

shopmen are busily engaged in cleaning and decking the

windows for the day. The bakers* shops in town are filled

with servants and child^’en waiting for the drawing of the

first batch of roUs—an operation which was performed a foil

hour ago in the suburbs
;
for the early clerk population of

Somers and Camden towns, Islington, and PentonviHe, are

fast pouring into the city, or directing their steps towards

Chancery-lane and the Inns of Court. Middle-aged men,

whose salaries have by no means increased in the same pro-

portion as their families, plod steadily along, apparently with

no object in view but tbe counting-house
;
knowing by sight

almost eveiybody they meet or overtake, for they have seen

them every morning (Simdays excepted) during the last twenty

years, but speaking to no one. If they do happen to overtake

a personal acquaintance, they just exchange a hurried saluta-

tion, and keep walking on either by his side, or in front of

him, as his rate of walMng may chance to be. As to stopping

to shake hands, or to take the friend*s arm, they seem to think

that as it is not included in their salary, they have no right to

do it. Small of^ce Icuis in large hats, who are made men
before they are boys, hurry along in pairs, with their first

coat carefrdly brushed, and the white trousers of last Sunday

plentifully besmeared with dust and ink. It evidently

requires a considerable mental struggle to avoid investing

pa]^ of the day’s diimer-money in the purchase of the stale

tarts so temptingly exposed in dusty tins at the pastry-cook’s

doors
;
but a consciousness of their own importance «md the

receipt of seven shillings a-week, with the prospect of an early

rise to eight, comes to their aid, and they accordingly put

their hats a little more on one side, and look under the

bonnets of aU the milliners* and staymakers* apprentices th^
meet—poor girls I—the hardest worked, the worst paid, and

too often, the worst used class of the community.
Eleven o’clock, and a new set of people fill the streets. The

goods in the shop-windows are invitingly arranged
;
the shop-

men in their white nackerchiefe and spruce coats, look as if
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they couldn’t clean a window if their lives depended on it ;
the

carts have disappeared from Covent Garden ;
“^e waggoneire

have returned, and the costermongers repaired to their

ordinary beats ” in the suburbs ;
clerks are at their offi^,

and gigs, cabs, omnibuses, and saddle-horses, are conveying

their masters to the same destination. The streets are

thronged with a vast concourse of people, gay and shabby,

rich and poor, idle and industrious ;
and we come to the heat,

bustle, and activity of Noo^r.

CHAPTER II.

THE STREETS—NIGHT.

But the streets of London, to be beheld in the very height

of their glory, should be seen on a dark, dull, murky winter’s

night, when there is just enough damp gently stealing down
to make the pavement greasy, without cleansing it of 6Uiy of

its impurities
;
and when the heavy lazy mist, which hangs

over every object, makes the gas-lamps look brighter, and the

briUiantly lighted shops more splendid, from the contrast thej

present to the darkness around. All the people who are af

home on such a night as this, seem disposed to make them*

selves as snug and comfortable as possibk
;
and the passengers

in the str ets have excellent reason to envy the fortunate

individuals who are seated by their own firesides.

In the larger and better kind of strepts, dining-parloui

curtains are closely drawn, kitchen fires blaze brightly up,
and savoury steams of hot dinners salute the nostrils of the
hungry wayfarer, as he plods wearily by the area railings.

In the suburbs, the muffin-boy rings his way down the li&e
street, much more slowly than he is wont to do; for Mrs.
Macklin, of No. 4, has no sooner opened her little street-door,
and screamed out Muffins! ” with aU her might, than Mrs.
Walker, at No. 5, puts her head out of the parlour-window,
and screams Muffins !

” too
; and Mrs. Walker has scarcely

got the words out of her lips, than Mrs. Peplow, over the
way, lets loose Master Pejdow, who darts down the street,
with a velocity which nothing but buttered muffins in per
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Bi>ective could possibly inspire, and drags the boy back hy
main force, whereupon Mrs. Macklin and Mrs. WaUcer, just

to save the boy trouble, and to say a few neighbourly words

to ]!^Irs. Peplow at the same time, run over the way and buy
their muffins at Mrs. Peplow’ s door, when it appears fi^m the

voluntary statement of Mrs. Walker, that her, kittle ’s just a

biling, and the cups and saraers ready laid,” and that, as it

was such a wretched night out o’ doors, she ’d made up her

mind to have a nice hot comfortable cup o’ tea—a detenmina-

tion at which, by the most singular coincidence, the other two
ladies had simultaneously arrived.

After a little conversation about the wi’etchedness of the

weather and the merits of tea, with a digression relative to

the viciousness of boys as a rule, and the amiability of Master

Peplow as an exception, Mrs. Walker sees her husband
coming down the street

;
and as be must want his tea, poor

man, after his dirty walk from the Docks, she instantly runs

across, muffins in hand, and Mrs. Macklin does the same, and
after a few words to Mrs. Walker, they all pop into their little

houses, and slam their little street-doors, which are not opened

again for the remainder of the evening, except to the nine

o’clock ^^beer,” who comes round with a lantern in front of

his tray, and says, as he lends Mrs. Walker Yesterday’s

’Tiser,” that he ’s blessed if be can hardly hold the pot, much
less feel the paper, for it ’s one of the bitterest nights he ever

felt, ’cept the night when the man was frozen to death in the

Brick-field.

After a little prophetic conversation with the policeman at

the street-comer, touching a probable change in the weather,

and Oie setting-in of a hard frost, the nine o’clock beer returns

to his master’s house, and employs himself for the remainder

of the evening in assiduously stirring the tap-room fire, and
deferentially taking part in the conversation of the woiihies

assembled round it.

The streets in the vicinity of the Marsh-gate and Victoria

Theati’e present an appearance of dirt and discomfort on such
a niglit, which the groups who lounge about them in no
(legi'ee tend to diminish. Even the little block-tin temple
sacred to baked potatoes, surmounted by a splendid design in

variegated lamps, looks less gay than usual; and as to the

kidney-pie stand, its glory has quite departed. The candle in

the transparent lamp, mdhufactured of oil-paper, embelliaked
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witli characters/^ has been blown out fifty times, sc the

Mdney-pie merchant, tired with running backwards and

forwards to the next wine-raults, to get a light, has given up

the idea of illumination in despair, and the only signs of his

‘'whereabout,'' axe the bright sparks, of which a long

irregular train is whirled down the street every time he

opens ‘ his portable oven to hand a hot kidney-pie to a

customer.

Flat fish, oyster, and fruit venders linger hopelessly in the

kennel, in vain endeavouring to attract custopiers
;
and the

ragged boys who usually disport themselves about the streets,

stand crouched in little knots in some projecting doorway, or

under the canvas blind of the cheesemonger's, where great

flaring gas-lights, unshaded by any glass, display huge piles

of blight red, and pale yellow cheeses, mingled with little

five-penny dabs of dingy bacon, various tubs of weekly Dorset,

and cloudy roUs of “ best fresh."

Here they amuse themselves with theatrical converse, arising

out of their last half-price visit to the Victoria gallery, admire

the terxdfic combat, which is nightly encored, and expatiate on

the inimitable maimer in which Bill Thompson can "come the

double monkey," or go through the mysterious involutions of

a sailor’s hornpipe.

It is nearly eleven o’clock, and the cold thin rain which has
been drizzling so long, is beginning to pour down in good
earnest

;
the baked-potato man has departed—^the kidney-pie

man has just walked away with his warehouse on his arm

—

the cheesen.onger has drawn in his blind, and the boys have
dispersed. The constant clicking of pattons on the slippy and
uneven pavement, and the rustling of umbrellas, as the wind
blows against the shop-windows, bear testimony to the in-

clemency of the night
;
and the policeman, with his oil-skin

3ape buttoned closely round him, seems as he holds his hat on
his head, and turns round to avoid the g^ust of wind and rain
which drives against him at tlie strtet-comer, to be very far
from congratulating himself on the prospect before him.

The little chandler’s shop with the cracked bell behind the
door, whose melancholy tinkling has been reg^ulated by the
demand for quarterns of sugar and half-ounces of coffee, is
shutting up. m crowds which have been passing to and
fro during the whole day, are rapidly dwindling away

;
and

the nouse of shouting and quarrelling*’ which issues from the
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publio-houses, is almost the only sound that breaks the melan-

choly stillness of the night.

Tliere was ^another, but it has ceased. That wretched

woman with the infant in her arms, round whose meagre
form the remnant of her own scanty shawl is carefidly

wrapped, has been attempting to sing some popular ballad,

in the hope of wringing a few pence from the compassionate

passer-by. A brutal laugh at her weak voice is all she has

gained. The tears fall thick and fast down her own p de face

;

the child is cold and himgry, and its low half-stifled wailing

adds to the misery of its wretched mother, as she moans
aloud, and sinks despairingly down, on a cold damp door-step.

Singing! How few of those who pass such a miserable

creature as this, think of tne anguish of heart, the sinking of

soul and spirit, which the very effort of singing produces.

Bitter mockery ! Disease, neglect, and starvation, faintly

articulating the words of the joyous ditty, that has enlivened

your hours of feasting and merriment. God knows how
often I It is no subject of jeering. The weak tremulous

voice tells a fearful tale of want and famishing; and the

f^ble singer of this roaring song may turn away, only to die

of cold and himger.

One o’clock ! Parties returning from the different theatres

foot it through the muddy streets
;

cabs, hackney-coaches,

carriages, and theatre omnibuses, roU swiftly by
;
watermen

with dim dirty lanterns in their hands, and large brass plates

upon their brewts, who have been shouting and rushing about

for the Ifiist two hours, retire to their watering-houses, to solace

themselves with the creature comforts of pipes and purl
; the

balf-prioe pit and box fr^uenters of the theatres throng to

the different houses of refreshment; and chops, kidneys,

jabbits, oysters, stout, cigars, and “ goes ” innumerable, are

served up amidst a noise and confusion of smoking, running,

knife-dattering, and waiter-chattering, perfectly indescribable.

The more musical portion of the play-going community,

betake themselves to some harmonic mee^g. As a matter

of curiosity let us follow them thither for a few moments.
In a lofty room of spacioxis dimensions, are seated some

eighty or a hundred gnests knocking little pewter measures

on the tables, and hammering away with the handles of their

knives, as if they were so many trunk-makers. They are

applauding a glee, which has just been executed by the three
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professional gv/ntlemen ” at the top of the centre tablOi one

of whom is in the chair—the little pompous man with the

bald head just emerging from the collar of liis green coat.

The others are seated on either side of him—the stout man

with the small voice, and the thin-faced dark man in black.

The little man in the chair is a most amusing personage,

—

stich condescending grandeur, and mch a voice !

'' Bass !
'* as the young gentleman near us with the blue

stock forcibly remarks to his companion, bass ! I believe

you ; he can go down lower than any man
;
so low sometimes

that you can’t hear him.’* And so he does. To hear him
growling away, gradually lower and lower down, till he can’t

get back again, is the most delightful thing in the world, and
it is quite impossible to witness unmoved the impressive

soleianity with wliich he pours forth his soul in “ My ’art’s'

in the ’ighlands,” or “ The brave old Hoak.’’ The stout man
is also addicted to sentimentality, and warbles Fly, fly from
the world, my Bessy, with me,” or some such song, with lady-

like sweetness, and in the most seductive tones imaginable.

Pray give your orders, gen’l’men—^pray give your orders,”—says the pale-faced man with the red head
;
and demands

for “ goes ” of gin and ** goes ” of brandy, and pines of stout,

and cigars of peculiar mildness, are vociferously made from
all parts of the room. The ** professional gentlemen ” are in
the very height of their glory, and bestow condescending nods,
or even a word or two of recognition on the better known
frequenters of the room, in the most bland and patronising
manner possible.

That little round-faced man, with the small brown surtout,
white stockings and shoes, is in the comic line

;
the mixed air

of self-denial, and mental consciousness of his own powers,
with which he acknowledges the call of the chair, is par-
ticularly gratifying. Gen’l’men,” says the Httle pompous
man, accompan} ing the word with a knock of the president’s
hammer on the table—“ Gen’l’men, allow me to claim yoiu-
attention—our friend, Mr. Smuggins will oblige,”—'^ Bravo! ”
s out the company

;
and Smuggins, after a conBiderabie

quantity of coughing by way of 8>Tnphony, and a most
facetious sniff or two, which afford general delight, sings a
comic song, with a fal-de-ral-tol-de-rol chorus at the end oieve^ verse, much longer than the verse itself. It is received
with unbounded applause, and after wme aspiring genius has
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volunteered a recitation, and failed dismally therein, the little

pompous man gives another knock, and says, ** Genl’men, we
will attempt a^ee, if you please/' This announcement calls

forth tumultuous applause, and the more energetic spirits

express the imqualihed approbation it affords them, by knock-

ing one or two stout glasses off their legs— a humorous
device

; but one which frequently occasions some slight alter-

cation when the form of paying the damage is proposed to be
gone through by the waiter.

Scenes like these are continued until three or four o’clock

in the morning
;
and even when they close, fresh ones open

to the inquisitive novice. But as a description of all of them,

however slight, woiild require a volume, tho contents of which,

however instructive, would be by no means pleasing, we make
our bow, and drop the curtain.

CHAPTER III.

SHOPS and theib tenants.
•

What inexhaustible food for speculation, do the streets of

London afford ! We never were able to agree with Sterne in

pitying the man who could travel from Dan to Beersheba, and

say that all was barren
;
we have not the slightest commisera-

tion for the man who can take up his hat and stick, and walk

from Covent Garden to St. Paul's Churchyard, and back into

the bargain, without deriving some amusement—we had
almost said instruction—from his perambulation. And yet

there are sucli beings : we meet them every day. Large

black stocks and light waistcoats, jet canes and discontented

countenances, are tho characteristics of the race ;
other people

brush quickly by you, steadily plodding on to business, or

cheterfully running after pleasure. These men linger Hstlessly

past, looking as happy and animated as a policeman on duty.

Nothing seems to make an impression on their minds: nothing

short of being knocked dowm by a porter, or run over by a cab,

will disturb their equanimity. You will meet them on a fine

day in any of the leadjng thoroughfares
:
peep through the

window of a west-end cigar-shop in the evening, if you can
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manage to get a glimpse between the blue curtains which

intercept the vulgar gaze, and you see them in their only

enjoyment of existence. There they are lounging about, on

round tubs and pipe-boxes, in all the dignity of whiskers and

gilt watch-guards; whispering soft nothings to the young lady

in amber, with the large ear-rings, who, as she sits behind the

counter in a blaze of adoration and gas-light, is the admira-

tion of all the female servants in the neighbourhood, and the

envy of every milliner’s apprentice within two miles round.

One of our principal amusements is to watch the gradual

progress—the rise or fall—of particular shops. We have

formed an intimate acquaintance with several, in different

parts of town, and are perfectly acquainted with their whole

history. We could name off-hand, twenty at least, which we
are quite sure have paid no taxes for the last six years. They
are never inhabited for more than two months consecutively,

and, we verily believe, have witnessed every retail trade in

the directory.

There is one, whose history is a sample of the rest, in whose
fate we have tdken especial interest, having had the plesisure

of knowing it ever since it has been a shop. It is on the

Surrey side of the water—a little distance beyond the Marsh-
gate. It was originally a substantial, good-looking private

house enough; the landlord got into difficulties, the house
got into Chancery, the tenant went away, and the house went
to ruin. At this period our acquaintance with it commenced

:

the paint was all worn off; the windows were broken, the
area was green with neglect and the overflowings of the
water-butt

;
the butt itself was without a lid, and the street-

door was the very picture of misery. The chief pastime of
the children in the vicinity had been to assemble in a body on
the steps, and take it in turn to knock loud double-knocks at
the door, to the great satisfaction of the neighbours generally,
and especially of the nervous old lady next door but one.
Numerous complaints were made, and several small basins of
water discharged over the offenders, but without effect. In
this state of things, the marine-store dealer at the comer of
the street, in the most obliging manner took the knocker off,
and sold it : and the unfortunate house looked more 'wretched
than ever.

We deserted our friend for a few weeks. What wm our
surprise, on our return, to find no trace of its existence ! In
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Its place was a handsome shop, fast approaching to a state oi

completion, and on the shutters were large bills, informing

the public that it would shortly be opened with “ an extensive

stock of linen-drapery and haberdashery.’^ It opened in due

course; there was the name of the proprietor '‘and Co.” in

gilt letters, almost too dazzling to look at. Such ribbons and

shawls ! and two such elegant young men behind the coimter,

each in a clean collar and white neck-cloth, like the lover in

a farce. As to the proprietor, he did nothing but walk up
and down the shop, and hand seats to the ladies, and hold

important conversations with the handsomest of the young
men, who was shrewdly suspected by the neighbours to be the

" Co.” We saw all this with sorrow
;
we felt a fatal pre-

sentiment that the shop was doomed—and so it was. Its

decay was slow, but sure. Tickets gradually appeared in the

windows; then rolls of flannels, with labels on them, were

stuck outside the door
;
then a bill was pasted on the street-

door, intimating that the first floor was to let unfurnished

;

then one of the young men disappeared altogether, and the

other took to a black neckerchief, and the proprietor took

to drinking. The shop became dirty, broken panes of glass

remained immended, and the stock disappeared piecemeal.

At last the company’s man came to cut off the water, and

then the linendraper cut off himself, leaving the landlord his

compliments and the key.

The next occupant was a fancy stationer. The shop was
more modestly painted than before, still it was neat

;
but

somehow we always thought, as we passed, that it looked like

a poor and struggling concern. We wished the man well, but

we trembled for his success. He was a widower evidently,

and bad employment elsewhere, for he passed us every morn-
ing on his road to the cily. The business was carried on by
his eldest daughter. Poor girl ! she needed no assistance.

We occasionally caught a glimpse of two or three children,

in mourning like herself, as tliey sat in the little parlour
behind the shop

; and we never passed at night without
seeing the eldest girl at w'ork, either for them, or in making
some elegant little trifle for sale. We often thought, as hor
pale face looked more sad and pensive in the dim candle-light,

that if those thoughtless females who interfeie with the miser-

able market of poor creatures such as these, knew but one

half of the misery they suffer, and the bitter privations tliey
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endure, in their honourable attempts to earn a scanty sul>

sistence, they would, perhaps, resign even opportunities

the gratification of vanity, and an immodest love of self*

display, rather than drive them to a last dreadful resource,

which it would shock the delicate feelings of these charitahU

ladies to hear named.

But we are forgetting the shop. Well, we continued to

watch it, and every day showed too clearly the increasing

poverty of its inmates. The children were clean, it is true,

but their clothes were threadbare and shabby
;
no tenant had

been procured for the upper part of the house, from the letting

of which, a portion of the means of paying the rent was to

have been derived, and a slow, wasting consumption prevented

the eldest girl from continuing her exertions. Quarter-day

arrived. The landlord had suffered jBrom the extravagance of

his last tenant, and he had no compassion for the struggles of

his successor; he put in an execution. As we passed one
morning, the broker’s men were removing the little furniture

there was in the house, and a newly posted bill informed us
it was again To Let.'^’ What became of the last tenant we
never could learn

;
we believe the girl is past all suffering,

and beyond all sorrow. God help her ! We hope she is.

We were somewhat curious to ascertain what would be the
next stage—for that the place had no chance of succeeding
now, was perfectly clear. The bill was soon taken down, and
some alterations were being made in the interior of the shop.
We were in a fever of expectation

; we exhausted conjecture

—

we imagined all possible trades, none of w'hich were perfectly
reconcilable with our idea of the gradual decay of the tenement.
It opened, and we wondered why we had not guessed at the
real state of the case before. The shop—^not a large one at
the best of times—had been converted into two : one was a
bonnet-shape maker’s, the other was opened by a tobacconist,
who also dealt in walking-sticks and Sunday newspapers

; tiie
two were separated by a thin partition, covered with tawdiy
striped paper. '

The tobacconist remained in possession longer than any
tenant within our recollection. He was a red-fheed, im-
pudent, good-for-nothing dog, evidently accustomed to take
nmgs as they came, and to make the best of a bad job. Ho
sold as many cigars as he could, and smoked the rest. Ho
occupied {he shop aa long aa he oonli make peace with the
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landlord, and when he oould no longer live in quiet, he very
oodly locked the door, and bolted himself. From this period,

the two little dens hare undergone innumerable changes. The
tobacconist was succeeded by a theatrical hair-dresser, who
(^lamented the window with a great variety of **

characters,'"

and terrific combats. The bonnet-shape maker _gB.ve place to

a green-grocer, and the histrionic barber was succe^ed, in

his turn, by a tailor. So numerous have been the changes,

that we have of late done little more than mark the p eculiar

but certain indications of a house being poorly inhabited. It

has been progressing by almost imperceptible degrees. The
occupiers of the shops have gradually given up room after

room, until they have only reserved the little parlour for

themselves. First there appeared a brass plate on the private

door, with “Ladies' School" legibly engraved thereon
;
shortly

afterwards we observed a second brass plate, then a bell, and

then another bell.

When we paused in fipont of our old Mend, and observed

these signs of poverty, which pro not. to be mistaken, we
thought as we turned away, that the house had attained its

lowest pitch of degradation. We were wrong. When we
last passed it, a “ daily " was established in the area, and a

party of melancholy-looking fowls were amusing themselves

by running in at the firont door, and out at the back one.

CHAPTER IV.

8C30TUJID-TABD

ScoTLA.ND-yAEi> is a small—a very small—^tract of land,

bounded on one side by the river Thames, on the other by the

gardens of Northumberland House : abutting at one end on

the bottom of Northumberland-street, at the other on the back

of Whitehall-plaoe. When this territory was first accidentally

discovered by a country gentleman who lost his way in the

Strand, some years ago, the original settlers were found to be

a tailor, a publican, two eating-house keepers, and a Mut-pie

maker
; and it was also found to contain a race of strong and

bulky men, who repahed to the wharfe in Scothind-yard
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regularly every morning, about five or six o’clock, to fill

heavy waggons with coal, with which they proceeded to

distant places up the country, and supplied the inhabitants

with fuel. When they had emptied their waggons, they

again returned for a fresh supply ;
and this trade was con-

tinued throughout the year.

As the setflers derived their subsistence from ministering

to the wants of these primitive traders, the articles e35)osed

for sale, and the places where they were sold, bore strong

outward marks of being expressly adapted to tbeir tastes and
wishes. The tailor displayed in his window a Lilliputian

pair of leather gaiters, and a diminutive round frock, while

each doorpost was appropriately garnished with a model of a
coal-sack. The two eating house keepers exhibited joints of

a magnitude, and puddings of a solidity, which coalheavers

alone could appreciate
;
and the fi:uit-pie maker displayed on

his well-scrubbed window-board large white compositions of

fiour and dripping, ornamented with pink stains, giving rich

promise of the fruit within, which made their huge mouths
water, as they lingered past.

But the choicest spot in all Scotland-yard was the old
public house in the comer. Here, in a dark wainscotted-
room of ancient appearance, cheered by the glow of a mighty
lire, and decorated with an enormous clock, whereof the face
was white, and the figures black, sat the lusty coalheavers,
quaffing large draughts of Barclay’s best, and pufiing forth
volumes of smoke, which wreathed heavily ahovj their heads,
and involved the oom in a thick dark cloud. From this
apartment might their voices be heard on a winter’s night,
penetrating to the very bank of tiie river, as they shouted out
some sturdy chorus, or roared forth the burden of a popular
song

; dwelling upon the last few words with a strength and
length of emphaais which made the Tery roof tremble above
them.

Here, too, would they tell old legends of what the Thames
was in aacient times, when the Patent Shot Manufectory
wasn t built, and Waterloo-bridge had never been thongbt of :md then they would shake their heads with portentous looks
to the deep edification of the rising generation of heaverswho crowded round them, and wondered where all this would^d; whereat the tafior would take his pipe solemnly from
his mouth, and say, how that he hoped it might end weU, but
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he very much doubted whether it would or not, and couldn't

rightly tell what to make of it—a mysterioua expression of

opinion, delivered with a semi-prophetic air, which never

failed to elicit the Mlest concurrence of the assembled

company ,* and so they would go on drinking and wondering

till ten o^clock came, and with it the tailor’s wife to fetch him
home, when the little party broke up, to meet again in the

same room, and say and do precisely the same things on the

following evening at the same hour.

About this time the barges that came up the river began

to bring vague rumours to Scotland-yord of somebody in the

city having been heard to say^ that the Lord Mayor had
threatened in so many words to pull down the old London-

bridge, and build up a new one. At first these rumours were

disregarded as idle tales, wholly destitute of foundation, for

nobody in Scotland-yard doubted that if the Lord Mayor con-

templated any such dark design, he would just be clapped up
in the Tower for a week or two, and then killed off for high

treason.

By degrees, however, the reports grew stronger, and more
frequent, and at last a barge, laden with numerous chaldrons

of the best Wallsend, brought up the positive intelligence

that several of the arches of the old bridge were stopped, and

that preparations were actually in progress for constructing

the new one. What an excitement was visible in the old tap-

room on that memorable night ! Each man looked into his

neighbour’s face, pale with alarm and astonishment, and read

therein an echo of the sentiments which filled his own breast.

The oldest heaver present proved to demonstration, that the

moment the piers were removed, all the water in the Thames
would run dean off, and leave a dry guUy in its place. What
was to become of the coal-barges—of the trade of Scotland-

yard—of the very existence of its population? The tailor

shook his head more sagely than usual, and grimly pointing

to a knife on the table, bid them wait and see what happened.
He said nothing—not he

; but if the Lord Mayor didn’t fall

a victim to popular indignation, why he would be rather

astonished
;
that was all.

They did wait; barge after barge arrived, and still no
tidings of the assassination of the Lord Mayor. The first

stone was laid ; it was done by a Dulte—the King’s brother.

Years passed away, and*the bridge was opened by the King
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himself. In course of time, the piers were removed; and

\rhen tlie people in Scotland-yard got up next morning in the

confident expectation of being able to step over to Pedlar^s

Acre without wetting the soles of their shoes, they found to

theii’ unspeakable astonishment that the water was just where

it used to be.

A result so different from that which they had anticipated

from tliis first improvement, produced its full effect upon the

inhabitants of Scotland-yard. One of the eating-house keepers

began to court public opinion, and to look for customers

among a new class of people. He covered his little dining-

tables with white cloths, and got a painter^s apprentice to

inscribe something about hot joints from twelve to two, in one

of the little panes of hia shop-window. Improvement began

to march with rapid strides to the very threshold of Scotland-

yard. A new mai’ket sprung up at Hungerford, and the

Police Commissioners established their office in Whitehall-

place. The traffic in Scotland-yard increased; fresh Members
were added to the House of Commons, the Metropolitan

Representatives found it a near cut, and many other foot

passengers follow^ed their example.

We marked the advance of civ^'lisation, and beheld it with
a sigh. The eating-house keeper who manfully resisted the

innovation of table-cloths, was losing ground every day, as

his oj)ponent gained it, and a deadly feud sprung up between
them. The genteel one no longer took his evening’s pint in

Scotland-yard, but di'ank gin and water at a parlour” in

Parhament-stneet. The fruit-pie maker still continued to

visit the old room, but ho took to smoking cigars, and began
to caU himself a pastrycook, and to read the papers. The old
heavers still assembled round the ancient fireplace, but their
talk was mournful : and the loud song and the joyous shout
were heard no more.
And wffiat is Scotland-yard now ? How have its old

customs changed
;
and how has the ancient simplicity of its

inhabitants faded a^vay ! The old tottering pubHc-house is
converted into a spacious and lofty “wine-vaults

;
” gold leaf

has been used in the construction of the letters which em-
blazon its exterior, and the poet’s art has been called into
requisition, to intimate that if you drink a certain description
of ale, you must hold fast by the rail. The tailor exhibits in
Ills window the pattern of a foreign-looking brown surtout,
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with silk buttons, a fur collar and fur culls. He wears a

stripe down the outside of each leg of his trousers : and we
haye detected his assistants (for he has assistants now) in the

act of sitting on the shop-board in the same uniform.

At the other end of the little row of houses a boot-maker

has established himself in a brick box, with the additional

innovation of a first floor
;
and here he exposes for sale, boots

—real Wellington boots—an article which a few years ago,

none of the original inhabitants had ever seen or heard of.

It was but the other day, that a dress-maker opened another

little box in the middle of the row ; and, when we thought

that the spirit of change could produce no alteration beyond
that, a jeweller appeared, and not content with exposing gilt

rings and copper bracelets out of number, put up an annoimce-

ment. which stiU sticks in his window, that ‘‘ladies* ears may
be pierced within." The drO&s-maker employs a young lady

who wears pockets in her apron
;
and the tailor informs the

public that gentlemen may have their own materials made up.

Amidst all this change, and restlessness, and innovation,

there remains but one old man, who seems to mourn the

downfall of this ancient place. He holds no converse with

human kind, but, seated on a wooden bench at the angle of

the wall which fronts the crossing from Wliitehall -place,

watches in silence the gambols of his sleek and weU-fed dogs.

He is the presiding genius of Scotland-yard. Years and years

have rolled over his head
;
but, in fine weather or in foul, hot

or cold, wet or dry, hail, rain, or snow, he is still in his

accustomed spot. Miseiy and want are depicted in his

countenance
;
his form is bent by age, his head is gray with

length of trial, but there he sits from day to day, brooding

over the past
;
and thither he will continue to drag his feeble

limbs, until his eyes have closed upon Scotland-yard, and
upon the world together.

A few years hence, and the antiquary of another generation

looking into some mouldy record of the strife and passions

that agitated the world in these times, may glance his eye

over the pages we have just filled : and not all his knowledge
of the history of tlie past, not all his black-letter lore, or his

skill in book-collecting, not all the dry studies of a long life,

or the dusty volumes that have cost him a fortune, may help

him to the whereabouts, either of Scotland-yard, or of any

one of the landniaiks we have mentioned in describing it.
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CHAPTER V.

BXTIN DIALS.

We have always been of opinion that if Tom King and tb<

Frenchman had not immortalised Seven Dials, Seven Dial

would have immortalised itself. Seven Dials ! the region o

song and poetry— first efl^isions, and last dying speeches

hallowed by the names of Catnach and of Pitts—names tha

will entwine themselves with costermongers, and barrel organs

when penny magazines shall have superseded penny yards o:

song, and capital punishment be unknown

!

Look at the construction of the place. The gordian kno
was all very well in its way : so was the maze of Hamptox
Court : so is the maze at &e Beulah Spa : so were the det

,of stiff white neckcloths, when the difficulty of getting one on,

was only to be equalled by the apparent impossibility of eve]

getting it off again. But what involutions can compare witt

those of Seven Dials ? Where is there such another maze oi

streets, courts, lanes, and alleys? Where such a pure mix-
ture of Englishmen and Irishmen, as in this complicated pari

of London ? We boldly aver that we doubt the veracity oi

the legend to which we have adverted. We can suppose a

man rash enough to inquire at rand om—at a house with
lodgers —^for a Mr. Thompson, with all but the certainty
before his eyes, of finding at least two or three Thompsons in

any house of moderate dimensions; but a Frenchman—

a

Frenchman in Seven Dials ! Pooh 1 He was an Irishman.
Tom Bang’s education had been neglected in hi« infancy, and
as he couldn’t understand half the man said, he took it for
granted he was talking French.

The stranger who finds himself in The Dials for the
first time, and stands Belzoni-like, at the antranoe of seven
obscure passages, imcertain which to take, will see ftTiAwyh
^ound him to keep his curiosity and attention awake for no
inconsiderable time. From the irregular square into which
he has plunged, the streets and courts dart in all direoticmB,
until they are lost in the imwholesome vapour which hangs
over the houso-tops, and renders the dirty perspective, unoor-
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tain and ccmfined ; and lounging at emcj comer, as if tbof
came there to take a &w gasps of suck firesk air as kas found
its way so flar, but is too muck exhausted already, to be
enabled to force itself into the narrow aDejs around, are
groups of people, whose appearance and dwellings would fill

any mind but a regrilar Londoner’s witk astonidiment.

On one side, a little crowd kas collected round a couple of
ladies, wko kaying imbibed tke contents of various “ three-
outs ** of gin and bitters in the course of the morning, have
at l^g^ differed on some point of domestic arrangement, and
are on the eve of settling the quarrel satisfactorily, by an
appe^ to blows, greatly to the interest of other ladies wko
live in tke same kouse, and tenements adjoining, and wko
are all partisans on one side or other.

don’t you pitch into her, Sarah ? ” exclaims one half-
dressed matron, by way of encouragement. “ Vy don’t you ?

if my ’usband had treated her witk a drain last night, unbe-
known to me, I ’d tear her precious eyes out—a wixen !

”
** What ’s tke matter, ma’am ? ” inquires another old

woman, wko kas just bustled up to tke spot.
** Matter! ” replies tke first speaker, talking at tke obnosious

combatant, ** matter ! Here ’s poor dear Mrs. SuUiwin, as
kas five blessed children of her own, can’t go out a ehRying
for one artemoon, but what hussies must be a cornin’, and
’ticing avay her oun’ ’usband, as she ’s been married to twelve
year come next Easter Monday, for I see the certificate ven I
vas a drinkiu’ a cup o’ tea vith her, only tke werry last

blessed Ven’sday as ever was sent. I ’appen’d to say pro-
miscuously 'Mrs. SuUiwin’, says I

”
** What do you mean by hussies ? ” interrupts a champion

of tke other party, wko kas evinced a strong inclmation
throughout to get up a branch fight on her own account
(*• Hooroar,” ejaculates a pot-boy in parenthesis, ” put the
kye-bodc on her, Mary ! ”), *‘Wkat do you mean by hussies?’
reiterates tke champion.

NiVer mind,” replies the opposition esq^ressively, ^'niver
mind

;
you go home, and, ven you ’re quite sober, mend your

stockmgs.”

This somewhat personal allusion, not only to the lady’s
habits of intemperance, but also to the state of kei? wardrobe,
rouses her utmost ire, imd ihe aoeordingly compliliB with the
iMfgent request of the bystand^ to pitch in,” wifli consider-'

S,B. H D
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able alacritjr. The scuffle became general, and terminates in

miner play-bill phraseology, with ** arrival of the policemen,

interior of the station-house, and impressive deHOuement,**

In addition to the numerous groups who are idling about

the gin-shops and squabbling in the centre of the road, eveiy

post in the open space has its occupant, who leans against it

for hours, with listless perseverance. It is odd enough that

one class of men in London appear to have no enjoyment

beyond leaning against posts. We never saw a regular

bricklayer's labourer take any other recreation, dghting

excepted. Pass through St. Giles’s in the evening of a week-

day, there they are in their fustian dresses, spotted with brick

dust and whitewash, leaning against poets. Walk through

Seven Dials on Sunday morning: there they are again, drab
or light corduroy trousers, Blucher boots, blue coats, and
great yellow waistcoats, leaning against posts. The idea of a
man dressing himself in his best clothes, to lean against a
post all day

!

The peculiar character of these streets, and the close resem-
blance each one bears to its neighbour, by no means tends to

decrease the bewilderment in which the unexperienced way-
farer through The Dials ” finds himself involved. He
traverses streets of dirty, straggling houses, with now and
then an unexpected court composed of buildings as ill-pro-

portioned and deformed as the half-naked children that wallow
in the kennels. Here and there, a little dark chandler’s shop,
with a cracked bell himg up behind the door to announce the
entrance of a customer, or betray the presence of some young
gentleman whom a passion for shop tills has developed itself
at an early age : others, ns if for support, against some hand-
some lofty building, which usuips the place of a low ding}-
public-house

;
long rows of broken and patched windows

expose plants that may have flourished when '‘The Dials”
were built, in vessels as dirty as “The Dials” themselves;
and shops for the purchase of rags, bones, old iron, and
^ cleanliness with the bird-fanciers and
rabbit-dealers which one might fancy so many arks, but for
the irresistible conviction that no bird in its proper flenses,who was permitted to leave one of them, would ever come back

e^^hshed by humane individuals, as refuges for destitute
bugs, interspersed ^ith announcements of day-schools, penny
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theatres^ petition^writers, mangles, and music for balls or routs,

complete the **
still life ” of the subject ; and dirty men, filthy

women, squalid children, fluttering shuttlecocks, noisy battle-

dores, raking pipes, bad finiit, more than doubtful oysters,

attenuated cats, depressed dogs and anatomical fowls, are its

cheerful accompaniments.

If the external appearance of the houses, or a glance at

their inhabitants, present but few attractions, a closer acquaint^

ance with eitlier is little calculated to alter one’s first impression.

Every room has its separate tenant, and every tenant i», by
the same mysterious dispensation which causes a countiy

curate to “increase and multiply” most marvellously, generally

the head of a numerous family.

The man in the shop, perhaps, is in the baked “jemmy” line,

or the firewood and hearth-stone line, or any other line which
requires a floating capital of eighteen pence or thereabouts

:

and he and his family live in the shop, and the small back

parlour behind it. Then there is an Irish labourer and his

family in the back kitchen, and a jobbing-man—carpet-beater

and so fortli—with his family in the front one. In the from

one-pair, there ’s another man with anotlier wife and family,

and in the back one-pair, there ’s “ a young ’oman as takes in

tambour-work, and dresses quite genteel,” who talks a good
deal about “ my friend,” and can’t, “ abear anything low.”

The second floor front, and the rest of the lodgers, are just a

second edition of the people below, except a shabby-genteel

man in the hack attic, who has his half-pint of coffee every

morning frx)m the coffee-shop next door but one, which boasts

a little front den called a coffee-room, with a fire-place, over

wMch is an inscription, politely requesting that, “to preveiit

mistakes,” customers will “ please to pay on delivery.” The
shabby-genteel man is an object of some mysteiy, but as he
leads a life of seclusion, and never was known to buy anything

beyond an occasional pen, except half-pints of coffee, penny
loaves, and ha’porths of. ink, his fellow-lodgers very naturally

suppose him to bo an author; and rumours are current in the

that he 'writes poems for Mr. Warren.
Now any body who passed through the Dials on a hot

summer’s evening, and saw the different women of the house
gossiping on the steps, would be apt to think that all was
harmony among them, and that a more primitive set of

people &an the native Diners could not be imagined. Alas-;
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th0_ man in the shop illtreats liis family ;
the caxpet-beater

extends his professional pursuits to his wife ;
the one-pair fix>nt

has an undying feud with the two-pair jfi^nt, in oonsequenoe

of the two-pair front persisting in dancing over his (the one-

pair front's) head, when he and his family have retired for

the night
;
the two-pair back will interfere with the front

kitchen’s children; the Irishman cemes home drunk every

other night, and attacks every body
;
and the one pair back

screams at eveiy thing. Animosities spring up between floor

and floor; the very cellar asserts his equality. Mrs. A.

‘^smacks” Mrs. B.’s child, for ‘'making faces.” Mrs. B. forth-

with throws cold water over Mrs. A.’s child, for “ calling

names.” The husbands are embroiled—the quarrel becomes

general—an assault is the consequence, and a police-officer

the result.

CHAPTER 71.

XEBITATIONS IN XONUOUTH-STBEET.

We have always entertained a particular attachment towards
Monmouth Street, as the only true and real emporium for

second-hand wearing apparel. Monmouth-street is venerable
from its antiquity, and respectable from its usefulness.

Holywell street we despise
;
the red-headed and red-whiskered

Jews who forcibly haul you into their squalid houses, and
thrust yoiL into a suit of clothes, whether you will or not, we
detest.

The inhabitants of Monmouth-street are a distinct
; a

peaceable and retiring race, who immure themselves for the
most part in deep cellars, or small back parlours, and who
seldom come forth into the world, except in the dusk and
coolness of evening, when they may be seen seated, in chairs
on the pavement, smoking their pipes, or watching the
gambols of their engaging children as they revel in the gntt^,
a happy troop of infantine scavengers. Their countenances
bear a thoughtfid and a dirty (^t, certain indications of their
l(we of traffic

; and their habitations axe distinguished by that
disregard of outward appearance, and neglect of personal
comfort, so common among people who are constantly
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immersed in profound speculations, and deeply engaged hi

sedentary pursuits.

We have hinted at the antiquity of our favourite spot. A
Monmouth-street laced coat was a by-word a century ago

;

and stiU we find Monmouth-street the same. Pilot great-coats

with wooden buttons, have usurped the place of the ponderous

laced coats with full skirts
;
embroidered waistcoats with large

fiaps, have pelded to double-breasted checks with roll-collars

;

and three-cornered hats of quaint appearance, have given

place to the low crowns and broad brims of the coachman

school
;
but it is the times that have changed, not Monmouth-

street. Through every alteration and every change, Mon
mouth-street has still remained the burial-place of the

fashions ; and such, to judge from all present appearances, it

will remain until there are no more fashions io bury.

We love to walk among these extensive groves of the

illustrious dead, and to indulge in the speculations to which
they give rise

;
now fitting a deceased coat, then a dead pair

of trousers, and anon the mortal remains of a gaudy waist-

coat, upon some being of our own conjuring up, and endea-

vouring from the shape and fashion of the garment itself, to

bring its former owner before our mind^s eye. We have gone
on speculating in this way, until whole rows of coats have

stai’ted fi’om tlieir pegs, and buttoned up, of their own accord,

round' the waists of imaginaiy wearers; lines of trousers have
jumped down to meet them; waistcoats have almost burst

with anxiety to put themselves on ; and half an acre of shoes

have suddenly found feet to fit them, and gone stumping down
the street with a noise which lias fairly awakened us firom our
•Dleasant reverie, and driven us slowly away, with a bewildered
stare, an object of astonishment to the good people of Mon-
mouth-street, and of no slight suspicion to the policeman at

tile opposite street corner,

We were occupied in this manner the other day, endea-
vouring to fit a pair of lace-up half-boots on an ideal per-

sonage, for whom, to say the truth, they were full a couple of
sizes too small, when our eyes happened to alight on a few
suits of clothes ranged outside a shop-window, which it imme-
diately struck us, must at different periods have all belonged
to, and been worn by, the same inividual, and had now, by
one of those strange conjunctions of circumstances which will

occur sometimes, come to be exposed together for sale in the
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game shop. The idea seemed a foatastic oae» and we looked

at the clothes again, with a firm determination not to be

easily led away. No, we were right
;
the more we looked,

the more we were convinced of the accuracy of our previous

impression. There was the man’s whole life ^Titten as legibly

on those clothes, as if we had his autobiography engrossed on

parchment before ns.

The first was a patched and much-soiled skeleton suit
;
one

of those straight blue cloth cases in which small boys used to

be confined before belts and tunics had come in, and old

notions had gone out : an ingenious contrivance for displaying

the fiiU symmetry of a boy’s figure, by fastening him into a

very tight jacket, with an ornamental row of buttons over

each shoulder, and then buttoning his trousers over it, so as

to give hia legs the appearance of being hooked on, just under

the armpits. This was the boy’s dress. It had belonged to a

town boy, we could see
;
there was a shortness about the legs

and arms of the suit, and a bagging at the knees, peculiar to

the rising youth of London streets. A small day-school he

had been at, evidently. If it had been a regular boys’ school

they wouldn’t have let him play on the floor so much, and
rub his knees so white. He had an indulgent mother, too,

and plenty of halfpence, as the numerous smears of some
sticky substance about the pockets, and just below the chin,

which even the salesman’s skill could not succeed in dis-

guising, sufficiently betokened. They were decent people, but
not overburdened with riches, or he would not have so far

outgrown the suit when ho passed into those corduroys witJi

the round jacket
;
in which he went to a boys* school, how-

ever, learnt to write—and in ink of pretty tolerable blackness,
too, if the place where he used to wipe his pen might bo
taken as evidence.

A black suit and the jacket changed into a diminutive coat.
His father had died, and the mother hdd got the boy a
message-lad s place in some office. A long-worn suit that
one

;
rusty and threadbare before it was laid aside, but clean

and free from soil to tho last. Poor woman! We could
imagine her assumed cheerfulness over the scanty meal, and
the refusal of her own small portion, that her hungry boy
might have enough. Her constant anxiety for his welfare,
her prido in his growth, mingled sometimes with the thought,
almost too acute to bear, that as he grew to be a man hi* oid
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a£Peotion might cool, old kindnesses fade from Ms mind, ano

old promises be forgotten—^the sharp pain that even then a

careless word or a cold look would g^ve her—all crowded on

our thoughts as vividly as if the very scene were passing

before us.

These things happen every hour, and we all know it ; and

yet we felt as much sorrow when we.saw, or fancied we saw
—it makes no difference which—the change that began to

take place now, as if wc had just conceived the bare possibility

of such a thing for the first time. The next suit, smart but

slovenly
;
meant to be gay, and 3^et not half so decent as the

threadbare apparel
;

redolent of the idle lounge, and the

blackguard companions, told us, wo thought, that the widow’s

comfort had rapidly faded away. We could imagine that coat

—imagine ! we could see it; we /lad seen it a hundred times

—sauntering in company with three or four other coat^ of tlie

same cut, about some place of profligate resort at night.

We dressed from the same shop-window iu an instant, half

a dozen boys of from fifteen to twenty
;
and putting cigars

into their mouths, and their hands into their pockets, watched

them as they sauntered down the street, and lingered at tlie

comer, with the obscene jest, and the oft-repeated oath. We
never lost sight of them, till they had cocked their hats a

little more on one side, and swaggered into the public-house

;

and then we entered the desolate home, where the mother sat

late in the night, alone
;
we watched her, as she paced the

room in feverish anxiety, and every now and then opened the

door, looked wistfully into the dovk and empty street, and
again returned, to be again and again disappointed. We
beheld the look of patience with which she bore the brutish

threat, nay, even the drunken blow ; and we heard the agony
of tears tliat gushed from her very heart, as she sank upon
her knees in her solitary and wret^ed apartment.

A long period had elapsed, and a greater change had taken
place, by the time of casting off the suit that hung above. !*

was that of a stout, broad-shouldered, sturdy-chested man;
and we knew at once, as any body would, who glanced at that

broad-skirted green coat, with the large metal buttons, that its

wearer seldom walked forth without a dog at his heels, and
some idle ruf&an, the very counterpart of himself, at his side.

The vices of the hoy had grown wi^ the man, and we &ncied
his home then—if such place deserve the name.
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We saw the bare and miserable room, destitute of fhmitare,

crowded with his wife and children, pale, hungxy, and

emaciated; the man cursing their lamentations, staggering to

the tap-room, from whence he had just returned, followed by

his wife, and a sickly infant, clamoui-ing for bread
;
and heard

the street-wrangle and noisy recrimination that his striking

her occasioned. And then imagination led us to some

metropolitan workhouse, situated in the midst of crowded

streets and alleys, filled with noxious vapours, and ringing

with boisterous cries, where an old and feeble woman, implor-

ing pardon for her son, lay dying in a close dark room, with

no child to dasp her hand, and no pure air from heaven to

fan her brow. A stranger closed the eyes that settled into a
cold unmeaning glare, and strange ears received the words
that murmured from the white and half-closed lips.

A coarse round frock, with a worn cotton neckerchief, and
other articles of clothing of the commonest description, com-
pleted the history. A prison, and the sentence—banishment

or the gallows. What would the man have given then, to be
once again the contented humble drudge of his boyish years

;

to have restored to Hfe, but for a week, a day, an hour, a
minute, only for so long a time as would enable him to say
one word of passionate regret to, and hear one sound of heart-

felt forgiveness from, the cold and ghastly form that lay
rotting in the pauper’s grave! The children wild in tho
streets, the mother a destitute widow; both deeply tainted
with the deep disgrace of the husband father’s name, and
impelled bv sheer necessity, down the precipice that had led
him to a lingering death, possibly of many years’ duration,
thousands of miles away. We had no clue to the end of the
tale

; but it was easy to g^ess its termination.
We took a step or two further on, and by way of restoring

the naturally cheerful tone of our thoughts, began fitting
visionary feet and legs into a cellar-board full of boots and
shoes, with a speed and accuracy that would have astonished
the most expert artist in leather, living. There was one pair
of boots*in particiQar

—

a jolly, good-tempered, heariy-looking,
pair of tops, that excited our wannest regard

; and we had
^t a red-faced, jovial fellow of a market-gardener into
wem, before we had made their acquaintance half a minute,^ey were ju^ the very thing for him. There were his huge

egs bulging over the tops, and fitting them too tight to
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admit of his tucking in the loops he had pulled them on by

;

^d his knee-cords with an interval of stocking ;
and his blue

apron tucked up round his waist
;
and his red neckerchief and

blue coat^ and a white hat stuck on one side of his head ;
and

there he stood with a broad grin on his great red fSoce,

whistling away, as if any other idea but that of being happy

and comfortable had never entered hfs brain.

This was the very man after our own heart
;
we know all

about him
;
we had seen him coming up to Covent-garden in

his green chaise-cart, witli the fat tubby little horse, half a

thousand times
;
and even while we cast an affectionate look

upon his boots, at that instant, the form of a coquettish

servant-maid suddenly sprung into a pair of Denmark satin

shoes that stood beside them, and we at once recognised the

very girl who accepted his offer of a ride, just on this side the

Hammersmith suspension-bridge, the very last Tuesday morn-

ing we rode into town from Richmond.

A very smart female, in a showy bonnet, stepped into a

pair of gray cloth boots, with black fnnge and binding, that

were studiously pointing out their toes on the other side of

the top-boots, and seemed very anxious to engage his atten-

tion, but we didn’t observe that our friend the market-

gardener appeared at all captivated with these blandishments ;

for beyond giving a knowing wink when they first began, as

if to imply that he quite understood their end tmd object, he
took no fiirther notice of them. His indifference, however,

was amply recompensed by the excessive gallantry of a very

old gentleman with a silver-headed stick, who tottered into a
pair of large list shoes, that were standing in one comer of

the board, and indulged in a variety of gestures expressive of his

admiration of the lady in the cloth boots, to the immeasurable
amusement of a young fellow we put into a pair of long-
quartered pumps, who we thought would have split the coat
that slid down to meet him, with laughing.
We had been looking on at this little pantomime with great

satisfaction for some time, when, to our unspeakable astonish-

ment, we perceived that the whole of the characters, including
a numerous cofjfs de ballet of boots and shoes in the back-
ground, into which we had been hastily thrusting as many
feet as we could press into the service, were arranging them-
selves in order for dancing

;
and some music striking up at

tiie moment, to it they went without delay. It was perfectly
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deliglitful to witness the agiliiy of the market-gardener. Out
went the hoots, first on one side, then on the other, then

cutting, then shujBhng, then setting to the Denmark satins,

then advancing, then retreating, then going round, and then

repeating tlie whole of the evolutions again, without appear-

ing to suffer in the least from the violence of the exercise.

Nor were the Denmark satins a bit behindhand, for they
jumped and bounded about, in all directions; and though
they were neither so regular, nor so true to the time as the

cloth boots, still, as they seemed to do it fiom the heart, and
to enjoy it more, we candidly confess that we preferred their

stylo of dancing to the other. But the old gentleman in the
list shoes was the most amusing object in the whole party

;

for, besides his grotesque attempts to appear youthful, and
amorous, which were sufficiently entertaining in themselves,
the young fellow in the pumps managed so artfully that every
time the old gentleman advanced to salute the lady in the
cloth boots, he trod with his whole weight on the old fellow’s

toes, which made him roar with anguisli, and rendered all the
others like to die of laughing.
We were in the full enjoyment of these festivities when we

heard a shrill, and by no means musical voice, exclaim,
‘‘Hope you’ll know me agin, imperencel” and on looking
intently forward to see from whence the sound came, we found
that it proceeded, not from the young lady in the cloth boots,
as we had at first been inclined to suppose, but from a bulky
lady of elderly appearance who was seated in a chair at the
head of tne cellar-steps, apparently for the purpose of super-
intending the sale of the articles arranged there.
A barrel organ which had been in full force close behind

us, ceased playing; the people we hod been fitting into the
shoes and ^ots took to flight at the interruption

; and as we
were conscious that in the depth of our meditations we might
liave been rudely staring at the old lady for half an hour

out knowing it, we took to flight too, and were soon
immersed m the deepest obscurity of the adjacent “ Dials.”





ten
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CHAPTER VIL

HACKITET-OOACn STANDS.

We maintain tliat Ixackney-coaclies, properly so called^

belong solely to the metropolis. We may be told, that thare

are hackney-coach stands in Edinburgh
;
and not to go quite

so far for a contradiction to our position, we may be remmded
that Liverpool, Manchester, “ and other large towns **

(as the

Parliamentary phrase goes), have their hackney-coach stands.

We readily concede to these places, the possession of certain

vehicles, which may look almost as dirty, and even go ahnoet

as slowly, as London hackney-coaches : but that they have the

slightest claim to compete with the metropolis, either in point

of stands, drivers, or cattle, we indignantly deny.

Take a regular, ponderous, rickety, London hackney-coach

of the old school, and let any man have the boldness to assert,

if he can, that he ever beheld any object on the face of the

earth which at all resembles it, unless, indeed, it were another

hackney-coach of the same date. We have recently observed

on certain stands, and we sdty it with deep regret, rather

dapper green chariots, and coaches of polished yellow, with
four wheels of the same colour as the coach, whereas it is

perfectly notorious to every ono who has studied the subject,

that every wheel ought to be of a different colour, and a
different size. These are innovations, and, like other mis-
called improvements awful signs of the restlessness of the

pubho mind, and the little respect paid to our time-honoured
institutions. Why should hackney-coaches be clean ? Our
ancestors foimd them dirty, and left them so. 'NVhy should
we, with a feverish wish to ‘‘keep moving,^' desire to roll

along at the rate of six miles an hour, while thpy were con-
tent to rumble over the stones at four P These are solemn
considerations. Hackney-coaches are part and parcel of the
law of the land

j
they were settled by the Legislature

;
plated

-and numbered by the wisdom of Parliament.

Then why have they been swamped by cabs and omnibuses?
Or why should people be allowed to ride quickly for ^ghtpenoe
a mile, after Farliameni: hud come to the solemn decision that

#
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they should pay a shilling a mile for riding slowly? We
pause for a reply;—and, having no chance of getting one,

begin a fresh paragraph.

Our acquaintance with haclmey-coach stands is of long

standing. We are a walking book of fares, feeling ourselves

half-bound, as it were, to be always in the right on contested

points. We know aH the regidar watermen within three

miles df Covent-garden by sight, and should be almost

tempted to believe that all the hackney-coach horses in that

district knew us by sight too, if one-half of tliem were not

blind. We take great interest in hackney-coaches, but we
seldom drive, having a knack of turning ourselves over, when
wo attempt to do so. We are as great friends to horses,

hackney-coach and otherwise, as the renowned Mr. Martin, of

costermonger notoriety, and yet we never ride. We keep no
horse, but a clotbes-horse

;
enjoy no saddle so much as a

saddle of’ mutton
;
and, following our own inclinations, have

never followed the hounds. Leaving these fleeter means of
getting over the ground, or of depositing oneself upon it, to

those who like them, by backney-coach stands we take our
stand.

There is a hackney-coach stand under the very window at

which we are writing
;
there is only one coacli on it now, but

it is a fair specimen of the class of vehicles to which we have
alluded—a great, lumbering, square concern of a dingy yellow
colour (like a bilious brunette), with very small glasses, but
very large frames

; the panels ore ornamented udth a faded
coat of arms, in shape something like a dissected bat, the
axletree is red, and the majority of the wheels are green.
The box is partially covered by an old great-coat, with a
multiplicity of capes, and some extraordinary-looking clothes

;

and the straw, with which the canvas cushion is stuffed is

sticking up in several places, as if in rivaliy of the hay,
which is peeping through the chinks in the boot. The horses,
with drooping heads, and each with a mane and tail as scanty
and straggling as those of a worn-out rocking-horse, are
standing patiently on some damp straw, occasionally wincing,
and rattling the harness

;
and, now and then, one of them lifts

his mouth to the ear of his companion, as if he were saying,
in a whisper, that he should like to assassinate the coachman.
The coachm^ himself is in the watering-house; and the
waterman, with his hands forced into his pockets, as far as
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ttiey can possibly go, is dancing the double shuffle/’ in front

of the pump, to keep his feet warm.
The servant-girl, with the pink ribbons, at No. 5, oppodte,

suddenly opens the street door, and four small children forth-

with rush out, and scream ''Coach!” with all their might and
main. The waterman darts from the pump, seizes the horses

by their respective bridles, and drags them, and the coach too,

round to the house, shouting all the time for the coachman ai

the very top, or. rather very bottom of his voice, for it is a

deep bass growl. A response is heard from the tap-room

;

the coachman, in his wooden-soled shoes, makes the street

echo again as he runs across it
; and then there is such a

struggling, and backing, and grating of the kennel, to get

the coach-door opposite the house-door, that the children are

in perfect ecstasies of delight. What a commotion I The old

lady, who has been stopping there for the last month, is going

back to the country. Out comes box after box, and one side

of the vehicle is filled with luggage in no time
;
the children

get into everybody’s way, and the youngest, who has upset

himself in his attempts to carry an umbrella, is borne off

wounded and kicking. The youngsters disappear, and a short

pause ensues, during which the old lady is, no doubt, kissing

them all round in the back parlour. She appears at last,

foUowed by her mariied daughter, all the children, and both

the servants, who, with the joint assistance of the coachman
and waterman, manage to get her safely into the coach. A
cloak is handed in, and a little basket, which we could almost

swear contains a small black bottle, and a paper of sandwiches.

Up go the steps, bang goes the door, " Golden-cross, Charing-

cross, Tom,” saya the waterman, " Good bye, grandma,” cry

the children, off jingles the coach at the rate of three miles

an hour, and the momma and children retire into the house,

with the exception of one little viUain, who runs up the street

at the top of his speed, pursued by the servant
;
not ill pleased

to have such an opportunity of displaying her attractions.

She brings him back, and, after casting two or three gracious

glances across the way, which are eifiier intended for us or

the potboy (we are not quite certain which) shuts the door,

and the hackney-coach stand is again at a stand still.

We have been frequently amused with the intense delight

with which " a servant of work,” who is sent for a coach,

depodts herself inside and the unspeakable gratification
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wliicli toys, wiio have been despatched on a similar errand,

appear to derive from mounting the box. But we never

recollect to have been more amused with a hackney-coach

party, than one we saw early the other morning in Totten-

ham-court-road. It was a wedding party, and emerged from,

one of the inferior streets near Fitzroy-square. There were

the bride, with a thin white di’ess, and a great red face ; and

the bridesmaid, a little, dumpy, good-humoured young woman,

dressed, of course, in the same appropriate costume
;
and the

bridegroom and his chosen friend, in blue coats, yellow waist-

coats, white trousers, and Berlin gloves to match. They

stopped at the corner of the street, and called a coach with an

air of indescribable dignity. The moment they were in, the

bridesmaid threw a red shawl, which she had, no doubt,

brought on purj^ose, negligently over tlie number on the door,

evidently to delude pedestrians into the belief that the

hackney-coach was a private carriage
;
and away they went,

perfectly satisfied that the imposition was successful, and quite

unconscioiis that there was a great staring number stuck up
behind, on a plate as large as a schoolboy's slate. A shilling

a mile !—^the ride was worth five, at least, to them.

What an interesting book a hackney-coach might produce,

if it could carry as much in its head as it does in its body

!

The autobiography of a broken-down haclmey-coach, would
surely be as amusing as the autobiography of a broken-down
hackneyed dramatist

;
and it might tell as much of its travels

with the pole, as others have of their expeditit^ns to it. How
many stories might he related of the different people it had
conveyed on matters of business or profit—^pleasure or pain

!

And how many melancholy tales of the same people at

different periods ! The country-girl—the ahow}% over-dressed

woman—the drunken prostitute! The raw apprentice—the

dissipated spendtlirift—the thief!

Talk of cabs ! Cabs are all very well in cases of expedition,

when it 's a matter of neck or noth! .g, life or death, your
temporary home or your long one. But, beside a cab’s
lacking that gravity of deportment which so peculiarly distin-

guishes a hackney-coach, let it never be forgotten that a cab
is a thing of yesterday, and that he never was anjrthing better.

A hackney-cab has always been a hacknoy-cab, from his first

entry into public life
; whereas a hackney-coach is a remnant

of past gentdily, a victim to fashioi^ a hanger-on of an old
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English family, wearing their arms, and, in days of yore,

escorted by men wearing their livery, stripped of his finery,

and thrown upon the world, like a once-smart footman when
he is no longer sufficiently juvenile for his office, progressing

lower and lower in the scale of four-wheeled degradation, until

at last it comes to—a stand /

CHAPTER VIIT.

DOCTORS* COMMONS.

Walking without any definite object, through St. Paul's

Churchyard, a little while ago, we happened to turn down a
street entitled Paul’s-chain," and keeping straight forward

for a few hundred yards, found ourself, as a natural conse-

quence, in Doctors’ Commons. Now Doctors’ Commons being

familiar by name to everybody, as the place where they grant

marriage-licences to love -sick couples, and divorces to unfaith-

ful ones
;
register the wills of people who have any property

to leave, and punish hasty gentlemen who call ladies by
impleasant names, wo no sooner discovered that we were
really within its precincts, then w^e felc a laudable desire to

become better acquainted therewith
;

find as the first object of

our curiosity was the Court, w’hose decrees can even unloose

the bonds of matrimony, we procured a direction to it
;
and

bent our steps thither witliout delay.

Crossing a quiet and shady comd-yard, paved with stone,

and frowned upon by old red brick houses, on the doors of

which were painted the names of sundry learned civilians, we
paused before a smtiU, green-baized, brass-headed-nailed

door, which yielding to our gentle push, at once admitted us

into an old quaint-looking apartment, with sunken windows,

and black carved wainscotting, at the upper end of which,

seated on a raised platform, of semicircular shape, were about

a dozen solemn-looking gentlemen, in crimson gowns and wdgs.

At a more elevated desk in the centre, sat a very fat and

red-faced gentleman, in tortoise-shell spectacles, whose digni-

fied appearance announced the judge; and round a long

green-baized table belo^, something like a bilHard-table
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without the cushions and pockets, were a number of Tory

self-important-looking personages, in stiff neckcloths, and

black gowns with white fur collars, whom we at once set down

as proctors. At the lower end of the billiard-table was an

individual in an arm-chair, and a wig, whom we ^rwards

discovered to be the registrar ;
and seated behind a little desk,

near the door, were a respectable looking man in black, of

about twenty stone weight or thereabouts, and a fat-faced,

smirking, civil-looking body, in a black gown, black kid

gloves, knee shorts, and silks, with a shirt-frill in his bosom,

curls on his head, and a silver staff in his hand, whom we
bad no difficulty in recognising as the officer of the CJourt.

The latter, indeed, speedily set our mind at rest upon this

point, for, advancing to oui elbow, and opening a conversation

forthwith, ho had communicated to us, in less than five

minutes, that he was the apparitor, and the other the court-

keeper; that this was the Arches Court, and therefore the

counsel wore red gowns, and the proctors fur collars; and

that when the other courts sat there, they didn’t wear red

gowns or fur collars either
;
with many other scraps of intelli-

gence equally interesting. Besides these two officers, there

was a little thin old man, with long grizzly hair, crouched in a
remote comer, whose duty, our communicative friend informed

us, was to ring a large hand-beU when the Court opened in

the morning, and who, for aught his appearance betokened to

the contrary, might have been similarly employed for the last

two centuries at ]3ast.

The red-faced gentleman in the tortoise-shell spectacles had
got all the talk to himself just then, and veiy well he was
doing it, too, only he spoke very fast, but that 'was habit

; and
rather thick, but that was good living. So we had plenty of
time to look about us. There was one individual who amused
us mightily. This was one of the bewigged gentlemen in the
red robes, who was straddling before the fire in the centre of
the Court, in the attitude of the brazen Colossus, to the com-
plete exclusion of every body else. He had gathered up hia
robe behind, in. much the same manner as a slovenly woman
would her petticoats on a very dirty day, in order that ha
might feel the full warmth of the fire. His wig was put on
all awry, with the tail straggling about his neck, his scanty
gray trousers and short black gaiters, made in the worst
possible style, imparted an additional inelegant appearanoo
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to Hs imcouth person
;
and his limp, badly starched diirt«

cx>llar almost obscured his eyes. We shall never be able ta

claim any credit as a physiognomist again, for, after a careful

scrutiny of this gentleman’s countenance, we had come to the

conclusion that it bespoke nothing but conceit and silliness,

when our friend with the silver staff whispered in our ear that

he was no other than a doctor of civil law, and heaven knows
what besides. So of course we were mistaken, and he must

be "4, very talented man. Ho conceals it so well though

—

perhaps with the merciful view of not astonishing ordinary

people too much—that you would suppose him to be one of

the stupidest dogs alive.

The gentleman in the spectacles having concluded his judg-

ment, and a few minutes having been allowed to elapse, to-

afford time for the buzz in the Court to subside, the registrar

called on the next cause, which was ** the office of the Judge

promoted by Bumple against Sludberry.” A general move-

baent was visible in the Court, at this announcement, and the

obliging functionary with silver staff whispered us that **
thei'e

would be some fun now, for this was a brawling case.”

We were not rendered much the wiser by tliis piece of

information, till we found by the opening speech of the

fiduiisel for the promoter, that, under a half-obsolete stabite of

of the Edwards, the court was empowered to visit with

die penalty of excommunication, any person who should be

proved guilty of the crime of ** brawling,” or ** smiting,” in

any church, or vestry adjoining thereto
;
and it appeared, by

nbme eight-and-twenty affidavits, which were duly referred to,

t

hat on a certain night, at a certain vestry-meeting, in a

ertain parish particulorly set fortli, J’liomas Sludberiy, tho

)arty appeared against in that suit, had made use of, and

ipplied to Michael Bumple, the promoter, the words ** You be

)lowed
j
” and that, on the said Michael Bumple and others

•emonstrating with the said Thomas Sludberry on the-

mpropriety of his conduct, the said Thomas Sludberry

|repeated the aforesaid expression, You be blowed
;
” and

Ifurthermore desired and requested to know, wdiether the

;

said Michael Bumple wanted anything for himself; ” adding,

‘^that if the said Michael Bumplo did want anything for

himself, he, the said Thomas Sludberry, was tho man to give

it him; ” and at the same time making use of other heinous

and sinfiJ expressions, aU of which, Bumple submitted, came
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witliin the intent and meaning of the Act ;
and therefore he^

for the soul’s health and chastening of Sludberry, prayed for

sentence of excommunication against him accordingly.
^

Upon these facts a long argument was entered into, on

both sides, to the great edification of a number of persons

interested in the parochial squabbles, who crowded the court

;

and when some very long and grave speeches had been made

pro and con, the red-faced gentleman in the tortoiseshell

spectacles took a review of the case, which occupied half an

hour more, and then pronounced upon Sludberry the awfiil

sentence of excommunication for a fortnight, and payment of

the costs of the suit. Upon this, Sludberry, who was a little,

red-faced, sly-looking, ginger-beer seller, addressed the court,

and said, if they ’d be good enough to take off the costs, and

excommunicate him for the term of his natural life instead, it

would be much more convenient to him, for he never went to

church at aU. To this appeal the gentleman in the spectacles

made no other reply than a look of virtuous indignation
;
and

Sludberry and his friends retired. As the man with the

silver staff informed us that the court was on the point of

rising, we retired too—pondering, as we walked away, upon
the beautiful spirit of these ancient ecclesiastical laws, the

kind and neighbourly feelings they are calculated to awolcen,

and the strong attachment to religious institutions which they

cannot fail to engender.

We were so lost in these meditations, thrt we had turned

into the stree;, and run up against a door-post, before we
recollected where we were walking. On looking upwards to

see what house we had stumbled upon, the words Preroga*
tive-Office,” written in large characters, met our eye

;
and as

we were in a sight-seeing humour and the place was a public
one, walked in.

The room into which we walked, was a long, bui^-Iooking
place, partitioned off, on either side, into a variety of little

boxes, in which a few clerks urere engaged in copying or
examining deeds. Down the centre of the room were several
desks nearly breast high, at each of which, three or four
people were standing, poring over large volumes. As we
knew that they were searcliing for wills, they attracted our
attention at once.

It was curious to contrast the lazy indifference of the
attorneys clerks who were making a search for some legal
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purpose, with the air of earnestness and interest which distin-

guished the strangers to the place, who were looking up the

will of some deceased relative
;
the former pausing every now

and then with an impatient yawn, or raising their heads to look

at the people who passed up and down the room
;
the latter

stooping over the book, and running down column after

column of names in the deepest abstraction.

There was one little dirty*faced man in a blue apron, who
after a whole morning’s search, extending some fifty year®* back,

bad just found the will to which he wished to refer, which one

of the officials w’as reading to him in a low hurried voice from
a thick vellum book with large clasps. It was perfectly

evident tliat the more the clerk read, the less the man with the

blue apron understood about the matter. Wlien the volume

was first brought down, he took off his hat, smoothed down
his hair, smiled with great self-satisfaction, and looked up in

the reader’s face with the air of a man who had made up his

mind to recollect every word ho heard. The first two or threo

lines were intelligible enough; but then the technicalities

began, and the little man began to look rather dubious.

Then came a whole string of complicated trusts, and he was
regularly at sea. As the reader proceeded, it was quite apparent

that it was a hopeless case, and the little man, with his mouth
open and his eyes fixed upon his face, looked on with an ex-

pression of bewilderment and perplexity irresistibly ludicrous.

A little further on, a hard-featured old man with a deeply

wrinkled face, was intently perusing a lengthy will with the

aid of a pair of horn spectacles : occasionally pausing from

his task, and slily noting down some brief memorandum of

the bequests contained in it. Every wrinlde about his tooth-

less mouth, and sharp keen eyes, told of avarice and cunning.

His clothes were nearly threadbare, but it was easy to see

that he wore them from choice and not from necessity
;

all his

looks and gestures down to the very small pinches of snuff

which he every now and then took from a little tin canister,

told of wealth, and penuiy, and avarice.

As he leisurely closed the register, put up his spectacles, and
folded his scraps of paper in a large leathern pocket-book,

we thought what a nice hard bargain he was driving with

some poverty- stricken legatee, w'ho, tired of waiting year after

year, tmtil some life-interest should fall in, was selling his

chance, just as it began ^to grow most valuable, for a twelfth
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part of its wortli. It was a good speculatioii— very aafii

one. The old man stowed his pocket-book oarefhllj in the

breast of his great-coat, and hobbled away with a leer of

triumph. That will had made him ten years younger at the

lowest computation.

Having commenced our observations, we should certainly

have extended them to another dozen of people at least, had
not a sudden shutting up and putting away of the worm-eaten
old books, warned us that the time for closing the office had
arrived

; and thus deprived us of a pleasure, and spared our
readers an infliction.

We naturally fell into a train of reflection as we walked
homewardft?, upon the cunous old records of likings and
dislikings; of jealousies and revenges; of affection defying
the^ power of death, and hatred pui’sned beyond the grave,
which these depositaries contain; silent but striking tokens,
some of them, of excellence of heart, and nobleness of soul

;

melancholy examples, others, of the worst passions of human
nature. How many men as they lay speechless and helpless
on the bed of death, would have given worlds but for the
strength and power to blot out the silent evidence of animosily^d bitterness, which now stands registered against them in
Doctors’ Commons

!

CHAPTER IX.

lokdon kxcbxatioks.

The Hi8li of persons in the humbler classes of life to at»^ makers and customs of those whom fortune haa plaid

o^Iti remark, and not Lfte-q ntly of complamt. The inclination may, and no doubtdoes, exist to a great extent, amonir the ™«ii nmiiirr i,

« .p. ns
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Hieir mi^poificenoe in that exclinedye hatuxt of fashion and
foolery. Aspiring young ladies, wKo read flaming aocounts

of some “ fancy fair in high life,” suddenly grow desperately

charitable
;
visions of admiration and matrimony float before

their eyes ; some wonderfully meritorious institution, which,

by the strangest accident in the world, has never been heard
of before, is discovered to be in a languishing condition

:

Thomson's great room, or Johnson's nursery-ground is forth

with engaged, and the aforesaid young ladies, from mere
charity, exMbit themselves for three days, from twelve to four,

for the small charge of one shilling per head ! With the

exception of these classes of society, however, and a few weak
and insignificant persons, we do not think the attempt at

imitation to which we have alluded, prevails in any great

degree. The different character of the recreations of different

classes, has often afforded us amusement
;
and we have chosen

it for the subject of our present sketch, in the hope that it

may possess some amusement for our readers.

If the regular City man, who leaves Lloyd’s at five o’clock,

and drives home to Hackney, Clapton, Stamford-hill, or else-

where, can be said to have any daily recreation beyond his

dinner, it is his garden. He never does anything to it with

his own hands; but be takes great pride in it notwith-

standing ;
and if you are desirous of paying your addresses

to the youngest daughter, be sure to be in raptures with every

flower and shrub it contains. If your poverty of expression

compel you to make any distinction between the two, we
would certainly recommend your bestowing more admiration

on his garden than his wine. Ho always takes a walk round

it, before he starts for town in the morning, and is par-

tioularly anxious that the fish-pond should be kept specially

neat. If you call on him on Sunday in summer-time, about

an hour before dinner, you will find him sitting in an arm-

dbair, on the lawn behind the house, with a straw hat on,

reading a Sunday paper. A short distance from him you will

most likely observe a handsome paroquet in a large brass-wire

cage ; ten to one but the two eldest girls are loitering in one

of the side walks accompanied by a couple of young gentle-

men, who ore holding parasols over them—of coiirse only to

keep the sun off—^wbile the younger children, with the under

nurseiy-maid, are strolling listlessly about, in the ifliade.

Beyond tl 3se occasionsy» his delight in his gai^%a appears to
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arise more from the conBciousness of possession than actual

enjoyment of it. When he drives you down to dinner on a
week-day, he is rather fatigued with the occupations of tho

morning, and tolerably cross into the bargain
;
but when the

cloth is removed, and ho has drank three or four glasses of his

favourite port, he orders the French windows of his dining-

room (which of course look into the garden) to be opened, and
throwing a silk handkerchief over his head, and leaning back
in his arm-chair, descants at considerable length upon its

beauty, and the cost of maintaining it. This is to impress you—who are a young friend of the family—vdth a due sense of
the excellence of the garden, and the wealth of its owner;
and when he has exhausted the subject, he goes to sleep.

There is another and a very different class of men, whose
recreation is their garden. An individual of this class,

resides some short distance from town—say in the Hampstead-
road, or the Kilburn-road, or any other road where the houses
are small and neat, and have little slips of back garden. He
and his wife—who is as clean and compact a little body as
himself-—have occupied the same house ever since he retired
from business twenty years ago. Tliey have no family.
They once had a son, wlio died at about five years old, Tho
child s portrait hangs over the mantelpiece in the best sitting-
room, and a little cart he used to draw about, is carefully
preserved as a relic.

In fine weather the old gentleman is almv^ constantly in
the g^den

;
ana when it is too wet to go into it, he will look

out of the window at it by tJie hour together. He has always
something to do there, and you will see him digging, and
sweeping, and cutting, and planting, with manifest delight,
n spring time, there is no end to the sowing of seeds, and
sticlan^ httle bite of wood over them, with labels, which look
hke epitaphs to fheir memory; and in the evening, when the
fcun has gone doum, the perseverance with which he luge a^eat watenng-pot about is perfectly astonishing. The only

evPTO
10 has, is the newspaper, which ho peruses

int^stte^
be^nnmg to end, generally reading the most

to his wife, during breakfast.

ou^ teS Xe in the littlf front

Xn’o^X;), P"'’® “ too: and^hen one of th^&ur fruit-trees iiroducts rather a larger gooa«>
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beny tlian usual, it is carefully preserved under a wine*glasi

on the sideboard, for the edification of visitors, who are duly

informed that Mr. So-and-so planted the tree which produced
it, with his own hands. On a summer’s evening, when the

largo watering-pot has been filled and emptied some fourteen

times, and the old couple have quite exhausted themselves by
trotting about, you will see them sitting happily together in

the littlo summer-house, enjoying the calm and peace of the

twiliglit, and watching the sliadows as they fall upon the

garden, and gradually growing thicker and more sombre,

obscure the tints of their gayest flowers—no bad emblem of

the years that have silently rolled over their heads, deadening

in their course the brightest hues of early hopes and feelings

which have long since faded away. These are their only

recreations, and they require no more. They have within

themselves, the materials of comfort and content; and the

only anxiety of each, is to die before the other.

This is no ideal sketch. There med to be many old people

of this description
;
their numbers may have diminished, and

may decrease stiU more. Whether the course female educa-

tion has taken of late days—whether the pursuit of giddy

frivolities, and empty nothings, has tended to unfit women for

that quiet domestic life, in which they show far more beauti-

fully than in the most crowded assembly, is a question we
should feel little gratification in discussing : wo hope not.

Let us turn now, to another portion of the London popula-

tion, whose recreations present about as strong a contrast as

can well be conceived—we mean the Sunday pleasurers ; and
let us beg our readers to imagine themselves stationed by our

side in some well-known rural ** Tea-gardens.”

The heat is intense this afternoon, and the people, of whom
there are additional parties arriving every moment, look as

warm as the tables wliich have been recently painted, and have
the appearance of being red-hot. W'hat a dust and noise! Men
and women—boys and girls—sweethearts and married people

—babies in arms, and children in chaises—^pipes and shrimps

—cigars and periwinkles—^tea and tobacco. Gentlemen, in

alarming waistcoats, and steel watch-guards, promenading
about, three abreast, with surprising dignity (or as the gentle-

man in the next box facetiouidy observes, “ cutting it uncom-
mon fat ! ” )—^ladies, with great, long, white pocket-handker-

chiefs like small tabl^-doths, in tkeir han^ chasing one
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another on the grass in tlie most playful and intoreatmg

manner, with the view of attracting the attention of the afore-

eaid gentlemen—^husbands in perspective ordering bottlea of

ginger-beer for the objects of their affections, with a lavish

disregard of expense; and the said objects washing down
huge quantities of ^‘shrimps” and winkles/' with an equal
disregard of their own bodily hcaltli and subse(|uent comfort—boys, with great silk hats just balanced on the top of their
heads, smoking cigars, and trying to look as if they liked
them—gentlemen in pink shirts and blue waistcoats, occasion-
ally upsetting either themselves or somebody else, with their
own canes.

Some of the finery of these people provokes a smile, but
they are all clean, and happy, and disposed to bo good-natured
nnd socipK-le. Those two motherly-looking women in the
smart pelisses, who are chatting so confidentially, inserting a
ma'am" at every foui*th word, scraped an acquaintance

about a quarter of an hour ago : it originated in admiration
<»f the little boy who belongs to one of them—that diminutivo
specimen of mortality in the three-cornered pink satin hat
mth black feathers, '^e two men in the blue coats and drab
trousers, who are walking up and do\vn, smoking their pipes,
are their husbands. The party in the opposite box are a
pretty fair specimen of the generality of the visitors. These
are the father and mother, and old grandmother: a younirman and woman, and an individual addressed by the euph^m<m title 01 “ Uncle Bill,” who is evidently the wit of the
party. They have some half-dozen children with them, hut itM scarcely necessary to notice the fact, for that is a matter of^ beaumamrf for any len^ of time, must have had twins on two

at U^fo
“expressible delight of the old grandmother,

follnwfl T,*
explosion of mirth which

” 0“ the waiSt^
Bill’s^ nie^ . L
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and ddightful to tlie elder ones. As to the old grandmother,
she is in perfect ecstasies, and does nothing but laugh herself

into fits of coughing, un^ they have finished the ** gin-and-

water warm with,’* of which Unde Bill ordered “ghisses

round” after tea, ‘‘just to keep the night air out, and do it

up comfortable and riglar artcr sitch an as-tonishing hot

day!”
It is getting dark, and the people begin to move. The

field leading to town is quite full of them
;
the little 1 and-

chaises are dragged wearily along, the childi-en are tired, and
amuse themselves and the company generally by crying, or

resort to the much more pleasant expedient qf going to sleep

—the mothers begin to wish they were at home again

—

sweethearts grow more sentimental than ever, as the t^me for

parting arrives—the gardens look mournful enough, by the

light of the two lanterns which hang against the trees for the

convenience of smokers—and the waiters, who have been
running about incessantly for the last six hours, think they

feel a little tired, as they count their glasses and their gains.

CHAPTER X.

THK RIVER.

“ Abe you fond of the water ? ” is a question very fi^uently

asked, in hot summer weather, by ami)hibiou8-looking young

men. ‘‘Very,” is the general reply. “An’t you?”—
“ Hardly ever off it,” is the response, accompanied by sundry

adjectives, expressive of the speaker’s heartfelt admiration of

that element. Now, with all respect for the opinion of society

in general, and cutter dubs in particular, we humbly suggest

that some of the most painful reminiscences in the mind of

every individual who has occasionally disported himself on the

Thames, must bo connected with his aquatic recreations.

Who ever heard of a successfiil water-party ?—or to put the

question in a still more intelligible form, who ever saw one ?

We have been on water excursions out of number, but we
solemnly declare that we cannot call to mind one single

occasion of the kind, wlpch was not marked by more miseries
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than any one would suppose could reasonably be crowded into

the space of some eight or nine hours. Something has always

gone wrong. Either the cork of the salad-dressing has come
out, or the most anxiously expected member of the party has

not come out, or the most disagreeable man in company would

come out, or a child or two have fallen into the water, or the

gentleman who undertook to steer has endangered every

body’s life all the way, or the gentlemen who volunteered to

row have been out of practice,” and performed very alarming

evolutions, putting their oars down into the water and not

being able to get them up again, or taking terrific pulls

without putting them in at all
;
in either case, pitching over

on the backs of their heads with startling violence, and
exhibiting the soles of their pumps to the ‘‘sitters” in the

boat, in a very humiliating manner.
We grant that the banks of the Thames are very beautiful

at Richmond and Twickenham, and other distant havens,
often sought though seldom reached; but from the “ Red-us

”

back to Blackfriar’s-bridge, the scene is wonderfully changed.
The Penitentiary is a noble building, no doubt, and the
sportive youths who “go in” at that particular part of the
river, on a summer’s evening, mav be all very well in per-
spective

;
but when you are obliged to keep in shore coming

home, and the young ladies will colour up, and look perse-
veringly the other way, wRile the married dittoes cough
slightly, and stare very hard at the water, you feel awkward
—especially if you happen to have been att jmpting the most
distant approiv^n to sentimentality, for an hour or two
previously.

Although experience and suffering have produced in our
mmds the result we have just stated, we are by no means
blind to a proper sense of the fun which a looker-on may
extract from the amateurs of boating. ^Vhat con be more
amusing than Searle’s yard on a fine Sunday morning? It’s
a Richmond tide, and some dozen boats are preparing for the
reception of the parties who have engaged them. Two or three
lelmws in great rough trousers and Guernsey shirts, ai*e
getfang them ready by easy stages

; now coming down they^d with a pair of sculls and a cushion—then having a diat

^ ®11 his tribe, seems to be wholly
mcapable of doing anytliing but lounging about^tben going
back again, and returning urith a rudder-line and a atretchei^
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thea solacing themselves with another chat—and then won-

dering, with their hands in their capacious pockets, “whOre
them gentlemen got to as ordered the six/* One of these,

the head man, with the legs of his trousers carefully tucked up
at Uie bottom, to admit the water, we presume—^for it is an

element in which he is infinitely more at home than on land

—is quite a character, and shares with the defunct oyster-

swallower the celebrated name of Dando/’ Watch him, as

taking a few minutes’ respite from his toils, he negligently

seats himself on the edge of a boat, and fans his bro£ul bushy
chest with a cap scarcely half so furry. liOok at his magni-

ficent, though reddish whiskers, and mark the somewhat
native humour with which he ‘^chafiTs” the boys and prentices,

or cunningly gammons the genlm’n into the gift of a glass of

gin, of which we verily believe he swallows in one day as

much as any six ordinary men, without ever being one atom
the worse for it.

But the party arrives, and Dando relieved from his state of

uncertainty, starts up into activity. Tliey approach in full

aquatic costume, with round blue jackets, striped shirts, and
caps of aU sizes and patterns, from the velvet skull-cap of

French manufacture, to the easy head-dress familiar to the

students of the old spelling-books, as Iiaving, on the authority

of the portrait, formed port of the costume of the Reverend
Mr. Dilworth.

Tliis is the most amusing time to observe a regular Sunday
water-party. There has evidently been up to this period no
inconsiderable degree of boasting on ever} body’s part relative

to his knowledge of navigation
; the sight of the Avater rapidly

cools their courage, and the air of self-denial with which each
of them insists on somebody else’s taking an oar, is perfectly

delightful. At length, after a great deal of changing and
fidgeting, consequent upon the election of a stroke-oar: the
inability of one gentleman to pull on tliis side, of another to

pull on that, and of a third to pull at all, tlie boat’s crew are

seated. ‘‘ Shove her off !
” cries the cockswain, who looks as

easy and comfortable as if he were steering in the Bay of
Biscay. The order is obeyed

;
the boat is immediately turned

completely round, and proceeds toAvards Westminster-bridge,
amidst such a splashing and struggling as never was seen
before, except when the Royal George went doAvn. ‘^Back
wa’ater, sir,’^ shouts Dajido,. ^‘Back wa’ater, you sir, ait*”
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upon whicli everybody thinking he must be the individual

referred to, they all back water, and back comes the boat

stem first, to the spot whence it started. Back water, you

sir, ait; pull roamd, you sir, for’ad, can’t you?” shouts

Dando, in a frenzy of excitement. Pull round, Tom, can’t

you?” re-echoes one of the parly. “Tom an’t for’ad,”

replies another. “ Yes, he is,” cries a third; and the unfor-

tunate young man, at the imminent risk of breaking a blood-

vessel, pulls and pulls, until the head of the boat fairly lies in

the direction of Vauxhall-bridge. “That’s right—now pull

all on you !
” shouts Dando again, adding, in an imder tone,

to som^^hody by him, “ Plowed if hever I see sich a set of

muffe !
” and away jogs the boat in a zigzag direction, every

one of the six oars dipping into the water at a different time

;

and the yard is once more clear, until the arrival of the next

party.

A well-contested rowing-match on the Thames, is a very

lively and interesting scene. The water is studded with boats

of all sorts, kinds, and descriptions
;
places in the coal-barges

at the different wharfs are let to crowds of spectators, beer

and tobacco flow freely about; men, women, and children

wait for the start in breathless expectation, cutters of six and
eight oars glide gently up and down, waiting to accompany
their proteges duiing the race; bands of music add to the

animation, if not to the harmony of the scene, groups of

watermen are assembled at the different stairs, discussing the

merits of the respective candidates : and die prize wherry
which is rowed slowly about by a pair of skulk, is an object

of general interest.

Two o’clock strikes, and everybody looks anxiously in the

direction of the bridge through which the candidates for the
prize will come—half-past two, and the general attention

which has been pieserved so long begins to flag, when
suddenly a gun is beard, and the noise of distant hurra’ing
along each bank of the river—every head is bent forward

—

the noise draws nearer and nearer—the boats which have
been waiting at the bridge start briskly up the river, and a
well-manned galley shoots through the arch, the sitters
cheering on the boats behind them, which are not yet visible.

“ Here they are,” is the general cry—and through darts
the first boat, the men in her stripped to the skin, and exert-
ing every muscle to preserve the advantage they have gained
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—-Smr other boats £>llow close astern
; there are not two

boats’ length between them—^the shouting is tremendous, and

the interest intense. Go on, Pink ”—** Give it her, Red”

—

SuUiwin for ever”— ** Bravo ! George ”— No^, Tom, now
—^now—^now—^why don’t your partner stretch out ? ”— ** Two
pots to a pint on Yellow,” &o. &c. Every little public-house

fires its gun, and hoists its fiag
;
and the men who win the

heat, come in, amidst a splashing and shouting, and banging

and confusion, whidi no one can imagine who has not

witnessed it, and of which any description would convey a

very faint idea.

One of the moat amusing places we know, is the steam-

wharf of the London Bridge, or St. Katharine’s Dock Com-
pany, on a Saturday morning in summer, when the Gravesend

and Margate steamers are usually crowded to excess
;
and as

we have just taken a glance at the river above bridge, we
hope our readers will not object to accompany us on board

a Gravesend packet.

Coaches are every moment setting down at the entrance to

the wharf, and the stare of bewildered astonishment with

which the ** fares ” resign themselves and their luggage into

the hands of the porters, who seize all the packages at once

as a matter of course, and run away with them, heaven knows
where, is laughable in the extreme. A Margate boat lies

alongside the wharf, the Gravesend boat (which starts first)

lies alongside that again
;
and as a temporary communication

is formed between file two, by means of a plank and hand-

rail, the natural confusion of the scene is by no means
diminished.

Gravesend ? ” inquires a stout father of a stout family,

who follow him, under the guidance of their mother, and a
servant, at the no small risk of two or three of them being

left behind in the confusion. Gravesend ?
”

” Pass on, if you please, sir,” replies the attendant— other

boat, sir.”

Hereupon the stout father, being rather mystified, and the

stout mother rather distracted by maternal anxiety, the whole
party deposit themselves in the Margate boat, and after having
congratulated himself on having secured veiy comfortable
seats, the stout father sallies to the chimney to look for his

luggage, which he has a ftdnt recollection of having given

some man, something, ,to take somewhere. No luggage^
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howaver, bearing the most remote resemblance to his otni»

in shape or form, is to be discovered ;
on which the stout

father calls very loudly for an officer, to whom he states the

case, in the presence of another father of another family

a little tliio man—who entirely concurs witii him (the stout

fatlier) in thinking that it 'a high time something was done

with these steam companies, and that as the Corporation Bill

failed to do it, something else must
;
for really people’s pro-

perty is not to be sacrificed in this way; and that if the

luggage isn’t restored without delay, he will take care it shall

be put in the papers, for the public is not to be the victim of

these great monopolies. To this, the officer, in his turn,

replies, that that company, ever since it has been St. Kat'rine’e

Dock Company, has protected life and property
;
that if it had

been the London Bridge Wharf Company, indeed, he shouldn’t

have wondered, seeing that the morality of that Company (they

being the opposition) can’t be answered for, by no one ;
but

as it is, he ’s convinced there must be some mistake, and he

wouldn’t mind making a solemn oath afore a magistrate, that

the gentleman ’U find his luggage afore he gets to Margate.

Here the stout father, thinking he is making a capital point,

replies, that as it happens, he is not going to Margate at all,

and that Passenger to Gravesend” was on the luggage, in

letters of foil two inches long
;
on which the officer rapidly

explains the mistake, and the stout mother, and the stout

children, and the servant, are hurried with all possible de-

spatch on board the bravesend boat, which they reach just in

time to discf ^" er that their luggage is there, and that their

comfoi*table seats are not. Then the bell, which is the signal

for the Gravesend boat starting, begins to ring most furiously

:

and people keep time to the bell, by running in and out of our
boat at a double-quick pace. The bell stops; the boat starts:

people who have been teking leave of their friends on board,
are carried away against their will

;
and people who have

been taking leave of tlieir friends on shore, find that they
have performed a very needless ceremony, in consequence of
their not being carried away at all. The regular passengers,
who have season-tickets, go below to breakfast

;
people who

nave purchased morning papers, compose themselves to reed
them

;
arid people who have not been down the river before,

tiiink that both the shipping and the water look a great deal
better at a distance.
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Wlien we get down about as far as Blaokwall, and begin to

move at a quicker rate, the spirits of the passengers appear

to rise in proportion. Old women who have brouight large

wicker hand-baskets with them, set seriously to work at the

demolition of heavy sandwiches, and pass round a wine-glass,

which is frequently replenished from a flat bottle like a

stomach-warmer, with considerable glee : handing it first to

the gentleman in the foraging cap, who plays the harp

—

partly as an expression of satisfaction with his previous

exertions, and partly to induce him to play ** Dumbledumb-
deary,’' for Alick'' to dance to; which being done, Alick,

who is a damp earthy child in red worsted socks, takes certain

small jumps upon the deck, to the unspeakable satisfaction of

his family circle. Girls who have brought the first volume
of somo new novel in their reticule, become extremely plain-

tive, and expatiate to Mr. Brown, or young Mr. O’Brien, who
has been looking over them, on the blueness of the sky, and
brightness of the water

;
on which Mr. Brown or Mr. O’Brien,

as the case may be, remarks in a low voice that he has been

quite insensible of late to the beauties of nature—that his

whole thoughts and wishes have centred in one object alone

—

whereupon the ys^ung lady looks up, and failing in her attempt

to appear unconscious, looks down again
;
and turns over the

next leaf with great difficulty, in order to afford opportunity

for a leng^ened pressure of the hand.

Telescopes, sandwiches, and glasses of brandy-and-water

cold without, begin to be in great requisition
;
and bashful

men who have been looking down the hatchway at the engine,

find, to their great relief, a subject on which they can converse

with one another—and a copious one toe—Steam.

Wonderful thing steam, sir.” ‘‘Ah! (a deep-drawn sigh)

it is indeed, sir,” “ Great power, sir.” “ Immense—im-

mense !
” “ Great deal done by steam, sir.” “ Ah 1 (another

sigh at the immensity of the subject, and a knowing shake of

the head) you may say that, sir.” “ Still in its infancy, they

say, sir.” Novel remarks of this kind, are generally the

commencement of a conversation w^hich is prolonged until the

conclusion of the trip, and, perhaps, lays the foundation of a

speaking acquaintance between half a dozen gentlemen, who,
having their families at Ghravesend, take season-tickets for the

boat, and dine on board regularly every afternoon.
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CHAPTER XL

ASTLKI’S.

We never see any veiy large, staring, black Roman capitals,

in a book, or sbop-window, or placarded on a wall, without

their immediately recalling to our mind an indistinct and
confused recollection of the time when we were first initiated

in the mysteries of the alphabet. We almost fancy we see

the pin’s pc int following the letter, to impress its form more
strongly on our bewildered imagination

;
and wince involun-

tarily, as we remember the hard knuckles with which the

reverend old lady who instilled into oui mind the first

principles of education for ninepence per week, or ten and eix-

pence per quarter, was wont to poke our juvenile head
occasionally, by w’ay of adjusting the confusion of ideas in
which we were generally involved. The same kind of feeling

pursues us in many other instances, but there is no place
which recals so strongly our recollections of childhood as
Astley’s. It was not a Royal Amphitheatre in those days,
nor had Bucrow arisen to shed the light of classic taste and
portable gas over the saw dust of the circus

; but the whole
character oi the place wus the same, the pieces were the same,
the clown’s jokes were the same, the - riding-masters were
equally g^.ind, the comic performers equally witty, the
tragedians equally hoarse, and the highly-trained chargers’*
equally spirited. Astley’s has altered for the better—we have
changed for the worse. Our histrionic taste is gone, and with
shame we confess, that we are far more delighted and amused
with the audience, than with the pageantry we once so highly
appreciated.

We like lo watch a regular Astley’s parly in the Easter or
idsummer holidays—pa and ma, and nine or ten children,

varjingfrom five foot six to two foot eleven: from fourteen
years of age to four. Wo had just taken our seat in one of
the boxes, in the centre of the house, the other night, when
the next was occupied by just such a party as we should have
attempted to describe, had we depicted om- beau ideal of a
group of Astley’s visitors.
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First of all, there came three little boys and a little girl,

ii’^ho in pursuance of pa’s directions, issued in a very audible

iroice from the box-door, occupied the front row; **hen two

^ore ^little girls were ushered in by a young lady, evidently

|the governess. Then came tliree more little boys, dressed like

|fche first, in blue jackets and trousers, with lay-dowTi shirt-

kjoUars : then a child in a braided frock and high state of

i^astonishment, with very large round eyes, open to their utmost

'width, was lifted over the seats—a process which occasioned a
considerable display of little pink legs—then came ma and pa.

and then the eldest son, a boy of fourteen years old, who was
evidently trying to look as if he did not belong to the fiimily.

The first five minutes were occupied in taking the shawls oft

the little girls, and adjusting the bows which ornamented
their hair

;
then it was providentially discovered that one of

the little boys was seated beliind a pillar and could not see,

so the governess was stuck behind the pillar, and the boy
lifted into her place. Then pa drilled the boys, and directed

the stowing away of their pocket-handkerchiefs; and ma
having first nodded and wink^ to the governess to pull the

girls’ frocks a little more off their shoulders, stood up to review

the little troop—an inspection which appeared to terminate

much to her own satisfaction, for she looked with a com-
placent air at pa, who was standing up at the further end of

the seat. Pa returned the glance, and blew bis nose veiy
emphatically ;

and the poor governess peeped out from behind
the pillar, and timidly tried to catch ma’s eye, with a look

expressive of her high admiration of the whole family. Then
two of the little hoys who had been discussing the point

whether Astley’s was more than twice as Inrge as Drury-lane,

agreed to refer it to '‘George” for his decision; at which
" George,” who was no otlier than the young gentleman
before noticed, waxed indignant, and remonstrated in no very

gentle terms on the gross impropriety of having his name
repeated in so loud a voice at a public place, on which all the

childi’en laughed very heartily, and one of the little boys

wound up by expressing his opinion, that " George began to

think himself quite a man now,” whereupon both pa and ma
laughed too ; and George (who carried a dress cane and was
cultivating whiskers) muttered that "William always was
encouraged in Ms impertinence

;
” and assumed a look of pro-

found contempt, which lasted the whole evening.



98 SKBTCHS3 BY BOZ.

The play began, and the interest of the little boys knew no

bounds. Pa was clearly interested too, although he very

unsuccessfully endeavoured to look as if he wasn’t. As for

ma, she was perfectly overcome by the drollery of the principal

comedian, and laughed till every one of the immense bows on

her ample cap trembled, at which the governess peeped out

from behind the pillar again, and whenever she could catch

ma’s eye, put her handkerchief to her mouth, and appeared,

as in duty bound, to be in convulsions of laughter also. Then
when the man in the splended armour vowed to rescue tlie

lady or perish in the attempt, the bttle boys applauded vehe-

mently, especially one little fellow who was apparently on a

visit to the family, and had been carrying on a child’s flirtation,

the whole evening, with a small coquette of twelve years old,

who looked like a model of her mamma on a reduced scale

;

and who in common with the other little girls (who
generally speaking have even more coquettishness about them
than much older ones) looked very properly shocked, when the

knight’s squire kissed the princess’s confidentiiil chamber-

maid.

When the scenes in the circle commenced, the children were
more delighted than ever

;
and the wish to see what was

going forward, completely conquering pa’s dignity, he stood up
in the box, and applauded as loudly as any of them. Between
each feat of horsemanship, the governess leant across to ma,
and retailed the clever remarks of the children on that which
had preceded ; and ma, in the openness of her heart, offered

the governess an acidulated drop, and the governess, gratified

to be taken notice of, retired behind her pillar again with a
brighter countenance: and the whole party seemed quite

happy, except the exquisite in the back of the box, who,
being too grand to take any interest in the children, and too

insignificant to be taken notice of by any bpdy else, occupied
himself, from time to time, in rubbing the place where the
whiskers ought to be, and was completely alone in his glory.
We defy any one who has been to Astley’s two or three

times, and is consequently capable of appreciating the per-
severance with which precisely the same jokes are repeated
night affccr night, and season after season, not to be amused
with one port of the performanoei at least—^we mean the scenes
in the circle.^ For ourself, we know that when the hoop,
composed of jets of gas, is let down, the curtain drawn up for
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the convenience of the half-price on tlieir ejectment from the

ring, the orange-peel cleared away, and the sawdust shaken

with mathematical precision, into a complete cirdo, we feel as

muchenlivened as the youngest child present
;
and actually

join in the laugh which follows the cloum’s shrill shout of

Here we are 1 ” just for old acquaintance sake. Nor can

we quite divest ourself of our old feeling of reverence for the

riding-master, who follou's the clown with a long whip in his

hand, and hows to the audience with graceful dignit}’. He is

none of second-rate riding-masters in nankeen dressing-

gowms, with hix)wn frogs, but tlie regular gentleman-attendant

on the principal riders, who always wears a military uniform

with a table-cloth inside the breast of the coat, in which

costume ho forcibly reminds one of a fowl trussed for roasting.

He is—but why should we attempt to describe that of which
no description can convey an adequate idea? Eveiyhody

knows tlie man, and everybody remembers his polished boots,

his graceful demeanour, stiff, as some misjudging persona

have in their jealousy considered it, and the splendid head of

black hair, parted high on the forehead, to impart to the

countenance an appearance of deep thought and poetic melan-

choly. His soft and pleasing voice, too, is in perfect unison

with his noble bearing, as he humours the clown by indulging

in a little badinage
;
and the striking recollection of his own

dignitj^ with which he exclaims, Now, sir, if you please,

inquire for Miss Woolford, sir,^' can never be forgotten. The
graceful air, too, with which he introduces Miss Woolford
into the arena, and after assisting her to the saddle, follows

her fairy courser roimd tiie circle, can never fail to create a
deep impression in the bosom of every female servant present.

When JNliss Woolford, and the horse, and the orchestra, all

stop togetlier to take breath, he urbanely takes part in some
such dialogue as the following (commenced by the clown) :

“I say, sir!”—‘‘Well, sir?” (it’s alwaj^s conducted in the

politest manner.)—“Did you ever happen to hear I was in

the army, sir ? ”—“ No, sir.”
—“ Oh, yes, sir—I can go

through my exercise, sir.”
—“ Indeed, sir 1

”—“ Shall I do it

now, sir?”—“ If you please, sir; come, sir—make haste” (a

cut with the long whip, and “ Ha* done now—I don’t like it,”

from the clown). Here the dovTi throws himself on the

ground, and goes through a variety of gjTrmastic convidsions,

doubling himself up, and‘untying himself again, and making
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himself look ver}" like a man in the most hopeless extreme of

human agony, to the vociferous delight oi the 'gallery, until

he is interrupted by a second cut from the long whip, and a

request to see ‘*what Miss Woojford's stopping for?’'. On
which, to the inexpressible mirth of the gallery, he exclaims,

‘'Now, Miss Woolford, what can I come for to go, for to fetch,

for to bring, for to carry, for to do, for you, ma’am?” On
the lady’s announcing with a sweet smile that she wants the

two flags, they are '\vith sundry grimaces, procured and handed

up ;
the clown facetiously observing after the performance of

the latter ceremony—“ He, he, ho ! I say, sir. Miss Woolford

knows me
;
she smiled at me.” Another cut from the whip,

a burst from the orchestra, a start from the horse, and round

goes Miss Woolford again on her graceful performance, to the

delight of every member of the audience, young or old. The

next pause affords an opportunity for similar witticisms, the

only additional fun being that of the clown making ludicrous

grimaces at the riding-master every time his back is turned ;

and finally quitting the circle by jumping over his head,

having previously directed his attention anotlier way.

Did any of our readers ever notice the class of people, who
hang about the stage-doors of our minor theatres in the day-

time. You wiU rarely pass one of these entrances without

seeing a group of tliree or four men conversing on the pave-

ment, with an indescribable public-house-parlour swagger,

and a kind of conscious air, peculiar to people of this

description. They always seem to think they are exhibiting

;

the lamps are ever before them. That young fellow in the

faded bro'wn coat, and very full light green trousers, pulls

down the wristbainds of his check shirt, as ostentatiously as if

A were of the finest linen, and cocks the white hat of the

summer-before-last as knowingly over his right eye, as if it

were a purchase of yesterday. Look at the dirty white Berlin
gloves, and the cheap silk-handkerchief stuck in the bosom of
his threadbare coat. Is it possible to see him for an instant,

and not come to the conclusion that he is the walking gentle-
man who wears a blue surtout, clean collar, and white
trousers, for half an hour, and then shrinks into his worn-out
scanty^ clothes : who has to boast night after night of his
splendid fortune, with the painful consciousness of a pound
a-week and his boots to find

;
to talk of his father’s mansion

in the coimtry, with a dreary recollfection of his own two-pair
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back, in the New Cut
;
and to be envied and flattered as the

favoured lover of a rich heiress, remembering all the while

that the ex-dancei* at home is in the family way, /»nd out of

an engagement ?

Next to him, perhaps, you will see a thin pale man, with a

very long face, in a suit of shining black, thoughtfully

knocking that part of his boot w’hidi once had a heel, with

an ash stick. He is the man ’who does the heavy business,

such as prosy fathers, virtuous servants, curates, landlords^

and so forth.

By the way, talking of fathers, we should veiy much like

to see some piece in which all the dramatis personfe were

orphans. Fathers are invariably great nuisances on the stage

and always have to give the hero or heroine a long expla-

nation of what was done before the curtain rose, usually

commencing with It is now nineteen years, my dear child,

since your blessed mother (here the old villain’s voice falters)

confid^ you to my charge. You were then an infant,’’ &c.

&c. Or else they have to discover, all of a sudden, that

somebody wbom they have been in constant communication

with, during three long acts, without the slightest suspicion,

is their own child: in which case they exclaim, ** Ah! what
do I see ? This bracelet ! ’That smile ! These documents

!

Those eyes ! Can I believe my senses ?—It must be !—Yes

—

it is, it is my child !
”— My father !

” exclaims the child

;

and they fall into each other’s arms, and look over each other’s

shoulders, and the audience give three rounds of applause.

To return from this digression, we were about to say, that

these are the sort of people whom you see talking, and
attitudinising, outside the stage-doors of our minor theatres.

At Astley’s they are always more numerous than at any othe’*

place. There is generally a groom or two, sitting on the

window-sill, and two or three dirty shabby-genteel men in

checked neckerchiefs, and sallow linen, lounging about, and
cariying, perhaps, imder one arm, a pair of stage shoes badly
wrapped up in a piece of old newspaper. Some years ago we
used to stand looking, open-mouthed, at these men, with a
feeling of mysterious curiosity, the very recollection of which
provokes a smile at the moment we are writing. We could

not believe, that the beings of light and elegance, in milk-

white tunics, salmon-coloured legs, and blue scarfs, who flitted

on sleek cream-coloured Ijorses before our eyes at night, with
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all ilie aid of lights, music, and artificial flowers, could he the

pale, dissipated-looldng creatures we beheld by day.

We can hardly believe it now. Of the lower class of actors

we have seen something, and it requires no great exercise of

imagination to identify the walking gentleman with the

dirty swell,” the comic singer with the public-house chair-

man, or the leading tragedian with drunkenness and distress

;

but these other men are mysterious beings, never seen out of

the ring, never beheld but in the costume of gods and sylphs.

With the exception of Ducrow, who can scarcely be classed

among them, who ever knew a rider at Astley's, or saw him
but on horseback ? Can our friend in the military uniform,

ever appear in threadbare attire, or descend to the compara-

tively un-wadded costume of every-day life ? Impossible I

We cannot—we will not—believe it.

CHAPTER XII.

GREENWICH FAIR.

Ip the Parks be ^Hhe lungs of London,” we wonder what
Greenwich Fair is—a periodical breaking out, we suppose, a

sort of spring-rash : a three days’ fever, which cools the blood

for six months afterwards, and at the expire.tion of which
London is restored to its old habits of plodding industr}’,

as suddenly and completely as if nothing had ever happened
to disturb them.

In our earlier days, we were a constant frequenter of

Greenwich Fair, for years. We have proceeded to, and
returned from it, in almost every description of vehicle. We
t annot conscientiously deny the charge of liaving once made
the passage in a spring-van, accompanied by thirteen gentle-

men, fourteen ladies, an unlimited number of children,

and a barrel of beer
;
and we have a vague recollection of

having in later days, found ourself the eighth outside, on the
top of a hackney-coach, at something past four o’clock in the
morning, with a rather confused idea of our own name, or

place of residence. We have grown older since then, and
quiet, and steady : liking nothings better than to spend our
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Easter, and all onr other holidays, in some quiet nook, with
people of whom we shall never tire

; but we think we still

remember something of Greenwich Fair, and of those who
resort to it. At all events we will try.

The road to Greenwich during the whole of Easter Monday,
is in a state of perpetual bustle and noise. Cabs, hackney-
coaches, ‘^shay** carts, coal-waggons, sbrges, omnibuses,

sociables, gigs, donkey-chaises—all crammed with people (for

the question never is, what the horse can draw, but what the

vehicle wdl hold), roll along at their utmost speed
;
the dust

flies in clonds, ginger-beer corks go off in volleys, the balcony

of every public-house is crowded with people, smoking and
drinking, half the private houses are turned into tea-shops,

fiddles are in great request, ever^’ little fruit-shop displays its

stall of gilt gingerbread and penny toys
;
turnpike men are in

despair
;
horses won’t go on, and wheels will come off

;
ladies

in carawans ” scream with fright at every fresh concussion,

and iheir admirers find it necessary to sit remarkably close to

them, by way of encouragement; servants of all-work, who
are not allowed to have followers, and have got a holiday for

the day, make the most of their time with the faithful admirer

who waits for a stolen interview at the comer of the street

every night, when they go to fetch the beer—apprentices

grow sentimental, and straw-bonnet makers kind. Everybody

is anxious to get on, and actuated by the common wish to be

at the fair, or in the park, as soon as possible.

Pedestrians linger in groups at the roadside, unable to

resist the allurements of the stout proprietress of the “ Jack

in-the-box, three shies a penny,” or the more splendid offers

of the man with tliree thimbles and a pea on a little round

board, who astonishes the bewildered cron d with some such

address as, ‘‘ Here ’s the sort o’ game to make you laugh

seven years arter you ’re dead, and turn ev’ry air on your ed

gray vith delight ! Three thimbles and vun little pea—^with

a vun, two, three, and a two, three, vun : catch him who can,

look op, keep your eyes open, and niver say die ! niver mind

the change, and the expense : all fair and above board : them

as don’t play can't vin, and luck attend the lyal sportsman

!

Bet any gen’lm’n any sum of money, from harf-a-crown up to

a suverin, as he doesn’t name the thimble as kivers the pea !
”

Here some greenhorn whispers his friend that he distinctly

^w the pea roll under ,the middle thimble—^an iiOipTeasioii
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wliicL is immediately confirmed by a gentleman in top-boota>

who is Btanding by, and wlio, in a Iot7 tone, regrets liis own

inability to bet in consequence of having unfortunately left his

purse at home, but strongly urges the stranger not to neglect

such a golden opportunity. The plant is successfiil, the

bet is made, the stranger of course loses ;
and the gentleman

with the thimble consoles him, as he pockets the money, with

an assurance that it *8 all the fortin of war ! this time I vin,

next time you vin : niver mind the loss of two bob and a

bender ! Do it up in a small parcel, and break out in a fresh

place. Here ^s the sort o’ game,” &c.—and the eloquent

harangue, with such variations as the speaker’s exuberant

fancy suggests, is again repeated to the gaping crowd, rein-

forced by the accession of several new comers.

The chief place of resort in the day-time, after the public-

houses, is the park, in which the principal amusement is to

drag yotmg ladies up the steep hill which leads to the obser-

vatory, and then drag them down again, -at the very top of

their speed, greatly to the derangement of their curls and
bonnet-caps, and much to the edification of lookers-on from

below. Kiss in the Ring,” and ** Threading my Grand-

mother’s Needle,” too, are sports which receive their full

share of patronage. Love-sick swains, under the influence of

gin-and-water, and the tender passion, become violently affec-

tionate: and the fair objects of their regard enhance the

value of stolen kisses, by a vast deal of struggling, and hold-

ing down of heads, and cries of “Oh! Ila’ done, then,

George—Oh, do tickle him for me, Mary—Well, I never !

”

and similar Lucretian ejaculations. Little old men and
women, with a small basket imder one arm, and a wine-glass,

without a foot, in the other hand, tender “ a drop o’ tlie right
sort” to the different groups; and young ladies, who are
persuaded to indulge in a drop of the aforesaid right sort,

display a pleasing degree of reluctance to taste it, and cough
afterwards with great propriety.

The old pensioners, who, for the moderate charge of a
penny, exhibit the mast-house, the Thames and shipping, the
place where the men used to hang in chains, and other
interesting sights, through a telescope, are asked questions
about objects within the range of the glass, which it would
puzzle a Solomon to answer

;
and requested to find out

particular houses in particular struts, which it woidd have
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been a task of some dfflculty for Mr. Homer (not the young
gentleman who ate mince-pies with his thumb, but the man
of Colosseum notoriety) to discover. Here and tho»e, where
some three or four couple are sitting on the grass together,

you will see a sun-burnt woman in a red cloak ‘‘telling

fortunes and prophesying husbands, which it requires no
extraordinaiy observation to describe, for the originals ari^

before her. Thereupon the lad^ concerned laughs and blushes

and ultimately bu^es her face in an imitation cambric hand*

kerchief, and the gentleman described looks extremely foolish,

and squeezes her hand, and fees the gipsy liberally
;
and the

gipsy goes away, perfectly satisfied herself, and leaving those

behind her perfectly satisfied also ; and the prophecy, like

many other prophecies of greater importance, fulfils itself in

time.

But it grows dark : the crowd has gradually dispersed, and

only a few stragglers are left behind. The light in the

direction of the church shows that the fair is illuminated
;
and

the (f^tant noise proves it to be filling fast. The spot, which

half an hour ago was ringing with the shouts of boisterous

mirth, is os calm and quiet as if nothing could ever disturb

its serenity
;

tlie fine old trees, the majestic building kt their

feet, with the noble river beyond, glistening in the moonlight,

appear in all their bcautj^ and under their most favourable

aspect
j
the voices of the boys, singing their evening hymn,

are borne gently on the air : and the humblest mechanic who
has been lingering on the grass so pleasant to the feet tha,t

beat the same dull round from week to week in the paveJ
streets of London, feels proud to think as he surveys the scene

before him, that he l^longs to the country which has selected

such a spot as a retreat for its oldest and best defenders in

the decline of their lives.

Five minutes^ walking brings you to the fair
;
a scene cal-

culated to awaken very different feelings. The entrance is

occupied on either side by the vendors of gingerbread and
toys: the stalls are gaily lighted up, the most attractive goods

profusely disposed, and unbonneted young ladies, in their zeal

for the interest of their employers, seize you by the coat, and
use all the blandishments of “ Do, dear **—“ lliere ’s a love

”

—“ Don’t be cross, now,” &c., to induce you to purchase half

a pound of the real spice nuts, of which the majority of the

regular fair-goers carry pound or two as a present supply.
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tied up in a cotton pocket-handkerchief. Occasionally yon

pass a deal table, on which are exposed pen'orths of pickled

salmon (fennel included), in little white saucers: oysters, with

shells as hu'g’o as choese-platca, and divers specimens of a

sj>ecies of snail (ivilkSt we think they are called), floating’ in a

somewhat bilious-looking green liquid. Cigars, too, are in

great demand
;
gentlemen must smoke, of course, and liero

they are, two a penny, in a regular autlientic cigar-box, with

a lighted tallow candle in the centre.

Imagine yourself in an extremely dense crowd, which

swings you to and fro, and in and out, and ev(*ry way but

llio right one
;
add to this the screams of women, the shouts of

boys, the clanging of gongs, the firing of pistols, the ringing

of bells, the bellowings of speaking-trumpets, the squeaking of

penny dittos, the noise of a dozen bands, with three di-ums in

each, all playing difierent tunes at the siimo time, the hallooing

of showmen, and an occasional roar from the wild-beast

shows
;
and you are in the very centre and heart of the fair.

This immense booth, with the hirge stage in front, so

brightly illuminated with variegated lamps, and pots of

burning fat, is Ilichardson's,'’ where you have a melo-

drama (with three murders and a ghost), a pantomime, a

comic song, an overture, and some incidental music, all done

in five-and-twenty minutes.

The company are now promenading outside in all the

dignity of wigs, spangles, red-oelae, and whitening. See

with what a fm ocious air the gentleman w'fio personates the

Mexican chief, paces up and down, and with what an eye of

calm dignity the priuciptil tragedian gazes on the croAvd below,

or converses confidentially with the harlequin ! The four

clowns, who are engaged in a mock broadsword c*ombat, may
bo all very well for the low-minded holiday-makers

;
but these

are the people for the reflective portion of tlio communit}*.
They look so noble in those Homan dresses, with tlieir yellow
legs and arms, long black cuiiy heads, bushy eyebrows, and
scowl expressive of assassination, and vengeance, and ever}'-

thing else that is grand and solemn. Tlien, tho ladies—were
there ever such iuuucont and awful-looking beings

;
as they

walk up and down the platforms iu twos and throes, with their
arms round each other’s waists, or leaning for suppoiii on oiio
of those majestic men ! Their spaugled muslin dresses and
blue satin shoes and sandals (a liHle the worse for wear) are
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til© admiration of all boliolders
;
and the playful manner in

which they check the advances of the clowm, is perfectly

enchanting’.
‘‘ Just a-going to begin ! Pray come for^crd, come for'erd/’

exclaims the man in the coimtrjTnan’s dress, for the seventieth

time: and people force tlieir way up the steps in crowds. The
band suddenly strikes up, the liarleqnin and columbine set the

example, reels arc formed in loss tlian no time, the Roman
heroes place their arms a-kimbo, and dance witli considerable

agility; and the leading tragic actress, and the gentleman

who enacts the ** swell ” in the pantomime, foot it to per-

fection. *‘A11 in to begin, ’ shouts the manager, when no
more people can be induced to “ come for’erd,” and away
rush the leading members of the company to do the dreadful

in the first piece.

A change of peidormance takes place every day during the

fair, but the story of the tragedy is always pretty much the

same. There is a righiful heir, who loves a young lady, and

is helt»ved by her
;
and a wrongful heir, who loves her too,

and isn’t beloved by her
;
and the vTongful heir gets hold of

the rightful heir, and throws him into a dungeon, just to kill

him off when convenient, for which pmpose he hires a couple

of assassins—a good one and a bad one—who, the moment
they are left alone, get up a little murder on their own account,

the good one killing the bad one, and the bad one wounding
the good one. ITien the riglitful heir is discovered in prison,

carefully holding a long chain in his hands, and seated de-

sjiondingly in a large arm-chair
;
and the young lady comes in

to two bars of soft music, and embraces tlie rightfiil heir; and
then the wrongful heir comes in to two bars of quick music
(technically called ** a liurry”), and goes on in the most
shocking manner, throwing the young lady about, as if she

was nobody, and calling the rightful heir “ Ar-recreant

—

ar-wretch !
” in a very loud voice, which answers the double

purpose of displaying his passion, and preventing the sound
being deadened by the sawdust. The interest becomes intense

;

the wrongful heir draws his sword, and rushes on the rightful

heir ; a blue smoko is seen, a gong is heard, and a tall white
figure (who has been all this time behind the arm-chair,

covered over witli a table-cloth), slowly rises to tlie tune of

‘*Oft in the stilly night.” This is no other than the ghost

of the rightful heir’s father, who was killed by the wrongful
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heir’s father, at sight of which the wrongful heir becomes

apoplectic, and is literally struck all of a heap,” the stage

not being large enough to admit of his falling down at full

length. Then the good assassin staggers in, and says he was

hired in conjunction with the bad assassin, by the wrongful

heir, to kill the rightful heir
;
and he ’s killed a good many

people in his time, but he ’s veiy sorry for it, and won’t do so

any more—a promise which he immediately redeems, by

dying off hand, wdthout any nonsense about it. Then the

riglu‘,|'ul heir throws down his chain
;
and then two men, a

sailor, and a young woman (the tenantry of the rightful heir)

eome in, and the ghost makes dumb motions to tliem, which

they, by supernatural interference, imderstand—for no one

else can
;
and the ghost (who can't do anything without blue

fire) blesses the rightful heir and the young lady, by half

suffocating them with smoke : and then a muffin-bell rings,

and the curtain drops.

The exhibitions next in popularity to these itinerant theatres

are the travelling menageries, or, to speak more intelligibly,

the ** Wild-beast shows,” where a militaiy band in beef-eaters’

costume, with leopard-skin caps, play incessantly
;
and where

large highly coloiired representations of tigers tearing men’s

heads open, and a lion being burnt -with red-hot irons to

induce him to drop his victim, are himg up outside, by way
of attracting visitors.

The principal officer at these places is generally a veiy tall,

hoarse man, in a scarlet coat, with a cane in his hand, witli

which he occasionally raps the pictures we have just noticed,

by way of illustrating his description—something in this way.
Here, here, here; the lion, the lion (tap), exactly as he is

represented on the canvas outside (three taps) : no waiting,
remember

;
no deception. The fe-ro-cious lion (tap, tap)

who bit off thd gentleman’s head last Cambervel vos a twelve-
month, and has killed on the awerage three keepers a-year
ever since he arrived at matoorify. No extra charge on this
account recollect

;
the price of admission is only sixpence.”

This address never fails to produce a consideration sensation,
and sixpences flow into the treasury with wonderful rapidity.

The dwarfs are also objects of great curiosity, and as a
dwarf, a giantess, a living skeleton, a wild Indian, “ a young
lady of singular beauty, with perfectly white hair and pink
eyes, and two or throe other natural curiosities, are usually
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exliibited together for the small charge of a penny, they

attract very numerous audiences. The best thing about a

dwarf is, that he has always a little box, about Cwo feet six

inches high, into which, by long practice, he can just manage
to get, by doubling himself up like a boot-jack

;
this box is

painted outside like a six-roomed house, and as the crowd

see him ring a beU, or fire a pistol out of the first-floor

window, they verily believe that it is his ordinary town resi-

dence, divided like other mansions into drawing-rooms, dLiing-

parlour, and bed-chambers. Shut up in this case, the

unfortunate little object is brought out to delight the throng

by holding a facetious dialogue with the proprietor : in the

course of which, the dwarf (who is always particularly drunk)

pledges himself to sing a comic song inside, and pays various

compliments to the ladies, which induce them to “ come
for’erd*’ with great alacrity. As a giant is not so easily

moved, a pair of indescribables of most capacious dimensions,

and a huge shoe, are usually brought out, into which two or

three stout men get all at once, to the enthusiastic delight of

the crowd, who are quite satisfied with the solemn assurance

that these habiliments form part of the giant’s every-day

costume.

The grandest and most numerously frequented booth In the

whole fair, however, is ‘‘ The Crown and Anchor —

a

temporary ball-room—we forget how many himdred feet

long, the price of admission to which is one shilling. Imme-
diately on your right hand as you enter, after paying your
money, is a refreshment place, at which cold beef, roast and
boiled, French rolls, stout, wine, tongue, ham, even fowls, if

we recollect right, are displayed in tempting array. There is

a raised orchestra, and the place is boarded all the way down,
in patches, just wide enough for a country-dance.

There is no master of the ceremonies in this artificial Eden
—all is primitive, unreserved, and unstudied. The dust is

blinding, the heat insupportable, the company somewhat
noisy, and in the highest spirits possible : the ladies, in the

height of their innocent animation, dancmg in the gentlemen’s

hats, and the gentlemen promenading ''the gay and festive

scene ” in the ladies’ bonnets, or with the more expensive

ornaments of false noses, and low-crowned, tinder-box looking

hats
;
playing children’s^ drums, and accompanied by ladies

on the penny trumpet.
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The noise of these various instnimcnts, the orchestra, the

diouting, the scratchers and the dancing, is perfectly he-

wildering. The dancing itself, beggars description— every

£gure lasts about an hour, and the ladi^ bounce up and

down the middle, with a degree of spirit which is quite inde-

scribable. As to tlio gentlemen, they stamp their feet against

the ground, every time ** hands four round begins, go do'vvn

the middle and up again, with cigars in their mouths, and
silk handkerchiefs in their hands, and whirl their partners

round, nothing loth, scrambling and falling, and embracing,

and knocking up against the other couples, until they are

fairly out, and can move no longer. The same scene

is repeiited again and again (slightly varied by an occasional
“ rpw ”

) until a late hour at night : and a great many"* clerks

and ^prentices find themselves next morning with aching

heads, empty ])ockets, damaged hats, and a very imperfect

recollection of how it was, they did not get home.

CHAPTER XIII.

PRIVATJt THEATRES,

RiCHAun THE Thteh.—^Dtjke op Gl0‘ stek, 2L
;
Eael

OF Richmond, 11 .

;

Duke of Buckingham, 15e. ;
Catesby,

12e.; Tbessell, 10«. 6d.; Lord Stanley, 5«.; Lord Mayor
OF London, 2s. 6d.”

Such are the written placards wafered up in the gentlemen’s
dressing-room, or the green-room (where there is any), at a
private theatre

; and such are the sums extracted from the
shop till, or overcharged in the office expenditure, by the
donkeys who are prevailed upon to pay for permission to
exhibit their lamentable ignorance and boobyism on the stage
of a private theatre. This they do, in proportion to the
s^e afforded by the character for the display of their imbe-
ciHty. For instance, the Duke of Glo’ster is weR worth two
pounds, because he has it all to himself

; ho must wear a real
sword, and what is better still, he must draw it, several timesm the course of the piece. The i^liloquies alone are well
worth fifteen shillings; then there is the stabbing King Henry
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—decidedly cheap at three-and-sixpence, that *8 eig“htoeii-aiid-

aixpence
; buHyin;^ the coffin-bearers—say eighteen-pence,

though it *B worth much more—that 's a pound. Then
the love scene witli Lady Ann, and the bustle of tho fourth

act, can’t be dear at ten shillings more— that’s only one
pound ten, including the off with his head !

”—^which is

sure to bring down tho applause, and it is very easy to do—
Orf with his od ” (very quick and loud ;—then slow and

sneeringly)— '' So much for Bu-u-u-uckingham !
” Lay the

emphasis on the *'uck
;
” get yourself gradually into a comer,

tmd work with your right hand, while you ’ro saying it, as if

you were feeling your way, and it's sure to do. The tent

scene is confessedly wortli half-a-sovereign, and so you have
the fight in, gratis, and everybody knows what an effect may
be produced by a good combat. One—two—three—^four

—

over; then, one—two—three—four—under; then thrust;

then dodge and slide about; then fall down on one knee;

then fight upon it; and then get up again and stagger. You
may keep on doing this, as long as it seems to take—say ten

minutes—and then fall down (backwards, if you can manage
it witliont hurting yourself), and die game : nothing like it

for producing an effect, lliey always do it at Astley’s and
Sadler’s Wells, and if they don’t know how to do this sort of

thing, who in the world does ? A small child, or a female in

white, increases the interest of a combat materially—^indeed,

we are not aware that a regular legitimate terrific broad-

sword combat could be done without
;
but it would be rather

difficult, and somewhat unusual, to introduce this effect in the

last scene of Kichard the Third, so the only thing to be done,

is, just to make the best of a bad bargain, and be as long as

possible fighting it out.

The principal patrons of private theatres are dirty boys,

low copying-clerks in attorneys’ oflB.ces, capacious-headed

youths from city counting-houses, Jews whose business, as

lenders of jGancy dresses, is a sure passport to the amateur

stage, shop-boys who now and then mistake their master’s

moxi^ for their own ;
and a choice miscellany of idle vaga-

bonds. The proprietor of a private theatre may be an

ex-soene-painter, a low coffee-house -keeper, a disappointed

eighth-rate actor, a retired smuggler, or an uncertificated

bankrupt. The theatre itself may be in Catherine-street,

Strand^ the purlieus of the city, the neighbourhood of Gray’s-
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inn-lane, or the vicinity of Sadler^s Wells; or it may, per-

haps, form the chief nuisance of some shabby street, on the

Surrey side of Waterloo bridge.

The lady performers pay nothing for their characters, and

it is needless to add, are usually selected from one class of

society; the audiences are necessarily of much the same

character as the performers, who receive, in return for their

contributions to the management, tickets to the amount of the

money they pay.

AU the minor theatres in London, especially the lowest,

constitute the centro of a little stage-struck neighbourhood.

Each of them has an audience exclusively its own
;
and at

any jgu will see dropping into the pit at half-price, or swag-

gering into the back of a box, if the price of admission be a

reduced one, divers boys of from fifteen to twenty-one years of

age, who throw back their coat and turn up their wistbands,

after the portraits of Count D’Orsay, hum tunes and whistle

when the curtain is down, by way of persuading the people

near them, that they are not at all anxious to have it up
again, and speak familiarly of the inferior performers as Bill

Such-a-one, and Ned So-and-so, or tell each other how a new
piece called The Unknown Bandit of the Invisible Cavern^ is in

rehearsal
; how Mister Palmer is to play The Unknown Bandit •

how Charley Scarton is to take the part of an English sailor,

and fight a broadsword combat with six unknown bandits at

one and the same time (one theatrical sailor^is always equal

to half a dozen men at least)
; how Mister Palmer and Charley

Scarton are to go through a double hornpipe in fetters in the

second act; how the interior of the invisible cavern is to

occupy the whole extent of the stage; and other town-sur-
prising theatrical announcements. ITiese gentlemen are the
amateurs—the Bichards, ShylockSy BeverleySy and Othellos^

—
^the

Young Dorntons, liovers. Captain Absolutes, and Chai'les Surfaces
——of a private theatre.

See them at the neighbouring public-house or the theatrical
coffee-shop ! They arc the kings of the place, supposing no
real performers to be present

;
and roll about, hats on one

side, and arms a-kimbo, as if they had actually come into
possession of eighteen shillings a-week, and a share of a
ticket night. If one of them does but know an .^tley’s super-
numerary he is a happy fellow. The mingled air of envy and
admiration with wliich his compailions will regard him, as
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he converses familiarly with some mouldy-looking man in a

fency neckerchief, whose partially corked eyebrows, and half-

rouged face, testify to the fact of his having just left the stage

or ^e circle, sufficiently shows in what high admiration these

public characters are held.

With the double view of guardmg against the discovery of

friends or employers, and enhancing the interest of an

assumed character, by attac'ning a high-sounding name tt» its

representative, those geniuses assume fictitious names, which

are not the least amusing part of the play-bill of a private

theatre. Bclville, Melville, Trevillo, Berkeley, Bandolph,

Byron, St. Clair, and so forth, arc among the humblest,* and
the less imposing titles of Jenkins, Walker, Thomson, Barker,

Solomons, &c., are completely laid aside. There is something

imposing in this, and it is an excellent apology for shabbiness

into the bargain. A shrunken, faded coat, a decayed hat, a

patched and soiled pair of trousers—nay even a veiy dirty

shirt (and none of these appearances are very uncommon
among the members of the corps dramatique)^ may be worn for

the purpose of disguise, and to prevent the remotest chance of

recognicion. Then it prevents any troublesome inquiries or

explanations about employment and pursuits
;
every body is a

gentleman at large for the occasion, and there are none of

those unpleasant and unnecessary distinctions to which even

genius must occasionally succumb elsewhere. As to the ladies

(God bless them), they ai'e quite above any formal absurdities;

the mere circumstance of your being behind the scenes is a

sufficient introduction to their society—^for of course they know
that none but strictly respectable persons would be admitted

into that close fellowship with them which acting engenders.

They place implicit reliance on the manager, no doubt
;
and

as to the manager, he is all affability when he knows you
well,—or, in other words, when he has pocketed your money
once, and entertains confident hopes of doing so again.

A quarter before eight—there w^ill be a full house to-night

—six parties in the boxes, already ;
four little boj’S and a

woman in the pit
;
and two fiddles and a flute in the orchestra

;

who have got through five overtures since seven o^clock (the

hour fixed for the commencement of the performances), and
have just begun the sixth. There will be plenty of it, though,

when it does begin, for there is enough in the bill to last six

hours at least. *
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Tliat gentlemari in the white hat and checked shirt, brown

coat and brass buttons, lounging behind the stuge-box on tho

0. P. side, is Mr. Horatio St. Julian, alias Jem Larkins. His

line is genteel comedy—his father^s, coal and potato. Ho
does Alfred Highflier in the last piece, and very well he 'll do

it—at the price. The party of gentlemen in the opposite

box, to whom he has just nodded, are friends and supporters

of Mr. Beverley (otlierwise Loggins), the Macbeth of the night.

You observe their attempts to appear easy and gentlemanly,

each member of the party, with his feet cocked upon the

cushion in front of the box ! Tliey let them do these things

here, upon tlie same humane principle which permits poor

people’s cliildren to knock double knocks’ at tho door of an

empty bourse—because they can’t do it any where else. Tho
two stout men in tlio centre box, with an opera-glass osten-

tatiously placed before them, are friends of the proprietor

—

opulent country managers, as he confidentially informs every

individual among the crew behind the curtain— opulent

country managers looking out for recruits
;
a representation

which Mr. Nathan, the dresser, who is in the manager's

interest, and has just arrived with the costumes, ofiers to

confirm upon orith if required— corroborative evidence, how-
ever, is quit(^ unnecessary, for the gulls believe it at onco.

The stout Jev'ess, who has just entered, is the mother of

the pale bony little girl with tlio necklace of blue glass beads
sitting by her

;
she is being brought up to tlie profession.'^

Pantomime is to be Ler line, and she is coming out to-night,

in a liompipe after the tragedy. The short tliin man beside

Mr. St. Julian, whose white face is so deeply seared with the
small-pox, and whose dirty shirt-front is inlaid with open-
work, and embossed with coral studs like ladj'-birds, is the
low comedian and comic singer of the establishment. The
reminder of tlie audience—a tolerably numerous one by this
time—are a motley group of dupes and blackguards.

The footlights have just made their appearance : the wicks
of the six little oil lamps round the only tier of boxes are being
turned up, and the additional light thus afforded serves to show
the presence of dirt, and absence of paint, which forms a pro-
minent feature in the audience part of the house. As these
preparations, however, announce the speedy commencement of
tho nlay, let us take a peep ** behind," previous to tho
nnging-iip.
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The little narrow passages beneath the stage are neither

especially clean nor too })rilliantly lighted ;
and the absence

of any flooring, together with the damp mildewy «rmeU which

pervades the place, does not conduce in any great degree to

their comfortable appearance. Don't fall over this plate-

basket—it ’s one of the properties —the caldron for the

witches’ cave
;
and the tliree micouth-looking figures, with

broken clothes-props in their hands, who are drinking gin-

and-water out of a pint pot, aro the weird sisters. This

miserable room, lighted by candles in sconces placed at

lengthened intervals round the wall, is the dressing-room,

common to the gentlemen performers, and the square hole in

the ceiling is the trap-door cf the stage above. You will

observe that the ceiling is ornamented with the beams that

support the boards, and tastefully hung with cobwebs.

The characters in the tragedy are all dressed, and their own
clothes are scattered in Iiurried confusion over the wooden

diessor whicli surrouiuls the room, Tliat snulT-shop-looking

Cgiu’e, in front of the glass, is Banqiio * and the young lady

with the liberal display of leg^, wlio is kindly painting his

face Muth a hare’s foot, is dressed for Fleance, The large

woman, who is consulting the stage directions in Cumberland’s

edition of Macbeth, is tlie Lady Macbeth of the night
;
she is

always selected to play the part, because she is tall and stout,

and looks a little like Airs. Siddons—at a considerable distance.

That stupid-looking milksop, witli light hair and bow legs—

a

kind of man whom yon can warrant town-made—is fresh

caught; he plays Mahobn to night, just to accustom himself

to an audience. IIo will got on bettor by degrees; he will

play Othello in a monili, and in a month more, will veiy

Xirobably be apprehended on a charge of embezzlement. The
black-ej^ed female wdth w liom he is talking so earnestly, is

dressed for the gentlewoman.” It is her first appearance,

too—in that character. The boy of fourteen, who is having
his eyebrows smeared with soap and whitening, is Duncan,
King of Scotland; and the two dirty men with the corked

countenances, in very old green tunics, and dirty drab boots,

are tlio army.”

Look sharp below there, gents,” exclaims the dresser, a
red-hoaded and red-whiskered Jew, calling tlirongh the trap,

they ’re a-going to ring; up. The flute says he ^31 be blowed
if he plays any more, and they ’re getting precious noisy in
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front.” A general nisli immediately toJces place to the half*

dozen little steep steps leading to the stage, and the hetero-

geneous group are soon assembled at the side scenes, in

breathless anxiety and motley confusion.

‘‘ Now,” cries the manager, consulting the written list

which hangs behind the first P. S. wing, Scene 1, open

country—clamps down—thunder and lightning—all ready.

White?” [This is addressed to one of the army.] '*A11

ready.”— Very well. Scene 2, front chamber. Is the front

chamber down ? ”— '' Yes.”— Very well.”— Jones ” [to

the other army who is up in the flies]. Plallo !
”—“ Wind

up the open country when we ring up.”—

I

’ll take care.”

—

Scene 3, back perspective with practical bridge. Bridge

ready, White ? Got the tressels there ? ”— ** All right.”

“ Very w'ell. Clear the stage,” cries the manager, hastily

packing every member of the company into the little space

there is betw^een the wings and the wall, and one wing and
another. Places, places. Now then, Witches—Duncan

—

Malcolm— bleeding officer—^where’s the bleeding ojBicer?”

—

Here !
” replies the officer, who has been rose-pinking for

the character. Get ready, then; now, White, ring the

second music-bell.” The actors w^ho are to be discovered, ai'e

hastily arranged, and the actors who are not to be discovered

place themselves, in their anxiety to peep at the house, just

where the whole audience can see them. The bell rings, and
the orchestra, in acknowledgment of the^‘ call, play three
distinct chord?^ The bell rings—the tragedy (!) opens—and
our description closes.

CHAPTER XIV.

VAUXHALIrGARDENS BT DAT*

There was a time when if a man ventured to wonder how
Vauxhall-gardens would look by day, he was hailed with a
shout of derision at the absurdity of the idea. Yauxhall by
daylight ! A porter-pot without porter, the House of Commona
without the Speaker, a gas-lamp mthout the gas—pooh,
nonsense, the thing was not to le thought of. It was
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rumoured, too, in those times, that Yauxhall*gardeiis hy day,

were the scene of secret and hidden experiments
;
that there,

oarrers were exercised in the mystic art of cutting a moderate-

sized ham into slices thin enough to pave the whole of the
grounds

;
that beneath the shade of the tall trees, studious

men were constantly engaged in chemical experiments, with
the view of discovering how much water a bowl of negus
could possibly bear

;
and that in some retired nooks, appro-

priated to the study of ornithology, other sage and learned

men were, by a process known only to themselves, incessantly

employed in reducing fowls to a mere combination of skin

and bone.

Vague rumours of this kind, together with many others of

a similar nature, cast over Vauxhall-gardens an air of deep

mystery
;
and as there is a great deal in the mysterious, there

is no doubt that to a good many people, at all events, the

pleasure they afforded was not a little enhanced by this very

drcunistanoe.

Of this class of people we confess to having made one. We
loved to wander among these illuminated groves, thinking of

the patient and laborious researches which had been carried

on there during the day, and witnessing their results in the

suppers which were served up beneath the light of lamps and

to file sound of music, at night. The temples and saloons

and cosmoramas and foimtains glittered and sparkled before

our eyes; the beauty of the lady singers and the elegant

deportment of the gentlemen, captivated our hearts; a few

hundred thousand of additional lamps dazzled our senses
;
a

toowl or two of reeking punch bewildered our brains
;
and we

were happy.

In on evil hour, the proprietors of Vauxhall-gardens took

to opening them by day. We regretted this, as rudely and

harfihly disturbing fiiat veil of mystery which had hung about

the property for many years, and which none but the noonday

sun, and the late Mr. Simpson, had ever penetrated. We
ahrtinlr feom going; at this moment we scarcely know why.

Perhaps a morbid consciousness of approaching disappoint-

ment-—perhaps a fatal presentiment—^perhaps the weather;

whatever it was, we did not go until the second or third

announcement of a race between two baHoons tempted us

and we went.

We paid our shilling; at the gate, and then we saw for the
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fii-st time, that the entrance, if there had ever been an}’’ maprio

about it at all, was now decidedly disenchanted, being, in fact,

nothing more nor less than a combination of very ronghl}’-

painted boards and sawdust. We glanced at the orchestra

and supper-room as wo hm*ried past—wo just rccop^ised

them, and tliat was aU. Wo bent our 8te2>s to the firoworlc-

grouncl
;

there, at least, we should not be (lisa2)2)ointed. A\’’e

reached it, and stood rooted to the spot with mortification aii{I

astonishment. T/iat the Moorish tower—that wooden shod

with a door in the centre, and daubs of crimson and yellow all

roimd, like a gigantic watch-case ! T/urt the jdaco where

night after night we had beheld the undaunted Mr. lllackmore

make his terrific ascent, surrounded by flames of lire, and

peals of artillery, and where the white garments of Madame
Somebody (wo forget even her name now), who nobly devoted

her life to the manufacture of fii'eworks, had so often bc(m

seen fluttering in the wind, as she called uj) a red, blue, or

party-coloured light to illumine her tem2>lc ! T/iat the

but at this moment the boll rung; the peoide scampered

away, pell-mell, to the sjx)! from whence the sound ju'ocoeded
;

and we, from the mere force of habit, found ours(‘lf running

among the first, as if for very life.

It was for the concert in the orchestra. A small ^uirty of

dismal men in cocked hats were executing” llio overture to

Tancredi, and a numerous assemblage of ladies and gentlemen,

with their families, had rushed from their half-emptied stout

mugs in the supper boxes, and crowded to the spot. Intense

was the low muimur of admiration when a paiticularly small

gentleman, in a dress coat, led on a 2)articularly tall lady in a
blue sarcenet pelisse and bonnet of the same, ornamented with
large white feathers, and forthwith commenced a idaintivc

duet.

We knew the small gentleman well; we had Been a litho-

graphed semblance of him, on many a 2)ioce of music, with
his mouth wide open as if in tlie act of singing

;
a wine-

glass in his hand
;
and a table with two decanters and four

pine-apples on it in the backgi’ound. The taU lady, too, we
had gazed on, lost in raptures of admiration, many and many
a time how ditfereut peojde do look by da} light, and without
punch, to be sure ! It was a ]>eautifiil duet : first the small
gentleman asked a question, and then tlie tall Indy answered
it

; then the small gentleman and the, tall lady sang together
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most melodiously
;

tlien the small gentlemau \\ eut tlirough a

little piece of vehemence by himself, and got very tenor

indeed, in the excitement of his feelings, to n liich the tall

lady responded in a similar manner
;
then tlie small gentleman

had a shako or two, after Aviiich the taU lady had the same,

and then they both merged im])crcop(ibly into tlio original

air; and the hand w^ound themselves up to a pitch of fury,

and the small gentleman handed the tall lady out, and the

ai^plause was ra])turous.

Ihe comic singer, ho^veve^, was the especial favourite
;
we

really thought tluit a gentleman, with his dinner in a jjocket-

handkorchief, wlio stood near us, would have fainted with

excess of joy. A marvellously facetious gentleman that comic

singer is
;

his distingiiislimg ciiaracteristics are, a wig
approaching to the 11a xen, and an aged countenance, and he

bears tlie name of one of the English counties, if we recollect

right. He sang a very good song about the seven ages, the

fii-st half-hour of which afforded the assembly the purest

delight; of the rest we can make no report, as we did not

stay to hear any more.

We walked about, and met with a disappointment at every

turn; our faV4)urite views were mere patches of tho

fountain that had sparkled so showily by lamp-light, t)re8ented

very much the appearance of a water-pipe that had hurst
;

all

the ornaments were dingy, and all the walks gloomy. There

was a 62)cctral attempt at ro2>e-dancing in the little open
theatre. The sun shone upon the spangled dresses of the

performers, and their evolutions tvere about as insj^iriting and
ajipropriate as a country-dnnee in a family-vault. So we
retraced our steps to the firetvork-ground, and mingled with

the little croy d of people who were contemi)lating Mr. Green.

Some half-dozQu men were restraining the impetuosity of

one of the boUoons, w hich was completely filled, and had the

car already attached
;
and as rumours had gone abroad that a

Lord wms * Agoing up,^^ tlie ci'owd were more tlian usually

anxious and talltativo. There W'as one little man in faded

black, with a dirty face and a rusty black neckerchief wdth a

red border, tied in a narrow wisp round his nock, who entered

into conversation wdth every body, and had something to soy

upon every remark that tvas made w ithin his hearing, lie

was standing wdth his arms folded, staring up at the balloon,

and every now and theti vented his feelings of reverence for
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the aeronaut, by saying, as he looked round to cat<di some-

body’s eye, '' He ’s a rum ’un is Green
;
think o’ this here

being up’ards of his two hundredth ascent
;
ecod the man as

is ekal to Green never had the toothache yet, nor won’t have

within this hundred year, and that ’s all about it. When you

meets with real talent, and native, too, encourage it, that ’s

what I say
;

” and when he had delivered himself to this effect,

he would fold his arms with more determination than ever,

and stare at the balloon with a sort of admiring defiance of

any other mam alive, beyond himself and Green, that impressed

the crowd with the opinion that he was an oracle.

Ah, you ’re very right, sir,” said another gentleman, with

his wife, and children, and mother, and wife’s sister, and a

host of female friends, in all the gentility of white pocket-

handkerchiefs, frills, and spencers, Mr. Green is a steady

hand, sir, and there ’s no fear about him.”

‘^Fear!” said the little man: isn’t it a lovely thing to

see him and his wife a going up in one balloon, and his ovti

son and his wife a jostling up against them in another, and all

of them going twenty or tliirty mile in tliree hours or so, and
then coming back in pochayses? I don’t know where this

here science is to stop, mind you
;
^hat ’s what bothers me.”

Here there was a considerable talking among the females

in the spencers.
‘‘ What ’s the ladies a laughing at, sir ? ” inquired the

little man, condescendingly.

It ’s only my sister Mary,” said one of the girls, ** as says
she hopes his lordship won’t be frightened when he ’s in the
car, and want to come out again.”

Make yourself easy about that there, my dear,” replied
the little man. If he was so much as to move a inch
without leave, Green would jist fetch him a crack over the
head with the telescope, as would send him into the bottom of
the basket in no time, and stun him till they come down
again.”

Would he, though ? ” inquired the other man.
would he,” replied the little one, ‘‘ and thlTik nothing

of it,^ neither, if he was the king himself. Green’s presence
of mind is wonderful.”

Just at this moment all eyes were directed to the prepara-
tions which were being made for starting. The car waa
attached to the second balloon, the two were brought pretty



VATJXHALL-aAEDBNS BY DAY. 121

dose together, and a military band commenced playing, vith

a zeal and fervour which would render the most timid man in

existence but too happy to accept any means of quitting that

particular spot of earth on which they were stationed. Then
Mr. Green, sen., and his noble companion entered one car,

and Mr. Green, jun., and his companion the other
;
and then

the balloons went up, and the aerial travellers stood up, and
the crowd outside roared with delight, and the two gentlemen

who had never ascended before, tried to wave their flags, as if

they were not nervous, but held on very fast all the wiiile

;

and the balloons were wafted gently away, our little finend

solemnly protesting, long after they were reduced to mere
specks in the air, that he could still distinguish the white hat

of Mr. Green. The gardens disgorged their multitudes, boys

ran up and down screaming bal-loon
;

and in all the

crowded thoroughfares people rushed out of their shops into

the middle of the road, and having stared up in the air at two
little black objects till they almost dislocated their necks,

walked slowdy in again, perfectly satisfied.

The hext day there was a grand account of the ascent in

the morning papers, and the public w^ere informed how it was
the finest day but four in Mr. Green’s remembrance; how
they retained eight of the earth till they lost it behind the

clouds; and how the rejection of the balloon on the imdu-
lating masses of vapour w^as gorgeously picturesque

;
together

with a little science about the refraction of the sun’s rays, and
some mysterious hints respecting atmospheric heat and eddying
currents of air.

There was also an interesting account how a man in a boat

was distinctly heard by Mr. Green, jun., to exclaim, “My
eye !

” wldch Mr. Green, jun., attributed to his voice rising to

the balloon, and the soimd being thrown back from its surface

into the car
;
and the whole concluded witli a slight allusion

to another ascent next Wednesday, all of which was very

instructive and very amusing, as our readers will see if they

look to the papers. If we have forgotten to mention the date,

they have only to wait tiU next summer, and take the account

of the first ascent, and it will answer the purpose equally

well.
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CHAPTER XV.

EARLY COACHES.

We liave often wondered how many months’ incessant

travelling in a post-chaise, it would talto to kill a man
;
and

wondering by analog}% wo should very much like to know how
many moatlis of constant travelling in a succession of early

coaches, an unfortunate mortal could endure. Breaking a

man alive upon the wheel, would be nothing to breaking his

rest, his peace, his heart—everything but his fast—iq>on four;

and the punishment of Ixion (the only practic£Ll person, by
the by, who has disco\ ered the secret of the perpetual motion)

would sink into utter insignificance before the one we have
suggested. If we had been a powerful churchman in those

good times when blood wms shed as freely as water and men
were mowed down like grass, in the sacred cause of religion,

we would have lain by very quietly till u^e got hold of some
especially obstinate miscreant, wdio positively refused to be
converted to our faith, and then we w ould have booked him
for an inside place in a small coach, which travelled day and
night: and scenring the remainder of the places for stout
men wdth a slight tendency to coughing and spitting, wo
would iiavo started him forth on his last tra^vels : leaWng him
mercilessly to all the tortures which the W'aiters, landlords,
coachmen, guards, hoots, chambermaids, and other faniiUai's
on his line of road, might think proper to inflict.

Who has not experienced tho miseries inevitably consequent
upon a summons to undertake a hasty journey? You receive
an intimation from your place of business—w^herever that
may be, or whatever you may be-—that it will be necessary to
leave town without delay. You and your family are forthwith
toowm into a state of tremendous excitement; on express
IS imnie<hately despatched to tho washerwoman’s

;
every

body is in a bustle; and you, yourself, with a. feeling' of
^gmty which you cannot altogether conceal, sally forth to
the booking-office to secure your place. Here a painful
consciousness of your own unimportance fii*st rushes on yourmind—the people are as cool and cqUected as if nobody wero
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gfoiag: out of town, or as if a journey of a hundred odd miles

were a mere notlung.^ You enter a mouldy-looking room,

ornamented with largo posting-hills
;

tlie greater part of the

place enclosed behind a huge lumbering rough counter, and
fitted up with recesses that look like the dons of the smaller

animals in a travelling menagerie, without the bars. Some
half-dozen people are booking brown-j)aper parcels, which
one of the clerks flings into the aforesaid recesses with an air

of recMessness wliich you, remembering the new carpet bag
you bought iu the morning, feel considerably annoyed at

;

porters looking like so many Atlases, keep rushing in and out,

with large paikagOs on their shoulders
;
and while you arc

waiting to make tlic necessary inquiries, you wonder what on
earth the booking-office clerks can have been before they were
booking-office clerks

;
one *uf them with Ids pen behind his

ear, and his hands behind him, is standing iu front of the

fire, like a full-length ijorlrait of Napoleon
;

tlie other with
liis hat haK off his head, enters the passengers’ names in the
books udth a coolness whuh is inexpressibly pi'ovokiug

j
and

the villain whistles—actually wdiistles—while a man asks liini

what til*- fare is outside—all the way to Holyhead I—in frosty

weather too ? They are cleai’ly an isolated race, evidently

possessing no s^’mpatliies or feelings in eommou with the rest

of mankind. Your turn comes iit last, and liaving 2)aid tlie

fare, 3'ou tremblingly inquire— What time will it be neces-

sary for me to be hero in the morning?^’—“Six o'clock,”

replies the whistler, carelessly 2)itching the sovereign you have

just parted with, into a wooden bowl on tlie desk. “ llathcr

before than arter,” adds tlie man wdtli liio semi-roasted unmen-
tionables, with just as inucli case and ccnq»lacency as if the

whole wwid got out of bed at five. You turn into the sti'eet,

ruminating as }'Ou bend a'out steps homewards on the extent

to which men become hardoued in cruelty, by custom.

If there be one thing in existence more miserable than

another, it most unquestionably is the being compelled to rise

by candle-light. If 3’ou ever doubted the fact, you aie

painfully convinced of 3'our error, on the morning of your

iepartimo. You loft 6tric;t orders, overnight, to be called at

half-past four, and you have done nothing all night but doze

for five minutes at a time, and start up suddenly from a

terrific dream of a large church -clock with the small hitnd

nmiuBg round, with astpnishing rapidity, to every figure on
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he dial-plate. At last, completdy exhausted, you fall gradu-

dly into a refreshing sleep—^your thoughts grow confused—

he stage-coaches, which have been going off” before your

iyes ah night, become less and less distinct, until they go off

dtogether; one moment you are driving with all the sldJl

ind smartness of an experienced whip—the next you are

xhibiting, d la Ducrow, on the off leader; anon you are

losely muffled up, inside, and have just recogmsed in the

erson of the guard an old schoolfellow, whose funeral, even

1 your dream, you remember to have attended eighteen yeai’s

go. At last you fall into a state of complete oblivion, from

rhich you are aroused, as if into a new state of existence, by
, singiilar illusion. You are apprenticed to a trunk-maher

;

LOW, or why, or when, or wherefore, you don’t take the

rouble to inquire
;
but there you axe, pasting the lining in

he lid of a portmanteau. Confound that other apprentice in

he back shop, how he is hammering !—rap, rap, rap—what
Ln industrious fellow he must be

!
you have heard him at

vork for half an hoiu past, and he has been hammering
ncessantly the whole time. Rap, rap, rap, again—he ’s

:alking now—what ’s that he said ? Five o’clock ! You make
i violent exertion, and start up in bed. The vision is at once

iispelled
;
the trunk-maker’s shop is your ovm bed-room, and

ihe other apprentice your shivering seiwant, who has been
rainly endeavouring to wake you for the last quarter of an
[lour, at the imminent risk of breaking either hla own
knuckles or the panels of the door.

You proceed to chess yourself, with all possible despatch.

The flaring flat candle with the long snuff, gives light enough
to show that the things you want, are not w'here they ought
to be, and you undergo a trifling delay in consequence of
having carefully packed up one of your boots in your over
anxiety of the preceding night. You soon complete your
toilet, however, for you are not particular on such an occasion,
and you shaved yesterday evening

;
so, mounting your Peters-

ham great-coat, and green travelling-shawl, and graaping your
carpet-bag in your right hand, you walk lightly down stairs,

lest you should awaken any of the family, and after pausing
in the common sitting-room for one moment, just to have a
cup of coffee (the said common sitting-room looking remark-
ably comfortable, with every thing out of its place, and
strewed with the crumbs of last night’s supper), you undo thfc
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cliain and bolts of the street-door, and find yourself fairly in

the street.

A thaw, by all that is miserable ! The frost is completely

broken up. You look down the long perspective of Oxford-

street, the gas-lights mournfully reflected on the wet pavement,

and can discern no speck in the road to encourage the belief

that there is a cab or a coach to be had—the very coachmen

have gone home in despair. The cold sleet is drizzling down
with that gentle regularity, which betokens a duratior of

four-and-twenty hours at least; the damp hangs upon the

house-tops, and lamp-posts, and clings to you like an invisible

cloak. The water is coming in in every area, the pipes

have burst, the water-butts are running over; the kennels

seem to be doing matches against time, pump-handles descend

of their own accord, horses in market-carts fall down, and
there ’s no one to helj) them up again, policemen look as if

they had been carefully sprinkled with powdered glass
;
here

and there a milk-woman trudges slowly along, with a bit of

list round each foot to keep her from slipping; boys who
** don’t sleep in the house,” and are not allowed much sleep

out of i^, can’t w^ake their masters by thundering at the shop-

door, and cry with the cold—^the compound of ice, snow, and
water on the pavement, is a couple of inches thick—nobody
ventures to walk fast to keep himself warm, and nobody
could succeed in keeping himself warm if he did.

It strikes a quarter past five as you trudge down Waterloo-

place on your way to the Golden-cross, and you discover, for

the first time, that you were called about an hour too early.

You have not time to go back
;
there is no place open to go

into, and you have, therefore, no resource but to go forward,

which you do, feeling remarkably satisfied with yourself, and
everything about you. You arrive at the office, and look

wistfully up the yard for the Birmingham High-flier, which,
for aught you can see, may have flown away altogether, for

no preparations appear to be on foot for the departure of

any vehicle in the shape of a coach. You wander into the

booking-office, which with the gas-lights and blazing fire,

looks quite comfortable by contrast—that is to say, if any
place can look comfortable at half-past five on a winter’s

morning. There stands the identical book-keeper in the
same position as if he had not moved since you saw him
yesterday. As he infomTs you, that the coach is up the yard.
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and Trill be brought round in about a quarter of an hour, yon

leave your bag, and repair to
** The Tap —not with qjxj

absurd idea of warming yourself, because you feel such a result

to be utterly hopeless, but for the purpose of procuring some

hot brandy-and-water, which you do,—when the kettle boils

!

an event which occurs exactly two minutes and a half before

the time fixed for the starting of the coach.

The first stroke of six peals from St. Martin's church

steeple, just as you take the first sip of the boiling liquid.

You find yourself at the booking-office in two seconds, and

the tap-waitor finds himself much comforted by your brand}’^-

and-water, in about the same period. The coach is out
;
the

horses are in, and the guard and two or three porters are

stowing the luggage away, and running up the stops of the

booking-office, and down the steps of the booking-office, with

breathless rapidity. The place, wliicli a few minutes ago, was

so still and quiet, is now all bustle
;
the early venders of the

morning papers have arrived, and you are assailed on all sides

with shouts of TlmeSy geii’lm’n, Times, Here ’s Chron—
Cliron— Citron,'^' Herald, ma’am," ‘^Highly interesting

murder, gen’lm’n," Curious case o’ broacli o’ promise, ladies."

The inside passougers are already in tlieir dons, and tlie outsides,

with the exception of yourself', are pacing up and down tlie

pavement to keep themselves warm
;
they consist of two young

men with very long hair, to which tlio sleet has communicated
the appearance of crystallised rats’ tails

;
one thin young woman

cold and peevish, os e old gentleman ditto ditto, and something
in a cloak and cap, intended tOv represent a military officer;

every member of the party with a large stiff shawl over his chin,

looking exactly as if he were playing r set of Pan’s pipes.

Take off the cloths, Bob," says the coachman, who now
appears for the first time, in a rough blue greatcoat, of which
the buttons behind are so far apart, that you can’t see them
both at the same time. Now, gen’lm’n," cries the guard,
until the way-l)il] in his hand. Five minutes behind time
already ! " Up jump the passengers—the two young men
smoking like lime-kilns, and the old gentleman grumbling
audibly. Ihe tliin young woman is got upon the roof, by
dint of a gi’cat deal of pulling, and pushing, and helping and
trouble, and she repays it by expressing her solemn convictioiL
that she will never be able to got down again.

All right," sings out the guard last, jumping up asilio
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coacli starts, and blowing bis bom directly afterwards, in

proof of the soundness of bis wind. Let ’em ge, Harry,

give ’em tbeir beads,” cries tbe coacbman—and off we start

as briskly as if tbe morning were all right,” as well as tbe

coach : and looking forward as anxiously to tbe termination

of our journey, as we fear our readers uill have done, long

since, to the conclusion of our paper.

CTIAPTEH XVI.

OMNIBUSES.

It is very generally allowed that public conveyances afford

an extensive field for amusement and observation. Of all the

public conve3mnces thrt liavo been constructed since the days

of the Ark—we think that is the earliest on record—to the

present time, commend us to an omnibus. A long stage is

not to be despised, but there 3’'0u liave only six insides, and
tlie chances are, that the same people go all the way witli

you—there is no change, no varietj". Besides, after the first

twelve hours or so, people get cross and sleepy, and when you
have seen a man in his nightcap, 3’ou lose all respect for him;
at least, that is the case with us. Then on smooth roads

people frequently get prosy, and tell long stories, and even

those who don’t talk, may liave very unpleasant predilections.

We once travelled four hundred miles, inside a stage-coach,

with a stout man, who had a glass of runi-and-water warm,
handed in at the ^andow at every place where we changed
horses. This was decidedly unpleasant. We have also

travelled occasionally, with a small boy of a pale aspect,

with light liair, and no perceptible neck, coming up to

town from school under the protection of the g^ard, and
directed to be left at the Cross Keys till called for. This
is, perhaps, even w'orse than rum-and-water in a close

atmosphere. Then there is tbe whole train of evils conse-
quent on a change of the coachman

; and the misery of the
discovery—whicli the guard is sure to make the moment you
tiegin to doze—that he wants a brown-paper parcel, which he
distinctly remembers to haye deposited under tlie set^ on which
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you are reposing. A great deal of bustle and groping talcea

place, and when you are thoroughly awakened, and severely

cramped, by holding your legs up by an almost supernatural

exertion, while he is looking behind them, it suddenly occurs

to him that he put it in the fore-boot. Bang goes the door

;

the parcel is immediately found ; off starts the coach again

;

and the guard plays the key-bugle as loud as he can play it,

as if in mockery of your wretchedness.

Now, .you meet with none of these afflictions in an omnibus

;

sameness there can never be. The passengers change as often

in the course of one journey as the figures in a kaleidoscope,

and though not so glittering, are far more amusing. We
believe there is no instance on record, of a man’s having gone

to sleep in one of these vehicles. As to long stories, would

any man venture to tell a long story in an omnibus? and

even if he did, where would be the harm? nobody could

possibly hear what he was talking about. Again
;
children,

though oocasionally, are not often to be found in an omnibus

;

and even when they are, if the vehicle be full, as is generally

the case, somebody sits upon them, and we are unconscious of

their presence. Yes, after mature reflection, and considerable

experience, we are decidedly of opinion, that of all known
vehicles, from the glass-coach in which we were taken to be

christened, to that sombre caravan in which we must one day

make our last earthly journey, there is nothing like an
omnibus.

We will back the machine in which we" make our daily

peregrination from the top of Oxford Street to the city, against

any ** buss ” on the road, whether it be for the gaudiness of

its exterior, the perfect simplicity of its interior, or the native

coolness of its cad. This young gentleman is a singular

instance of self-devotion
;
his somewhat intemperate zeal on

behalf of his employers, is constantly getting him into trouble,

and occasionally into the house of correction. He is no
sooner emancipated, how^ever, than he resumes the duties of

his profession with unabated ardour. His principal distinc-

tion is his activity. His great boast is, “ that he can chuck
an old genlm’n into the buss, shut him in, and rattle off,

afore he knows where it ’s a going too ”—a feat which he
frequently performs, to the infinite amusement of every one
out the old gentleman concerned, who, somehow or other,

never can see the joke of the thing. ,
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^Ve are not aware that it has ever been precisely ascer-

tained, how many passengers our omnibus will contain. The
impression on the cad’s mind, evidently is, that it is amply

sufficient for the accommodation of any number of persons

that can be enticed into ii.. Any room ? ” cries a very hot

pedestrian. Plenty o’ room, sir,” replies the conductor,

gradually opening the door, and not disclosing the real state

of the case until the wretched man is on the steps. AMiere ?
”

inquires the entrapped individual, with an attempt to back

out again. Either side, sir,” rejoins the cad, shoving him
in, and slamming the door. ** All Hght, Bill.” Retreat is

impossible
;

the new-comer rolls about, till lie falls down
somewhere, and there he stops.

As wo get into the city a little before ten, four or five of

our party are regular passengers. We always talte them up
at the same places, and they generally occupy the same seats

;

tliey are always dressed in the same manner, and invariably

discuss tlie same topics—the increasing rapidity of cabs, and
the disregard of moral obligations evinced by omnibus men.
There is a little testy old man, with a powdered head, who
always sit ' on the right hand side of the door as you enter, with
his hands folded ou llio top of his umbrella. lie is extremely

impatient, and sits there for tlio pm'pose of keeping a sharp

eye on the cad, with whom he generally holds a running
dialogue. He is very officious in helj)ing people iu and out,

and always volunteers to give the cad a poke with his

umbrella, when any one wants to alight. He usually recom-
mends ladies to have sixpence ready, to prevent delay; and if

anybody puts a window down, that he can I'each, lie immedi-
ately pu(s it up again.

Now, what are you stopping for ? ” says tlie little old man
every moniiug, the moment there is the slightest indication of

“ pulling up ” at the corner of Regent-street, when some such
dialogue as the following takes place between him and the cade

What are you sto2)piiig for?”
Here the cad whistles and affects not to hear tlio quo^lion.
‘‘ I say [a poke], what are 3^ou stopping for? ”

** E’er x^asseugers, sir. Ba—nk.—Ty.’^

‘‘ I know you ’re stox^ping for x^«'^ssengers
;
but you ’ve no

business to do so. Why are you stox^x^ing?
”

‘‘\y, sir, tliat’s a difficult question. I think it is becaueo

we prefer stoxixnug here to going on.”

S.B. F
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‘‘Now mind/* exclaims the little old ma|, with great

rehemmice, **I’ll pull you up to-morrow; I*ve often

threatened to do it
;
now I wilL**

** Thankee, sir/* replies the C5ad, touching his hat with a

mock expression of gratitude;—“^werry much obliged to you

indeed, sir.** Here the yi*ung men in the omnibus laugh

very heartily, and the old gentleman gets very red in the fhce,

and seems I^hly exasperated.

The stout gentleman in the white neckcloth, at the other

end of the vehicle, looks very prophetic, and says that some-

thing must shortly be done with these fellows, or there *8 no

saying where all this will end ;
and the shabby-genteel man with

the green bag, expresses his entire concurrence in the opinion,

as he has done regularly every morning for tiie last six

months.

A second omnibus now comes up, and stops immediately

behind us. Another old gentleman elevates his cane in the

air, and runs with all his might towards our omnibus
;
we

watch his progress with great interest
;
the door is opened to

receive him, he suddenly disappears—^he has been i^irited

away by the opposition. Hereupon the driver of the opposi-

tion taunts our people with his having “ regularly done *em

out of that old swell/* and the voice of the ** old swoU ** is

heard, vainly protesting against this unlawfiil detention.

We rattle off, the other omnibus rattles after us, and ©very

time we stop to take up a passenger, they stop to take him
too

;
sometimes we get him ;

sometimes th^ get him ;
but

whoever don*t get him, say they ought to have had him,
and the cads of the respe^ve vehldes abuse one another
accordingly.

As we arrive in the vicinity of Liiico]n*s-imi-ff6lds, Bedford-
row, and other legal haunts, we drop a great many of our
original passengers, and take up fresh ones, who meet with a
very sulky reception. It is rather remarkable that the people
already in an omnibus, always look at new-comers, as if they
entertained some xmdefned idea that they have no business to

come in at all. We are quite persuad^ the little old man
has some notion of this kind, and that he consideTS their entry*
as a sort of negative impertinence.

• Conversation is now entirely dropped
;
each person gazes

vacantly through the window in front of him, and everybody
chinks that his opposite neighbour is staring at him. If one
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maa gets out^ at Shoe-lane, and another at the corner^ of Far-

ringdon-stree^ the little old gentleman grumbles, and suggests

to the latter, that if he had got out at Shoe-lane too, he would
hare saved them the delay of another stoppage

;

whereupon
the yoimg men laugh again, and the old gentleman looks very

solemn, and says nothing more till he gets to the Bank, when
he trots off as fast as he can, leaving us to do the same, and
to wish, as we walk away, that we could impart to others any
portion of the amusement we have gained for ourselves.

CHAPTER XVn.

THI LAST OAB-DRIVER, AND THE FIRST OMNIBUS CAD.

Of all the cabriolet-drivers whoip. we ever >had the honour
and gratification of knowing by sighl-^and our acquaintance

in this way has been most extensive—^there is one who made
an impre^ion on our mind which can never be effaced, and
who awakened in our bosom a feeling of admiration and
respect, which.we entertain a fatal presentiment will never,be
called forth again by any human being. He was a man .of

most simple and prepossessing appearance. . Hq was a brOwU-
whiskered, white-hatted, no-coated cabman;, his nose was
generally red, and his bright bine eye not unfrequenUy, stood
out in bold relief against a black border of artificial ^workman-
ship

;
his boots were of the Wellington form, pulled up to

meet his corduroy knee-smalls, or at least to, approach as near
them as their dimensions would admit of ; .and neck was
usually garnished with a bright yellow handkerchief In
summer he earned in his month a flower

;
in winter, a straw—slight, but to a contemplative mind, certain indications of a

love of nature, and a taste for botany.
His cabriolet was ^rgeoudy painted-—a bright red ; and

wherever we went, Ciiy or West End, Paddii^n or Hoh
loway, North, East, West, or South, there was the red cab,
bumping up against the posts at the street comers, and
turning in and out, among hackney-coaches, and dfays, and
carts, and waggons, and omnibuses, and contriving iby some
strange means or other, tp get out of {daces which no other
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vehicle but the red cab could ever by any possibility have

contrived to get into at all. Our fondness for that red cab was

unbounded. How we should have liked to see it in the circle

at Astley’s! Our life upon it, that it should have performed

such evolutions as would have put the whole company to

shame—Indian chiefs, kniglits, Swiss peasants, and aU.

Some people object to the exertion of getting into cabs, and

others object to the difficulty of getting out of them
;
we think

both these are objections which take their rise in perverse and

ill-conditioned minds. The getting into a cab is a very pretty

and graceful process, which, when well performed, is essentially

melodramatic. First, there is the expressive pantomime of

every one of the eighteen cabmen on the stand, the moment
you raise your eyes from the ground. Then there is your

own pantomime in reply—quite a little ballet. Four cabs

immediately leave the stand, for your especial accommodation

;

and the evolutions of the animals who draw them, are beau-

tiful in the extreme, as they grate the wheels of the cabs

against the curb-stones, and sport playfully in the kennel.

You single out a particular cab, and dart swiftly towards it.

One bound, and you are on the first step
;
turn your body

lightly round to the right, and you are on tlie second
;
bend

gracefully beneath the reins, w^orking round to the left at the

same time, and you are in the cab. There is no difficulty in

finding a seat : the apron knocks you comfortably into it at

once, and off you go.

The getting out of a cab, is, perhaps, rather more com-

plicated in its theory, and a shade more difficult in its execution.

We hajre studied the subject a g^eat deal, and we think the

best way is, to throw yourself out, and trust to chance for

abghting on your feet. If you make the driver alight first,

and then throw yourself upon him, you will find that he
breaks your fall materially. In the event of your contem-
plating an offer of eightpence, on no account make the
tender, or show the money, until you are safely on the

pavement. It is very bad policy attempting to save the
fourpence. You are very much in the power of a cabman,
tuid he considers it a kind of fee not to do you any wilful
damage. Any instruction, however, in the art of getting out
of a cab, is wholly unnecessary if you are going any distance,
because the probability is, that you will be shot lightly out
before you have completed the third mile.
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We are not aware of any instance on record in wliicli u

cab-horse has performed three consecutive miles without pr^^ing

down once. What of that ? It is all excitement. And in

these days of derangement of the nervous system and universal

lassitude, people are content to pay haiidsoinoly for excite-

ment
;
where can it be procured at a chenj><^r rate?

But to return to the red cab; if was oninii>resont. You
nad but to walk down Ilolbom, or Fleet-street, or any of the

principal thoroughfares in which there is a great deal of traffic,

and judge for yourself. You had hardly turned into the

street, w lien you saw^ a trunk or two, lying on the ground : an

uprooted post, a hat-box, a portmanteau, and a carpet-bag,

strewed about in a very picturesque manner : a horse in a cab

standing by, looking about him >cith great iincoucerii
;
and a

crowd, shouting and screaming wdth delight, cooling their

flushed faces against the glass w indow's of a climnist’s shop,

—

“ What the matter here, can you toll me ?
”—“ O’ny a cab,

sir,”
—“ Anybody hurt, do 3'ou know' ?”—

“

O’liy tlie fare, sir.

I see him a turnin’ the corner, and I ses to anotlicr geu’hn’n,
‘ that ’s a reg’lar little oss that, and lie 's a cornin’ along

rayther ^weet, an’t he ?
’—

‘ He just is,’ sos the other gen’lm’n,

ven bump they comes agin the post, and out flies the fare like

hricks.” Need w'e say it was the red cab
;
or that the gentle-

man with the straw in his mouth, who emerged so coolly

from the chemist’s shop and philosophically climbing into the

little dickey, started off at fidl gaUop, w^as the red cab’s

licensed driver ?

The ubiquity of this red cab, and the influence it exorcised

over the lisible muscles of justice itself, w as perfectly astonish-

ing. You w^aUved into the justice-room of tlie Mansion-house :

the w^hole toiirt resoimded with merriment. The Lord Mayor
thrown liiniself Lack in his diair, in a state of frantic delight

at his ow'n joke
;
every vein in Mr. Hobler’s countenance w'as

swollen with laughter, partly at the Lord Mayor’s facetious-

ness, but more at his own
;
the constables and police-oflicers

W'ere (as in duty bound) in ecstasies at Mr. Ilobler and the

Lord Mayor combined
;

and the very paupers, glancing

respectfully at the beadle’s countenance, tried to smile, as oven
he relaxed. A tall, W'eazen-faced man, with an impediment
in his si)ecch, would be endeavouring to state a case of

imposition against the rod cab’s driver
;
and the red cab’s

driver, and the Lord Ma^'pr, and Mr. IJobler, would be hadng*
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a little fun among themselves, to the inordinate doUght of

everybody but the complainant. In the end, justice would be

so tickled 'svith the red-cab-driver’s native humour, that the

fine would bo mitigated, and he would go away full gallop,

in the red cab, to impose on somebody else without loss of

time.

The driver of the red cab, confident in the strength of his

own moral principles, like many other philosophers, was wont

to set the feelings and opinions of society at complete defiance.

Generally speaking, perhaps, he would as soon carry a fare

safely to his destination, as he would upset him—sooner,

perhaps, because in that case he not only got the money, but

had the additional amusement of running a longer heat

against some smart rival. But society made war upon him in

the shape of penalties, and he must make wax upon society

in his own way. This was the reasoning of the red-cab-

driver. So, he bestowed a searching look upon the fare, as

he put his hand in his waistcoat pocket, when he had gone

half the mile, to got the money ready
;
and if he brouglit forth

eightpence, out he went.

The last time we saw our friend was one wet evening in

Tottenham-court-road, when he was engaged in a very warm
and somewhat personal altercation with a loquacious little

gentleman in a green coat. Poor fellow ! there were great

excuses to be made for him : he had not received above

eighteenpence more than his fare, and consequent!}' laboured

under a great deal of very natural indignation. The dispute

had attained a pretty considerable height, when at last the

loquacious little gentleman, making a mental calculation of

the distance, and finding that he had already paid more than
he ought, avowed his imolterable detemiination to ‘‘ pull up **

the cabman in the morning.

Now, just mark this, young man,’^ said the little gentle*

man, ‘‘ I ’ll pull you up to-morrow morning.’
** No ! will you though ? ” said our friend with a sneer.
**

I will,” replied the little gentleman, “ mark my words,
that ’s all. If I live till to-morrow morning, you shall repent

There was a steadiness of purpose, and indignation of
speech, about the little gentleman, as he took an angry pinch
of snufiT, after tliis last declaration, which made a visible
impression on the mind of the red-^ab- driver. He appeared
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to hesitate for an instant. It was only for an instant ;
his

resolve was soon taken.

“ You ’ll pull me up, will you ? ” said our friend.

**
I will,” rejoined the little gentleman, with even greater

vehemence than before.

Very well,” said, our friend, tucking up his shirt-sleeves

very calmly. There ’ll be three veeks for that. Wery good;

that ’ll bring me up to the middle o’ next month. Three

veeks more would carry me on to my birthday, and then I ’ve

got ten pound to draw. I may as well get bo?rd, lodgin’,

and wasiiin’, till then, out of the county, as pay for it myself;

consequently here goes !

”

So, without more ado, the red-cab-driver knocked the little

gentleman down, and then called the police to take himseK
into custody, with all the civility in the world.

A story is nothing witliout the sequel
;
and therefore we

may state, that to our certain knowledge, the board, lodging,

and washing, were all provided in due course. We happen to

know the fact, for it came to our knowledge, thus : We went

over the House of Correction for the county, of Middlesex

shortly after, to witness the operation of the silent system

;

and looked on all tlie ’wheels ” with the greatest anxiety, in

search of our long-lost friend. He was nowhere to bo seen,

however, and we began to think that the little gentleman in

the green coat must have relented, when as we were traversing

the kitchen-garden, which lies in a sequestered part of the

prison, we were startled by hearing a voice, which a2)parently

proceeded from the n^all, pouring forth its soul in the plain-

tive air of all round my hat,” which was then just beginning
to form a recognised portion of our national music.

We started.—“ What voice is that ? ” said we.

The Governor shook his head.

Sad fellow,” he replied, ‘‘very sad. He positively

‘refused to work on the y heel
;

so, after many trials, I was
compelled to order him into solitary confinement. He says

he likes it very much though, and I am afraid he does, for

he lies op his back on the floor, and sings comic songs ali

day !

”

Shall we add that our heart had not deceived us ;
and that

the comic singer was no other than our eagerly-sought friend,

the red-cab-driver ?

We have never seen hijn since, hut we have strong reason
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to inspect that this noble individual was a distant relative of

a waterman of our acquaintance, who, on one occasion, when
we were passing the coach-stand over which he presides, after

standing very quietly to see a tall man struggle into a cab,

ran up very briskly when it was aU over (as his brethren

invariably do), and, touching his hat, apked, as a matter of

course, for a copper for the waterman/^ Now, the fare was

by no means a liandsome man
;
and, waxing very indignant

at the demand, he rejdied— Money ! What for ? Coming
up and looking at me, I suppose?’*— Veil, sir,” rejoined

the waterman, with a smile of immoveable complacency^

That's worth twopence.”

Tliis identical waterman afterwards attained a very pro-

minent station in society
;
and as we know something of his

life, and have often thought of telling what we do know,

perhaps we sliall never have a better opportunity than tie

present.

Mr. William Barker, then, for that was the gentleman’s

name, Mr. William Barker was born but why need we
relate where Mr. William Barker was bom, or when ? Why
scrutinise the entries in parocliial ledgers, or seek to penetrate

the Lucinian mysteries of lying-in hospitals? Mr. William

Barker teas horn, or lie had never been. Tliere is a son

—

tliero was a fatlior. Thciv is an elfect—there was a cause.

Surely this is sufRcient information for the most Falima-liko

curiosity
;
and, if it be not, we regret our inability to supply

any further evidence on the point. Can there be a more satis-

factory, or more stri(!tly parliamentary course ? Impossible.

We at once avow a similar inability to record at what
precise period, or by what particular process, this gentleman’s

patronymic of William Barker became corrupted into “ Bill

Boorker.” ^Mr. Barker acquired a liigh standing, and no
inconsiderable reputation, among the members of that pro-

fession to which he more jieculiarly devoted his energies
;
and

to them he was generally known, either by the familiar axipel-

lation of Bill Boorker,” or the flattering designation of

‘‘ Aggerawatin Bill,” the latter being a i)la}dul and expressive
sobriquet, illustrative of Mr. Barker’s great talent in ‘‘aggera-
watin ” and rendering wild such subjects of lier Majesty as
are conveyed from ^dace to x>lace, through the instrumeutalit}^
of omnibuses. Of the early life of Mr. Barker little is known,
and even that little is involved in considerable doubt ^nd
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J^bscurity. A want of application, a restlossness of pvirpose,

a thirsting after porter, a love of all that is roving and cadger-

like in nature, shared in common with many other great

geniuses, appear to have been his leading characteristics.

The busy hum of a parochial free-school, and the shady

repose of a county gaol, were alike inefficacious in producing

the slightest alteration in Mr. Barker’s disposition. His

feverish attachment to change and variety, nothing could

repress
;
his native daring no punishment could subdue.

If Mr. Barker can be fairly said to have had any weakness

in his earlier years, it was an amiable one—^love
;
love in its

most comprehensive form—a love of ladies, liquids, and

pocket-handkerchiefs. It was no selfish feeling
;

it was not

confined to his own possessions, which but too msmy men
regard with exclusive complacency. No

;
it was a nobler

love—a general principle. It extended itself with equal force

to the property of other people.

There is something very affecting in this. It is still more
affecting to know, that such philanthropy is but imx)erfectly

rewarded, Bow’-street, Newgate, and Mill -bank, are a poor

return for general benevolence, evincing itself in an irre-

pressible love for all created objects. Mr. Barker felt it so.

After a lengthened interview with the highest legal authorities,

he quitted his ungrateful country, with the consent, and at the

expense of its Government
;
proceeded to a distant shore

;
and

there employed himself, like another Cincinnatus, in clearing

and cultivating the soil—a peaceful pursuit, in which a term

;

of seven years glided almost imperceptibly away,

!
Whether, at the expiration of the period we have just

I

mentioned, the British Government requii'ed Mr. Barker’s

I
presence here, or did not require his residence abroad, we

I
have no distinct means of ascertaining. We should be in-

I
clined, however, to favour the latter position, inasmuch as

I
we do not find that he was advanced to any other public post

^

on his return, than the post at the corner of the Haymarket,

I

wdiere he officiated as assistant-waterman to the hackney-

I coach stand. Seated, in this capacity, on a couple of tubs

I near the curb-stone, with a brass-plate and number suspended
f round his neck by a massive chain, and his ankles curiously

j

enveloped in haybands, he is supposed to have made those

I

observations on human nature Avhicli exercised so material an

,

infiuence over all his proceedings in later life.
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Mr« Baxker had not officiated for many months in this

capacity; when the appearance of the first omnibus caused

the public mind to go in a new direction, and prevented a

great many hackney-coaches rj&*om going in any direction at

all. The genius of Mr. Barker at once perceived the whole
extent of the injuiy that would be eventually inflicted on cab
and coach stands, and, by consequence, on watermen also, by
the progress of the system of which the first omnibus was a
part. He saw, too, the necessity of adopting some more
profitable profession

j and his active mind at once perceived

how much might be done in the way of enticing the youthful
and unwary, and shoving the old and helpless, into the wrong
buss, and carrying them off, imtil, reduced to despair, they
ransomed themselves by the payment of sixpence a-head, or,

to adopt his own figurative expi^ession in all its native beauty,
*Hill they was rig’larly done over, and forked out the stumpy.”
An opportunity for realising his fondest anticipations soon

presented itself. Rumours were rife on the hackney-coach
stands, that a buss was building, to run from Lisson-grove to

the Bank, down Oxford-street and Holbom
;
and the rapid

increase of busses on the Paddington-road, encouraged the
idea. Mr. Barker secretly and cautiously inquired in the
proper quarters. The report wms correct

;
the “ Royeil

Wniiam ” was to make its first journey on the following
Monday. It was a crack affair altogether. An enterprising
young cabman, of established reputation as a dashing whip

—

lor he had compromised with the parents of three scrunched
children, and just worked out ” his fine for knocking down
an old lady—was the driver

; and the spirited proprietor
knowing Mr. Barker’s qualifications, appointed him to the
vacant office of cad on the very first application. The buss
began to run, and Mr. Barker entered into a new suit of

clothes, and on a new sphere of action.

To recapitulate all the improvements introduced by this

extraordinary man, into the omnibus system— gradually,
indeed, but surely—would occupy a fax greater space than we
are enabled to devote to this imperfect memoir. To him is

universally assigned the original suggestion of the practice
which afterwards became so general— of the di'iver of a second
buss keeping constantly behind the first one, and driving the
pole of his vehicle either into the door of the other, eypvy
time it was opened, or through the body of any lady or
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gentleman who might make an attempt to get into it ;
a

humorous and pleasant invention, e;dubiting all that origin-

ality of idea and fine bold flow of spirits so conspicuous in

every action of this great man.

Mr. Barker had opponents of course
;
what man in public

life has not? But even his worst enemies cannot deny that he

has taken more old ladies and gentlemen to Paddington who
wanted to go to the Bank, and more old ladies and gentlemen

to the Bank who wanted to go to Paddington, than any six

men on the road
;
and however much malevolent spirits may

pretend to doubt the accuracy of the statement, they well

know it to be an established fact, that he has forcibly con-

veyed a variety of ancient persons of either sex, to bojh places,

who had not the slightest or most distant intention of going

any where At all.

Mr. Barker was the identical cad who nobly distinguished

himself, some time since, by keeping a tradesman on the step

—^the omnibus going at full speed all the time—till he had

thrashed him to his entire satisfaction, and finally throwing

him away when he had quite done with him. Mr. Barker

it ou^ht to have been, who honestly indignant at being igno-

miniously ejected from a house of public entertainment, kicked

the landlord in the knee, and thereby caused his death. We
say it ought to have been Mr. Barker, because the action was
not a common one, and could have emanated from no ordinary

mind.

It has now become matter of history
;

it is recorded in the

Newgate Calendar; and we wish we could attribute tliis piece

of daring heroism to Mr. Barker. We regret being compelled

to state that it was not performed by him. Would, for the
family credit we coidd add, that it was achieved by his

brother

!

It was in the exercise of the nicer details of his profession,

that Mr. Barker’s knowledge of human nature was beautifully

displayed. He could tell at a glance where a passenger wanted
to go to, and would shout the name of the place accordingly,

without the slightest reference to .the real destination of the

vehicle. He knew exactly the kind of old lady that would be
too much flurried by the process of pushing in, and pxilling

out of the caravan, to discover where she had been put down,
until too late; had an intuitive perception of what was passing
in a passenger’s mind, when he 'inwardly resolved to pull



140 SKETCHES BT BOZ.

that cad up to-morrow morning
;
” and never failed to moke

himself agreeable to female servants, whom he would place

next the door, and talk to all the way.

Human judgment is never infallible, and it would occasion-

ally liappen that Mr. Barker experimentalised with the timidity

or forbearance of the wrong person, in which case a summons
to a police-office, was, on more than one occasion, followed by
a committal to prison. It was not in the power of trifles such

as these, however, to subdue the freedom of his spirit. As
soon as they passed away, he resumed the duties of his pro-

fession with unabated ardour.

We have spoken of Mr. Barker and of the red-cab-driver

in the past tense. Alas ! Mr. Barker has again become an
absentee

;
and the class of men to which they both belonged

are fast disappearing. Improvement has peered beneath the

aprons of our cabs, and penetrated to the very innermost

recesses of our omnibuses. Dirt and fustian will vanish

before cleanliness and livery. Slang will be forgotten when
oi\ility becomes general: and that enlightened, eloquent,

sage, and profound body, the Magistracy of London, wiU be

deprived of half their amusement, and half their occupation.

CHAPTER XVIII.

A PARLIAMENTARY SKETCH.

We hope our readers will not be alarmed at this rather

ominous title. We assure them that we are not about to

become political, neither have we the slightest intention of

being more prosy than usual—if we can help it. It has

occurred to us that a slight sketch of the general aspect of

*‘the House,” and the crowxls that resort to it on the night
of ail important debate, W'^ould be productive of some amuse-
ment

;
and as we have made some few calls at the aforesaid

Jiouse in our time—have visited it quite often enough for our
purj)ose, and a great deal too often for our owri personal

peace and comfort— have determined to attempt the

description. Dismissing from our minds, therefore, all that

feeling of awe, which vague ideas of breaches of privilege.
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Serjeant-at-Arms, heavy denunciations, and still heavier fees,

are calculated to awaken, we enter at once into the building,

and upon our subject.

Half-past four o’clock—and at five the mover of the Address

will be on his legs,” as the newspapers announce sometimes
by way of novelt}^, as if speakers were occasionally in the

habit of standing on their heads. The members are pouring
in, one after the other, in shoals. The few spectators who
can obtain standing-room in the passages, scrutinise them as

they pass, with tlie utmost interest, and the man v ho can
identify a member occasionally, becomes a person of great

importance. Every now and then you hear earnest whispers

of That’s Sir John Thomson.” Which ? him with tlie

gilt order round his neck?” No, no
;
that’s <3ne of the

messengers—that other with the yellow gloves, is Sir John
Thomson.” “Here’s Mr. Smith.” “Lor!” “Yes, how
d’ ye do, sir ?—(He is our new member)—How do you do,

sir?” Mr, Smith stops . turns roimd, with an air of enchant-

ing urbanity (for the rumour of an intended dissolution has
been very extensively circulated this morning)

;
seizes both

the hands of his gratified constituent, and, after greeting him
with the most entliusiastic warmth, darts into the lobby with
an extraordinary display of ardour in the public cause, leaving
an immense impression in his favour on the mind of his
“ fellow-towmsman.”

The arrivals increase in number, and the heat and noise

increase in very unpleasant proportion. The livery servants
form a complete lane on either side of the passage, and you
reduce yourself into the smallest possible space to avoid being
turned out. You see that stout man with the hoarse voice, in
the blue coat, queer crowned, broad-brimmed hat, white
corduroy breeches, and great boots, who has been talking
incessantly for half an hour past, and whose importance, has
occasioned no small quantity of mirth among the strtmgers

.

That is Uie great conservator of the peace of Westminster.
You. cannot fail to have remarked the grace with which he
saluted the noble Lord who passed just now, or the excessive
dignity of his air, as he expostulates with the crowd. He is

rather out of temper now, in consequence of the veiy irreverent
behaviour of those two young fellows behind him, who have
done nothing but laugh all the time they have been here.

“ Wdl they divide to-night, do yon think, Mr,
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timidly inquires a little thin man in the crowd, hoping to

conciliate the man of office.

How can you ask such questions, sir ? ” replies the func-

tionary, in an incredibly loud key, and pettishly grasping the

thick stick he carries in his right hand. ‘‘ Pray do not, sir,

I beg of you
;

pray do not, sir." The little man looks

remarkably out of his element, and the uninitiated part of

the throng are in positive convulsions of laughter.

Just at this moment, some unfortunate individual appears,

with a very smirking air, at the bottom of the long passage.

He has managed to elude the vigilance of the special con-

stable down stairs, and is evidently congratulating himself on

having made his way so far.
** Go back, sir—you must not come here,^^ shouts the hoarse

one, with tremendous emphasis of voice and gesture, the

moment the offender catches his eye.

The stranger pauses.

‘‘Do you hear, sir—will you go back?’^ continues the

official dignitary, gently pushing the intruder some half-dozen

yards.

“Come, don't push me," replies the stranger, turning

angrily round.
“ I wiU, sir."

“ You won't, sir."

“ Go out, sir."

“ Take your hands off me, sir."

“ Go out off the passage, sir."

“You 're a Jack -in-office, sir."

“ A what ? " ejaculates he of the boots.
“ A Jack-in-office, sir, and a very jinsolent fellow," reiterates

the stranger,, now completely in a passion.
“ Pray do not force me to put you out, sir," retorts the

other—“pray do not—my instructions are to keep this

passage clear-^it 's the Speaker's orders, sir.''

“ D—^n the Speaker, sir !
" shouts the intruder.

“ Here, Wilson !—Collins ! " gasps the officer, actually

paralysed at this insulting expression, which in his mind is all

but high treason
;
“ take this man out—take him out, I say

!

How dare you, sir ? " and down goes the unfortunate man
five stairs at a time, turning round at every stoppage, to come
back again, and denouncing bitter vengeance against
commander-in-chief, and all his supernumeraries.
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** Make way, gentlemen,—pray make way for tke Members,

I beg of you !

** shouts the zealous officer, turning back, and

preceding a whole string of the liberal and independent.

You see this ferocious-looking gentleman, with a complexion

almost as sallow as his linen, and whose large black moustache

would give him the appearance of a figure in a hair-dresser’s

window, if his countenance possessed the thought which is

communicated to those waxen caricatures of the human face

divine. He is a mditia-officer, and the most amusing person

in the House. Can anything be more exquisitely absurd than

the burlesque grandeur of his air, as he strides up to the lobby,

his eyes rolling like those of a Turk’s head in a cheap Ihit^
clock ? He never appears without that bundle of dirty papers

which he carries under his left arm, and which are generally

supposed to be the miscellaneous estimates for 1804, or some
equally important documents. He is very punctual in his

attendance, at the House, and his self-satisfied He-ar-He-ar,”

is not unfrequently the signal for a general titter.

This is the gentleman who once actually sent a messenger

up to the Strangers’ gallery in the old House of Commons, to

inquire the name of an individual who was using an eye-glass,

in order that he might complain to the Speaker that the person

in question was quizzing him ! On another occasion, he is

reported to have repaired to Bellamy’s kitchen—a refreshment

room, where persons who are not Members are admitted on

sufferance, as it were—and perceiving two or three gentlemen

at supper, who he wsis aware were not Members, and could

not, in that place, very well resent his behaviour, he indulged

in the pleasantry of sitting with his booted leg on the table at

which they were supping ! He is generally harmless, though,

and always amusing.

By dint of patience, and some little interest with our friend

the constable, we have contrived to make our way to the

Lobby, and you can just manage to catch an occasional

gHmpse of the House, as the door is opened for the admission
of Members. It is tolerably full already, and little groups of
Members are congregated together here, discussing the inter-

esting topics of the day.
‘‘ That smart-looking fellow in the black coat with velvet

facings and cuffe, who wears his D'Orsay hat so rakishly, is

Honest Tom,” a metropolitan representative
;
and the large

man in the cloak with th^ white lining—not the man by the
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pillar
;

tlie other with the light hair hanging over his coat

collar behind,—is his colleague. The quiet gentlemanly-

looking man in the blue surtout, gray trousers, white necker-

chief, and gloves, whose closely-buttoned coat displaj^s his

manly figure and broad chest to great advantage, is a very

well-known character. He has fought a great many battles

in his time, and conquered like the heroes of old, with no

other arms than those the gods gave him. The old hard-

featured man wiio is standing near him, is really a good

specimen of a class of men now nearly extinct. He is a county

Member, and has been from time whereof the memory of man
is not to the contrary. Look at his loose, wide, bro^vn coat,

with capacious pockets on each side
;
the knee-breeches and

boots, tlie immensely long waistcoat, and silver watch-chain

dangling below it, the wide-brimmed brown hat, and tlie

white handki'Tchief tied in a great bow, with straggling ends

sticking out beyond his shirt-frill. It is a costume one seldom

sees nowadays, and when the few who wear it have died otf,

it will be quite extinct. He can tell you long stories of Fox,

Pitt, Sheridan, and Canning, and how much better the House
was managed in those times, wdicn they used to get up at

eight or nine o’clock, except on regular field days, of wliich

every body wns apprised beforehand. He has a great con-

tempt for all young Members of Parliament, and thinks it

quite impossible that a man can say any thing woidh hearing,

unless ho has sat in the House for fifteen years at least, with-

out saying anything at all. He is of opinion that that

young Macaulay” was a regular impostor; he allow’s, that

Lord Stanley may do something one of these days, but “ he ’s

too young, sh—too young.” He is^an excellent authority on
points of precedent, and when he grows talkative, after his

w ine, will tell you how Sir Somebody Something, when he
w'as w hipper-in for the Government, brought four men out of

their beds to vote in the majority, tlu'ce of wdiom died on their

wny home again
;
how the House once divided on tlie ques-

tion, that fresh candles be now brought in
;
how the Speaker

was once upon a time left in the chair by accident, at the con-
clusion of business, and was obliged to sit in the House by
himself for three hours, till some ^Member could be knocked
up and brought back again, to move the adjournment; and a
gTeat many other anecdotes of a similar description.

There he stands, leaning on his stick; looking at the tlirong
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of Exquisites arotmd Idm with most profound contempt : and

conjuring up, before his mind’s eye, the scenes he beheld in

the old House in days gone by, when his own feelings were

fresher and brighter, and when, as he imagines, wit, talent,

and patriotism flourished more brightly too.

You are curious to know who that young man in the rougn

great-coat is, who has accosted every Member who has entered

the House since we have been standing here. He is not a

Member; he is only an ‘‘hereditary bondsman,” or, in (/ther

words, an Irish ccurespondent of an Irish newspaper, who has

just procured his forty-second frank from a Member whom lie

never saw in his life before. There he goes again—another

!

Bless tlie man, he has his hat and pockets full already.

We will try our fortune at the Strangers’ gallery, though
the nature of the debate encourages very little hope of success.

MTiat on earth are you about ? Holding up your order as if

it were a talisman at whose command the wicket would fly

open? Nonsense. Just preserve the order for an autograph,

if it be worth keeping at aU, and make your appearance at

tlio door with your thumb and forefinger expressively inserted

in your waistcoat-pocket. This tall stout man in black is tlie

door-keeper. “ iVny room?”—“Not an inch—two or three

dozen gentlemen waiting do^vn stairs on the chance of some-

body’s going out.” Pull out your purse—“ Are you quite

sure there’s no room?”—“I’U go and look,” replies the

door-keeper, with a wistful glance at your purse, “ but I ’m
afraid there ’s not.” He returns, and with real feeling assures

you that it is morally impossible to get near the gallery. It

is of no use waiting. A^^en you are refused admission into

the Strangers’ gallery at the House of Commons, under such
circumstances, you may return home thorougldy satisfied that

the place muse be remarkably full indeed.

Retracing our steps through the long x^assage, descending
the stairs, and crossing Palace-yard, we halt at a small tempo-
rary door-way adjoining the King’s entrance to the House of

Lords. The order of the serjeant-at-arms will admit you inl^»

the Reporters’ gallery, from whence you can obtain a tolerably

good view of tlie House. Take care of the stairs, they are

none of the bfjst
;
through this little wicket—there. As soon

* This Pilpsr wfxs written before the practice of exhibiting Areinhcrs of

Parliament, like other enriositiea^ for the snirJl charge of iialf-a,*cr>">vrn, wjs
abolished. •
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as your eyes become a little used to the mist of the place, and

the glare of the chandeliers below you, you will see that some

unimportant personage on the Ministerial side of the House

(to your right hcmd) is speaking, amidst a hum of voices and

confusion which would rival Babel, but for the circumstance

of its being all in one language.

The “ hear, hear,*’ which occasioned that laugh, proceeded

from our warlike Mend with the moustache
;
he is sitting on

the back seat against the wall, behind the Member who is

speaking, looking as ferocious and intellectual as usual. Take

one look around you, and retire ! The body of the House and

the side galleries are full of Members
;
some, with their legs

on the back of the opposite seat
;
some, with theirs stretched

out to their utmost length on the floor; some going out,,

others coining in
;

all talking, laughing, lounging, coughing,

o-ing, questioning, or groaning
;
presenting a conglomeration

of noise and confusion, to be met with in no other place in

existence, not even excepting Smithfield on a market-day, or

a cockpit in its glory.

But let us not omit to notice Bellamy’s kitchen, or, in other

words, the refreshment-room, common to both Houses of

Parliament, where Ministerialists and Oppositionists, Whigs
and Tories, Radicals, Peers, and Destructives, strangers from the

gallery, and the more favoured strangers from below the bar,

are alike at liberty to resort
;
where divers honourable Mem-

bers prove their perfect independence by remaining during the

whole of a heavy debate, solacing themselves with the creature

comforts; and whence they are summoned by whippers-in,

when the House is on the point of dividing
;
either to give

their ** conscientious votes ” on questions of which they are

conscientiously innocent of knowing anything whatever, or to

find a vent for the playftd exuberance of their wine-inspired

fancies, in boisterous shouts of ** Divide,” occasionally varied
with a little howling, barking, crowing, or other ebullitions

of senatorial pleasantry.

When you have ascended the narrow staircase which, in the
present temporary House of CJommons, leads to the place we
are describing, you will probably observe a couple of rooms
on your right hand, with tables spread for dining. Neither
of these is the kitchen, although they are both devoted to the
same purpose

;
the kitchen is further on to our left, up these

half-dozen stairs. Before we ascend the staircasei however,
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we must request you to pause in front of this little bar-plaee

with the sash-windows
;
and beg your particular attention to

the steady honest-looking old fellow in black, who is its sole

occupant. Nicholas (we do not mind mentioning the old

fellow's name, for if Nicholas be not a public man, who is ?

—

and public men's names are public property)—^Nicholas is the

Butler of Bellamy’s, and has held the same place, dressed

exactly in the same manner, and said precisely the same
things, ever since the oldest of its present visitors can remem-
ber. An excellent servant Nicholas is—an unrivalled com-
pounder of salad-dressing—an admirable preparer of soda-

water and lemon—a special mii«r of cold grog and punch

—

and, above all, an unequalled judge of cheese. If the old

man have such a thing as vanity in his composition, this is

certainly his pride
;
and if it be possible to imagine ihat any

thing in this world could disturb his impenetrable calmness,

we should say it would be the doubting his judgment on this

important point.

We needn’t tell you all this, however, for if you have an
atom of observation, one glance at his sleek, knowing-looking

head and face—^his prim white neckerchief, with the wooden tie

into which it has been regularly folded for twenty years past,

merging by imperceptible degrees into a small-plaited shirt-

frill—and his comfortable-looking form encased in a well-

brushed suit of black—would give you a better idea of his real

character than a column of our poor description could convey.

Nicholas is rather out of his element now
;
he cannot see

the kitchen as he used to in the old House , there, one window
of his glass-case opened into the room, and then, for the edifi-

cation and behoof of more juvenile questioners, he would stand

for an hour together, answering deferential questions about
Sheridan, and Perceval, and Castlereagh, and Heaven knows
who beside, with manifest delight, always inserting a
‘‘ Mister ” before every commoner’s name,

Nicholas, like all men of his age and standing, has a great

idea of the degeneracy of the times. He seldom expresses

any political opinions, but we managed to ascertain, just

before the passing of the Reform Bill, that Nicholas was a
thorough Reformer. AVliat was our astonishment to discover

. shortly after the meeting of the first reformed Parliament,

that he was a most inveterate and decided Tory 1 It was very

odd : some men change ^their opinions from necessity, others
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from expediency, others from inspiration
;
but that Nicholas

should undergo any change in any respect, was an event we
had never contemplated, and should have considered impos-

sible. His strong opinion against the clause which empowered

the metropolitan districts to return Members to Parliament,

too, was perfectly unaccountable.

We discovered the secret at last
;
the metropolitan Members

always dined at home. The rascals ! As for giving additional

Members to Ireland, it was even worse—decidedly imcon-

stitutional. Why, sir, an Irish Member would go up there,

and eat more dinner than three English Members put together.

He took no wine
;
drank table-beer by the half-gallon

;
and

went home to Manchester-buildings, or Milbank-street, for his

whiskey-and-water. And what was the consequence ? Why
the concern lost—actually lost, sir—by his patronage.

A queer old fellow is Nicholas, and as completely a part of

the building as the house itseK. We wonder he ever left the

old place, and fully expected to see in the papers, the morning

after the fire, a pathetic account of an old gentleman in black,

of decent appearance, who was seen at one of the upper

windows when the flames were *at their height, and declared

his resolute intention of falling with the floor. He must
have been got out by force. However, ho was got out—hero

he is again, looking as he always does, as if he had been in a

bandbox ever since the last session. There he is, at his old

post every night, just as we have described him : and, as

characters are scarce, and faithful servants scarcer, long may
he be there say we !

Now, when you have taken your seat in the kitchen, ami
duly noticed the large fire and roasting-jack at one end of the

room—the little table for washing glasses and draining jugs

at the other—the clock over the window opposite St. Mar-
garet’s Church—the deal tables and wax candles—the damask
table-cloths and bare flopr—the plate and china on the tables,

and the gridiron on the fire
;

and a few other anomalies
peculiar to the place—we will point out to your notice two or
three of the people present, whose station or absurdities render
them the most worthy of remark.

It is half-past twelve o'clock, and as the division is not
expected for an hour or two, a few Members are lounging
away the time here, in preference to standing at the bar of the
House, or sleeping in one of the side galleries. That singularly
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awkward and ungainly-looking man, in tke brownisli-white

hat, with the straggling black trousers which reach about

half-way down the leg of his boots, who is leaning against

the meat-screen, apparently deluding himself into the belief

that he is thinking about something, is a splendid sample

of a Member of the House of Commons concentrating in his

o^vn person the wisdom of a constituency. Observe the wig,

of a dark hue but indescribable colour, for if it be naturally

brown, it has acquired a black tint by long service, an 1 if it

be naturally black, the same cause has imparted to it a tinge

of rusty brown
;
and remark how very materially the great

blinker-like spectacles assist tlie expression of that most

intelligent face. Seriously speaking, did you ever see a coun-

tenance so expressive of the most hopeless extreme of heavy

dulness, or behold a form bo strangely put together ? He is

no great speaker : but when he does address the House, the

effect is absolutely irresistible.

The small gentleman with the sharp nose, who has just

saluted him, is a Member of Parliament, an cx-Alderman,

and a sort of amateur fireman. He, and the celebrated fire-

man’s dog, were observed to be remarkably active at the con-

flagration of the two Houses of Parliament—they both ran

up and down, and in and out, getting under people’s feet, and
into ever} bodj’^’s way, fully impressed with the belief, that

they were doing a great deal of good, and barking tremen-

dously. The dog went quietly back to his kennel with the

engine, but the gentleman kept up such an incessant noise for

some wrecks after the occurrence, that he became a positive

nuisance. As no more parliamentary fires have occurred,

however , and as he has consequently had no more opportu-

nities of writing to the newspapers to relate how, by way of

preserving pictures, he cut them out of their frames, and per-

formed other great national services, he has gradually relapsed

into his old state of calmness.

That female in black—not the one whom the Lord’s-Day-
BiU Barouet has just chucked under the chin

;
the shorter of

the two—is “Jane:” the Hobo of Bellamy’s. Jane is as

great a character as Nicholas, in her way. Her leading
features are a thorough contempt for the great majority of

her visitors
;
her predominant quality, love of admiration, as

you cannot fail to observe, if you mark the glee with which
she listens to something the young Member near her mutters
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somewBat unintelligibly in her ear (for bis speech is rather

thick from some cause or other), and how playfully she digs

the handle of a fork into the arm with which he detains her,

by way of reply.

Jane is no bad hand at repartees, and showers them about,

with a degree of liberality and total absence of resmrve or con-

straint, which occasionally excites no small amazement in the

minds of strangers. She cuts jokes with Nicholas, too, but

looks up to him with a great deal of respect
;
the immoveable

solidity with which Nicholas receives the aforesaid jokes, and

looks on at certain pastoral friskings and rompings (Jane’s

only recreations, and they are very innocent too) which occa-

sionally take place in the passage, is not the least amusing

part of Lis character.

The two persons who are seated at the table in the comer,

at the farther end of the room, have been constant guests

here, for many years past; and one of them has feasted

within these walls, many a time, with the most brilliant

characters of a brilliant period. He has gone up to the other

House since then
;
• the greater part of his boon companions

have shared Yorick’s fate, and his visits to Bellamy’s ^
comparatively few.

If he really be eating his supper now, at what hour can he
possibly have dined ! A second solid mass of rump-steak has

disappeared, and he eat the first in four minutes and three

quarters, by the clock over the window. Was there ever such

a personification of Falstafi?! Mark the air with which he
gloats over that Stilton as he removes the napkin which has
been placed beneath his chin to catch the superfluous gravy
of the steak, and with what gusto he imbibes the porter

which has been fetched, expressly for him, in the peviier pot.

Listen to the hoarse sound of that voice, kept down as it is

by layers of solids, and deep draughts of rich wine, and tell

us if you. ever saw such a perfect picture of a regular gow-
mand

;

and whether he is not exactly the man whom you
would pitch upon as having been the partner of Sheridan’s
parliamentary carouses, the volunteer i’iver of the hackney-
coach that took him home, and the involuntary upsetter of
the whole party ?

What an amusing contrast between his voice and appear-
ance, and that of the spare, squeaking old man, who sits at
the same table, and who elevating a dittle cracked bantam
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sort of voice to its highest pitch, invokes damnation upon his

own eyes or somebody else’s at the commencement of every

sentence he utters. The Captain/* as they call him, is a

very old frequenter of Bellamy’s ; much addicted to stopping

after the House is up ” (an inexpiable crime in Jane’s eyes),

and a complete walking reservoir of spirits and water.

The old Peer—or rather, the old man—^for his peerage is

of comparatively recent date—^has a huge tumbler of hot

punch brought him
;
and the other damns and drinko, and

drinks and damns, and smokes. Members arrive every

moment in a great bustle to report that The Chancellor of

the Exchequer’s up,” and to get glasses of brandy-and-water

to sustain them during the division; people who have ordered

supper, countermand it, and prepare to go down stairs, when
suddenly a beU is heard to ring with tremendous violence,

and a cry of “ Di-vi-slon !
” is heard in the passage. This is

enough
; away rush the members pell-mell. The room is

cleared in an instant
;
the noise rapidly dies away

;
you hear

the creaking of the last boot on the last stair, and are left

alone with the leviathan of rump-steaks.

CHAPTER XIX.

PUBLIC DINNERS.

All public dinners in London, from the Lord Mayor’s

annual banquet at Guildhall, to the Chimney-sweepers’ anni-

versary at White Conduit House ; from the Goldsmiths’ to

the Butchers’, from the Sheriffs’ to the Licensed Victuallers’

;

are amusing scenes. Of all entertainments of this description,

however, we think the annual dinner of some public charily

is the most amusing. At a Company’s dinner, the people are

nearly all alike—regular old stagers, who make it a mattm of

business, and a thing not to be laughed at. At a political

dinner, everybody is disagreeable, and inclined to speechify

—

much the same thing, by the by ; but at a charity dinner you

see people of all sorts, kinds, and descriptions. The wine

may not be remarkably special, to be sure, and we have heard*

some hard-hearted monsters grumble at the collection
;
but



m SKBTOHES BY BOZ.

we really think the amusement to be derived jGrom the occa^

sion, sufficient to counterbalance, even these disadvantages.

Let us suppose you are induced to attend a dinner of this

description— Indigent Orphans’ Friends’ Benevolent Institu-

tion,” we think it is. The name of the charity is a line or

two longer, but never mind the rest. You have a distinct

recollection, however, that you purchased a ticket at the

solicitation of some charitable Mend : and you deposit your-

self in a hackney-coach, the driver of which—^no doubt that

you may do the thing in style—turns a deaf ear to your

earnest entreaties to be set down at the comer of Great Queen-

street, and persists in carrying you to the very door of the

Freemasons’, round which a crowd of people are assembled to

witness the entrance of the indigent orphans’ Mends. You
hear great speculations as you pay the fare, on the possibility

of your being the noble Lord who is announced to fill the

chair on the occasion, and are highly gratified to hear it even-

tually decided that you are only a wocalist.”

The first thing that strikes you, on your entrance, is the

astonishing importance of the committee. You observe a

door on the first landing, carefully guarded by two waiters,

in and out of which stout gentlemen with very red faces keep

running, with a degree of speed highly unbecoming the

gravity of persons of their years and corpulency. You pause,

quite alarmed at the bustle, and thinking, in your innocence,

that two or three people must have been carried out of the

dining-room in fits, at least. You are immediately undeceived

by the waiter— Up stairs, if you please, sir
j
this is the

committee-room.” Up stairs you go, accordingly; wondering,

as you mount, what the duties of thet committee can be, and
whether they ever do anything beyond confusing each other,

and running over the waiters.

Having deposited your hat and cloak, and received a re-

markably small scrap of pasteboard in exchange (which, as a

matter of course, you lose, before you require it again), you
enter the hall, down which there axe three long tables for the

less distinguished guests, with a cross table on a raised plat-

form at the upper end for the reception of the very particular

friends of the indigent orphans. Being fortunate enough to

find a plate without anybody’s card in it, you wisely seat

yourself at once, and have a little leisure to look about you.
Waiters, with wine -baskets in theiy hands, axe placing
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decanters of sherry down the tables, at very respectable dis-

tances; melancholy-looking saltcellars, and decayed vinegar-

cruets, which might have belonged to the parents of the

indigent orphans in their time, are scattered at distant inter-

vals on the cloth
;
and the knives and forks look as if they

had done duty at every public dinner in London since tlio

accession of George the First. The musicians are scraping

and grating and screwing tremendously—playing no notes

but notes of preparation
;
and several gentlemen are gliding

along the sides of the tables, looking into plate after plate

with frantic eagerness, the expression of their countenances

growing more and more dismal as they meet with everybody’s

card but their own.

You turn round to take a look at the table behind you, and

—not being in the habit of attending public dinners—are

somewhat struck by tlie appearance of the party on w^hich

your eyes rest. One of its principal members appears to be

a little man, with a long and rather inflamed face, and gray

hair brushed bolt upright in front
;
he wears a wisp of black

silk round his nock, without any stiffener, as an apology for

a neckerchief, and is addressed by his companions by the

familiar appellation of Fitz,” or some such monosyllable.

Near him is a stout man in a white neckerchief and buff

waistcoat, with shining dark haw, cut veiy short in front, and
a great round healthv-looking face, on which he studiously

preserves a half-sentimental simper. Next him, again, is a
large-headed man, with black hair and bushy whiskers

;
and

opposite them are two or three others, one of whom is a little

round-faced 23erson, in a dress-stock and blue under-waistcoat.

There i.s something peculiar in their air and manner, though
you could hardly describe what it is

;
you cannot divest your-

self of the idea that they have come for some other purpose
than mere eating and drinking. You have no time to debate
the matter, however, for the waiters (who have been m'ranged
in lines down the room, placing the dishes on table), retire to

the lower end
;
the dark man in the blue coat and bright

buttons, who has the direction of tlie music, looks up to the
gallery, and calls out ‘‘band” in a very loud voice; out
burst the orchestra, up rise the visitors^ in march fourteen
stewards, each with a long wand in his hand, like the evil

genius in a pantomime
;
then the chairman, then the titled

visitors
;
they all make their way up the room, as fast as they
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ca3i» Iwinxig, aad smiling, and smirking, and looking remark*

alAy amiable. The applause ceases, grace is said, Ihe dattei

of plates and didies begins; and every one appears highly

gratified, either ivith the presence of the distmgui^ed visitors^

or the commencement of the anxiously expected dinner.

As to the dinner itself—the mere dinner—it goes off much
the same eveiywhere. Tureens of soup are emptied with

awful rapidity—^waiters take plates of turbot away, to get

lobster-sauce, and bring back plates of lobster-sauce without

turbot
;
people who can carve poultry, are great fools if they

own it, and people who can’t, have no wish to learn. The
knives and forks form a pleasing accompaniment to Auber’s

music, and Auber’s music would form a pleasing accompani-

ment to the dinner, if you could hear anything besides the

cymbals. The eubstantials disappear—moulds of jelly vani^
like lightning—^hearty eaters wipe their foreheads, and appear

rather overcome with their recent exertions—people who have

looked very cross hitherto, become remarkably bland, and ask

you to take wine in the most friendly manner possible—old

gentlemen direct yoxir attention to ^e ladies’ gallery, and

fake great pains to impress you with the fact that the charity

is always peculiarly favoured in this respect— every one

appears disposed to become talkative—and the hum of con-

versation is loud and general.

Pray, silence, gentlemen, if you please, for Non nobis

!

”

shouts the toast-master with stentorian lungs— toast-master’s

shirt-front, waistcoat, and neckerchief, by tlie by, always ex-

hibit three distinct shades of cloudy-widte.—‘‘ Pray, silence,

gentlemen, for Non nobis! ” The singers, whom you discover

to be no other than the very partf" that excited your curiosity

at first after pitching their voices immediately begin too-

toeing most dismally, on which the regular old stagers burst

into occasional cries of—“Sh—Sb—waiters!—Silence, waitei'j

—stand still, waiters—keep back, waiters,” and other exor

cisms, delivered in a tone of indignant remonstrance. The
grace is soon concluded, and the company resume their seats.

The uninitiated portion of the guests applaud Non nobis as

vehemently as if it were a capital comic song, greatly to the

scandal and indignation of the regular diners, who imme-
diately attempt to quell this sacrilegious approbation, by cries

of ** Hush, hush !
” whereupon the others, mistaking these

sounds for hisses, applaud more tumultuously than before,
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and, by way of placing their approval beyond the possibility

of doubt, shout ** Encore / ” most vociferously.

The moment the noise ceases, up starts the toast-master :

—

** Gentlemen, charge your glasses^ if you please !
** Decanters

having been banded about, and glasses £lled, the toast-master

proceeds, in a regular ascending scale

;

— Gentlemen— air—
you—all cheirged ? Pray—silence—gentlemen— for— the

cha—i—

^

1’ !
** The chairman rises, and, after stating that he

feels it quite unnecessary to prefetce the toast he is about to

propose with any observations whatever, wanders into a maze
of sentences, and flounders about in the most extraordinary

manner, presenting a lamentable spectacle of mystified

humanity, until he arrives at the words, “ constitutional

sovereign of these realms,*^ at which elderly gentlemen

exclaim Bravo ! and hammer the table tremendously with

their knife-handles. Under any circumstances, it would

give him the greatest pride, it would give him the greatest

pleasure—he might almost say, it wotdd afford him satis-

faction [cheers] to propose that toast. What must be his

feelings, then, when he has the gratiflcation of announcing,

that he has received her Majesty's commands to apply to the

Treasurer of her Majesty's Household, for her Majesty's

aimual donation of 25/., in aid of the funds of this charity !

"

This announcement (which has been regularly made by every

chairman, since the first foundation of the charity, forty-two

years ago) calls forth the most vociferous applause
;
the toast

is drunk with a great deal of cheering and knocking
;
and

'' God save the Queen " is sung by the '‘professional gentle-

men,*" the unprofessional gentlemen joining in the chorus,

and giving the national anthem an effect which the news-
papers, with great justice, describe as "perfectly electrical."

The other " loyal and patriotic" toasts having been drunk
with all due enthusiasm, a comic song having been well sung
by the gentleman with the small neckerchief, and a senti-

mental one by the second of the party, we come to the most
important toast of the evening—" Prosperity to the charity,"

Here again we are compelled to adopt newspaper pliraseology,
and to express our regret at being " precluded from giving
even the substance of the noble lord's observations," Suffice

it to say, that the speech, which is somewhat of the longest,
is rapturously received

; and the toast having been drunk, the
stewards (looking more important than ever) leave the room
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and presently return, heading a procession of indigent

orphans, boys and girls, who walk round the room, curtsey-

ing, and bowing, and treading on each other^s heels, and

looking very much as if they would like a glass of wine

apiece, to the high gratification of the company generally, and

especially of the lady patronesses in the gallery. Exeunt

children, and re-enter stewards, each with a blue plate in his

hand. The band plays a lively air; the majority of the

company put their hands in their pockets and look rather

serious
;
and the noise of sovereigns, rattling on crockery, is

heard from all parts of the room.

After a short interval, occupied in singing and toasting, the

secretary puts on his spectacles, and proceeds to read tlie

report and list of subscriptions, the latter being listened to

with great attention. Mr. Smith, one guinea—Mr. Tomp-
kins, one guinea—Mr. Wilson, one guinea—Mr. Hickson, one

guinea—Mr. Nixon, one guinea—Mr. Charles Nixon, one

guinea—[hear, hear!]—Mr. James Nixon, one guinea—Mr.

Thomas Nixon, one pound one [tremendous apj3lause]. Lord

Fitz Binkle, the chairman of the day, in addition to an annual

donation of fifteen pounds—thirty guineas [prolonged knock-

ing : several gentlemen knock the stems olf tlicir Avine-glasses,

in the vehemence of their approbation]. Lady Fitz Binkle,

in addition to an annual donation of ten pound—twenty

pound’’ [protracted knocking and shouts of Bravo!”]. The
list being at length concluded, the chairman rises and proposes

the health of the secretary, than whom he knows no more
zealous or estimable individual. The sccretaiy, in returning

thanks, observes that he knows no more excellent individual

than the chairman—except the senior officer of the charity,

whose health he begs to propose. The senior officer in return-

ing thanks, observes that he Imows no more wortliy man than
the secretary—except Mr. Walker, the auditor, whose health

he begs to propose. Mr. Walker, in retoning thanks, dis-

covers some other estimable individutil, to '\Ahom alone the

senior officer is inferior—and so they go oU toasting and
lauding and thanking: the only other toast of importance
being “ The Lady Patronesses now present !

” on which all the

gentlemen turn their faces towards the ladies’ gallery, shout-

ing tremendously
;
and little priggish men, wlio liave imbibed

more wine than usual, kiss their hands and exhibit distressing

contortions of visage.
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We liave protracted our dinner to so great a length, that

we have hardly time to add one word by way of grace. We
can only entreat our readers not to imagine, because we have

attempted to extract some amusement jfrom a charity dinner,

that we are at aH disposed to underrate, either the excellence

of the benevolent institutions with which London abounds, oi

the estimable motives of those who support them.

CHAPTER XX.

THE FIRST OP MAT.

** Now ladies, up iu the aky-parlour : only once a year, if you please V*

Young La.dy with Brass Ladle

“Sweep—sweep—sw-e*ep !”

Illegal Watchword.

The first of Mny ! There is a merry freshness in the sound,

calling to our minds a thousand thoughts of all that is pleasant

and beautiful in nature, in her most delightful form. What
man is there, over whose mind a bright spring morning <loes

not exercise a magic influence—-carrying him back to the days

of his childish sports, and conjuring up before him the old

green field with its gently-waving trees, where the birds sang
as he has never heard them since—where the butterfly

fluttered far more gaily than he ever sees him now, in all his

rambHngs—where the sky seemed bluer, and the sun shone
more brightly—where the air blew more freshly over greener

grass, and sweeter-smelling flowers—where every thing wore
a richer and more brilliant hue than it is ever dressed in now!
Such are the deep feelings of childhood, and such are the

impressions which every lovely object stamps upon its heart

!

The hardy traveller wanders tlirough the maze of thick and
pathless woods, where the sun’s rays never shone, and heaven’s
pure air never played ; he stands on the brink of the roaring

waterfall, and, giddy and bewildered, watches the foaming
mass as it leaps from stone to stone, and from crag to crag;
he lingers in the fertile plains of a land of perpetual sunshine,
and revels in the luxury of their balmy breath. But what
are the deep forests, or thundering waters, or the richest
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landscapes that bounteous nature ever spread, to Ghana the

eyes, and captivate the senses of man, compared with the

recollection of the old scenes of his early youth? Magic

scenes indeed, for the fancies of childhood dressed theih in

colours brighter than the rainbow, and almost as fleeting

!

In former times, spring brought with it not only such

associations as these, connected with the past, but sports and

games for the present—many dances round rustic pillars,

adorned with emblems of the season, and reared in honour of

its coming. Where are they now ! Pillars we have, but they

are no longer rustic ones
;
and as to dancers, they are used to

rooms, and lights, and would not show well in the open air.

Think of the immorality too ! ^Vhat would your sabbath

enthusiasts say, to an aristocratic ring encircling the Duke of

York’s column in Carlton-terrace—a grand pomsette of the

middle classes, round Alderman W'aithman’s monument in

Fleet-street,—or a general hands-four-round of ten-pound

householders, at the foot of the Obelisk in St. George’s-fields ?

Alas ! romance can make no head against the riot act
;
and

pastoral simplicity is not understood by the police.

Well
;
many years ago we began to be a i^eady and matter-

of-fact sort of people, and dancing in spring being beneath

our dignity, we gave it up, and in course of time it descended

to the sweeps—a fall certainly, because, though sweeps are

very good fellows in their way, and moreover very useful in a

civilised community, they are not exactly the sort of people to

give the tone to the little elegances of society. The swee]^,

however, got the dancing to themselves, and they kept it up,

and handed it down. This was a severe blow to the romance

of spring-time, but, it did not entirely destroy it, either
;

for

a portion of it descended to the sweeps with the dancing, and
rendered them objects of great interest. A mystery hung
over the sweeps in those days. Legends were in existence of

wealthy gentlemen who had lost children, and who, after

many years of sorrow and suffering, had foimd them in the

character of sweeps. Stories were related of a young boy
who, having been stolen from his parents in his infancy, and
devoted to the occupation of chimney-sweeping, was sent,^ in

the course of his professional career, to sweep ^e chimney of

his mother’s bedroom
;
and how, being hot and tired when he

came out of the chimney, he got into the bed he had so often

slept in as an infant, and was discovered and recognised
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therein by his mother, who once every year of her life, there-

after, requested the pleasure of the company of every London
sweep, at half-past one o’clock, to roast b^f, plum-pudding,

porter, and sixpence.

Such stories as these, and there were many such, threw an
air of mystery round the sweeps, and‘produced for them some
of those good effects which animals derive from the doctrine

of the transmigration of souls. No one (except the masters)

thought of ill-treating a sweep, because no one knew who he
might be, or what nobleman’s or gentleman’s son he might
turn out. Chimney-sweeping was, by many believers in the

marvellous, considered as a sort of probationary term, at an
earlier or later period of which, divers young noblemen were
to come into possession of their rank and titles

;
and the

profession was held by them in great respect accordingly.

We remember, in our young days, a little sweep about our

own age, with curly hair and white teeth, whom we devoutly

and sincerely believed to be the lost son and heir of some
illustrious personage^—an impression which was resolved into

an unchangeable conviction on our infant mind, by the subject

of our speculations informing us, one day, in reply to our

question, propounded a few moments before bis ascent to the

summit of the kitchen chinmey, ** that he beHeved he ’d been
bom in the vurkis, but he ’d never know’d his father.” We
felt certain, from that time forth, that he would one day be
owned by a lord

;
and we never heard the church-bells ring,

or saw a flag hoisted in the neighbourhood, without thinking

.

that the happy event had at last. occTirred, and that his long-

lost parent had arrived in a coach and six, to take him home
to Ghrosvenor-squaro. He never came, however ; and, at the.

present moment, the young gentleman in question is settled

down as a master sweep in the neighbourhood of Battle-

bridge, his distinguishing characteristics being a decided
antipathy to washing himself, and the possession of a pair of

legs very inadequate to the support of his imwieldy and
corpulent body.

The romance of spring having gone out before our time,

we were fain to console ourselves as we best could with the
uncertainty that enveloped the birth and parentage of its

attendant dancers, the sweeps
; and we did console ourselves

with itj for many years. But, even this wretched source of

comfort received a ^ock, from which it has never recovered
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—a Bhock, which, has been, in reality, its death-blow. We
could not disguise from ourselves the fact that whole families

of sweeps were regularly bom of sweeps, in the rural districts

of Somers Town and Camden Town—that the eldest son

succeeded to the father’s business, that the other branches

assisted him therein, and commenced on their own account;

that their children again, were educated to the profession;

and that about their identity there could be no mistake what-

ever. We could not be blind, we say, to this melancholy

truth, but we could not bring ourselves to admit it, neverthe-

less, and we lived on for some years in a state of voluntary

ignorance. We were roused from our pleasant slumber by
certain dark insinuations thrown out by a friend of ours, to

the effect that children in the lower ranks of life were begin-

ning to choose chimney-sweeping as their particular walk,'-

that applications had been made by various boys to the con-

stituted authorities, to allow them to pursue the object of

their ambition with the full concurrence and sanction of the

law
;
that the affair, in short, was becoming one of mere legal

contract. We turned a deaf ear to these mmours at first, but
slowly and surely they stole upon us. Month after month,
week after week, nay, day after day, at last, cud wo meet with

accounts of similar applications. The veil was removed, aU
mysteiy was at an end, and chimney-sweeping had become a

favourite and chosen pursuit. There is no longer any occasion

to steal boys; for boys flock in crowds to bind themselves.

The romance of the trade has fled, and the chimney-sweeper

of the present day, is no more like imto him of thirty years

ago, than is a Fleet-street pickpocket to a Spanish brigand, or

Paul Pry to Caleb Williams.

This gi'adual decay and disuse of the practice of leading

noble youths into captivity, and compelling them to ascend

chimneys, was a severe blow, if we may so speak, to the

romance of chimney-sweeping, and to the romance of spring

at the same time. But even this was not all, for some few
years ago the dancing on May-day began to decline

;
small

sweeps were observed to congregate in twos or tlireos, unsup-
ported by a green,” with no “ My Lord ” to act as master of

the ceremonies, and no ]My Lady ” to preside over the

exchequer. Even in companies where there was a green”
it was an absolute notliiiig—a more sprout—and the instru-

mental accompaniments rarel}^ extended beyoud the shovels
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and a aet of Pan-pipes, bettor known to the many, as a

mouth-organ.”

Iheae were signs of the times, portentous omens oi a

coming change ;
and what was ^e result which th^ diadowed

forth? Why, the master sweeps, influenced by a restless

i^irit of innovation, actually interposed their authority, in

opposition to the dancing, and substituted a dinner—an-

anniversary dinner at White Conduit House—^where dean
fiaees appeared in Heii of black ones smeared with rose pink

;

and knee cords and tops superseded nankeen drawers and

rosetted shoes.

Gentlemen who were in the habit of riding shy horses
;
and

steady-going people, who have no vagrancy in their souls,

laud^ this alteration to the skies, and the conduct of the

master sweeps was described as beyond the reach of praise.

But how stands the real fact ? Let any man deny, if he can,

^at when the cloth had been removed, fresh pots and pipes

laid upon the table, and the customary loyal and patriotic

toasts proposed, the celebrated Mr. Sluffen, of Adam-and-Eve-
court, whose authority not the most malignant of our oppo-

nents can call in question, ejpressed himself in a manner
following : That now he 'd cotcht the cheerman’s hi, he
vished he might be jolly veU blessed, if he wom^t a goin’ to

have his innings, vich he vould say these here obserwashuns

—

that how some mischeevus coves as know’d nuffin about the

oonsam, had tried to sit people agin the mas’r swips, and
take the shine out o’ their bis’nes, and the bread out o’ the
traps q’ their preshus kids, by a’ mokin’ o’ this here remark,
as chimblies could be as veil svept by ’sheeneiy as by boys

;

eind that the makin’ use o’ boys for that there puipuss vos
babareous; vereas, he ’ad been a chummy—^he begged the
oheerman’s parding for usin’ such a wulgar hexpression

—

more nor thirty year—^he might say he’d been bom in a
chimbley—^and he know’d uncommon veil as ’sheenery vos
vus nor o’ no use : and as to kerhewelly to the boys, every
body in the chimbley line know’d as veil as he did, that they
liked the climbin’ better nor miffin as vos.” Froin day,
we date the total fall of the last lingering remnant of May-day
dancing, among the Hite of the profession: and from
period we commence a new era in that portion of our spring
aasodatkms, which relates to the 1st of May.
We are aware that the part of the population)

S.B * Q
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will meet us Here, with the assertion, that dancing on May
day still continues—^that greens,” are annually seen to roll

along the streets—^that youths in the garb of clowns, precede

them, giving vent to the ebullitions of their sportive fancies

;

and that lox^ and ladies follow in their wake.

Granted. We are ready to acknowledge that in outward

show, these processions have greatly improved: we do not

deny the introduction of solos on the drum
;
we will even go

so^ as to admit an occasional fantasia on the triangle, but

here our admissions end. We positively deny that the sweeps

have art or part in these proceedings. We distinctly charge

the dustmen with throwing what they ought to dear away,

into the eyes of the public. We accuse scavengers, brick-

makers, and gentlemen who devote their energies to the

qostermongering line, with obtaining money once a-year, under

false pretences. We ding with peculiar fondness to the onstom
of days gone by, and have shut out conviction as long as we
could, but it has forced itself upon us

;
and we now proclaim

to a deluded public, that the May-day dancers are not sweeps.

The size of them, alone, is suffident to repudiate the idea. It

is a notorious fact that., the widely-spre^ taste for register-

stoves has materially increased the demand for small boys

;

whereas the men, who, under
,
a fictitious character, dance

about the streets
, on; the first, of M&y nQyradays, would be a

tight fit in a kitchen flue, to
.
say nothing of the parlour. This

is strong presumptive evidence, but we have positive proof

—

the. evidence of our own senses. And here is our testimony.

Upon the morning of the second of the meny month of

May, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and
thirty-six, we went out for a stroll, with a kind of forlorn

ho^ of seeing something or other which might induce us to

believe that it was really spring, and not Christmas. After

wandering as far as. Copenhagen House, without meeting any
tlung calculated to dispel our impression that there was a
mistake in the almanacks,, we turned back down Maiden-lane,
with the intention of passing through the extensive colony
lyiug between it and Battle-bridge, which is inhabited by
proprietors of donkey-carts, boilers of horseflesh, makers of
tiles, and sifters of cinders

; through which colony we sho^lld

have passed, without stoppage or interruption, if a little orowa
gathered round a shed had not attracjted our attentiou, and
induced us to pause.
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Wlien we say a ** shed/* we do not mean the conserratoiy

sort of building, which, according to the old song, Love

tenanted when he was a 3^oung man, but a wooden house with

windows stuffed with rags and paper, and a small yard at the

side, with one dust-cart, two baskets, a few shovels, and little

heaps of cinders, and fragments of china and tiles, scattered

about it. Before this inviting spot we paused; and the

longer we looked, the more we wondered what exciting

circumstance it could be, that induced the foremost members
of the crowd to flatten their noses against the parlourtwindow,

in the vain hope of catching a glimpse of what was g^ing on

inside. After staring vacantly about us for some minutes, we
appealed, touching the cause of this assemblage, to a gentleman

in a suit of tarpauLing, who was smoking his pi^ on oui*

right hand
;
but as the only answer we obtained was a playful

inquiry whether our mother had disposed of her mangle, we
determined to await the issue in silence.

Judge of our virtuous indignation, when the street door of

the shed opened, and a party emerged therefrom, clad in the

costume and emulating the appearance, of May-day sweeps

!

The first person who appeared was “my lord,** habited in

a blue coat aiid bright buttons, with gilt paper tacked over

the seams, yellow knee-breeches, pick cotton stockings, and
shoes; a cocked hat, omamont^ with shreds of various-

coloured paper, on his head, a bouquetj the size of a prize

cauliflower in his button-hole, a long Belcher handkerchief in

Ills right hand, and a thin cane in his left. A murmur of

applause ran through the crowd (which was chiefly composed
of his lordship’s personal friends), when this graceful fig^ure

made his appearance, which swelled into a burst of applause

as Ids fair partner in the dance bounded forth to join him.
Her ladyship was attired in pink crape over bed-fumiture,

with a low body and short sleeves. The symmetry of her

ankles was partially concealed by a very perceptible pair of

frilled trousers; and the inconvenience which might have
resulted from the circumstance of her white satin shoes being

a few sizes too large, was obviated by their being firmly

attached to her legs with strong tape sandals.

Her head was ornamented with a profusion of artificial

flowers
;

and in her hand she bore a large brass ladle,

w'herein to receive what she fig^atively denominated “the
tin.’* The other charactcas were a young gentleman in girl’s
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dloiihes and a widow’s cap
;
two downs who walked upon their

hands in the mud, to the immeasurable delight of all the

spectators ; a man with a drum ; another man with a

flageolet ;
a diriy woman in a large shawl, with a box under

her arm for the money,—and last, though not least, the
** green,” animated by no less a personage than our identical

Mend in the tarpauling suit.

The man hammered away at the drum, the flageolet

squeaked, the shovels rattled, the green” rolled about,

pitching, first on one side and then on the other; my lady

threw her right foot over her left ankle, and her left foot over

her right ankle, alternately
;
my lord ran a few paces forward,

and butted at the ‘'green,” and then a few paces backward
upon the toes of the crowd, and then went to the right, and
then to the left, and then dodged my lady round the “ green ;

”

and finally drew her arm through his, and called upon the

hoys to shout, which they did lustily—for this was the

dancing.

We peussed the same group, accidentally, in the evening.

We never saw a “ green ” so drunk, a lord so quarrelsome

(no : not even in the house of peers after dinner), a pair of

downs so melancholy, a lady so muddy, or a party so

miserable.

How has May-day decayed I

CHAPTER XXI.

BBOKtRS’ AKD KARINB-STOBE SUOFa

When we affirm that brokers’ shops are strange places,

and that if an authentic history of their bontents could be
procured, it would furnish many a page of amusement, and
many a melancholy tale, it is necessary io explain the class of

shops to which we allude. Perhaps when we make use of the
term “ Brokers’ Shop,” the minds of our readers will at once
picture large, handsome warehouses, exhibiting a long per-

spective of French-polished dining-tables, rosewood chiflbniers,

and mahogany wash-hand-stands, with an occasional vista of

a four-post bedstead and hangings, and an appropriate fore*
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ground of dining-room chairs. Perhaps th^ will imagine

that we mean an humble class of second-hand furniture re-

jiofiitories. Their imagination Will then naturally lead them

to that street at the back of Long-acre, which is composed

almost entirely of brokers^ shops; where you walk through

groves of deceitful, ahowy-looking furniture, and where the

prospect is occasionally enlivened by a bright red, blue, and

yellow hearth-rug, embellished with the pleasing device of a

mail-coach at full speed, or a strange animal, supposed to have

been originally intended for a dog, with a mass of worsted

-

work in his mouth, which conjecture has likened to a basket

of flowers.

This, by the by, is a tempting article to young wives in the

humbler ranks of life, who have a first floor-fronf to furnish—^they are lost in admiration, and hardly know which to

admire most. The dog is very beautiful, but they have a dog

already on the best tea-tray, and two more on the mantel

piece. Then, there is something so genteel about that mail-

coach
;
and the passengers outside (who are all hat) give it

such an air of re^ty

!

The goods here are adapted to the taste, or rather to the

means, of cheap purchasers. There are some of the most
beautiful looking Pembroke tables that were ever beheld : the

wood as green as the trees in the Park, and the leaves almost

as certain ta fall off in the course of a year. There is also a

most extensive assortment of tent and tum-up bedsteads, made
of stained wood; and innumerable i^ecimens of that base
imposition on society—a sofa bedstead;

A turn-up bedstead is a blimt, honest piece of furniture
;

it

may be sHghtly (^g^ised with a sham drawer; and some-
times a mad attempt is even made to pass it off for a book-
case

;
ornament it as you will, however, the tum-up bedstead

seems to defy disguise, and to insist on having it distinctly

imderstood that he is a turn-up bedstead, and nothing else

—

that he is indispensably necessary, and that being so useful,

he disdains to be ornamental.

How different is the demeanour of a sofa bedstead*
Ashamed of its real use, it strives to appear an artide of
luxury and gentility—an attempt in which it miserably fails

It has neither the respectability of a sofa, nor the virtues of a
bed; every man who keeps a sofa bestead in his house,
becomep a party to a wilful and desigmug ffraud—^we q^oeetioD
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whether you could insult him more, than by insinuating that

you entertain the least suspicion of its real use.

To return from this digression, we beg to say, that neither

of these classes of brokers’ shops, form the subject of this

sketch. The shops to which we advert, are immeasurably

inferior to those on whose outward appearance we have

slightly touched. Our readers must often have observed in

some by-street, in a poor neighbourhood, a small dircy shop,

exposing for sale the most extraordinary and confused jumble

of old, worn-out, wretched articles, that can well be imagined.

Our wonder at their ever having been bought, is only to be

equalled by our astonishment at the idea of their ever being

sold again. On a board, at the side of the door, are placed

about twenty books—all odd volumes; and as many wine-

glasses—all different patterns
;
several locks, an old earthen-

ware pan, full of rusty keys
;
two or three gaudy chimney-

ornaments—cracked, of course
;

the remains of a lustre,

without any drops
;
a round frame like a capital O, which has

once held a mirror
;
a flute, complete with the exception of

the middle joint
;
a pair of curling-irons ; and a tinder-box.

In front of the shop-wdndow, are ranged some half-dozen high-

backed chairs, with spinal complaints and wasted legs; a
comer cupboard; two or three very dark mahogany tables

with flaps like mathematical problems; some pickle-jars,

some surgeons’ ditto, with gilt labels and without stoppers;

an unframed portrait of some lady who flourished about the

beginning of the thirteenth century, by on artist who never

flourished at all
;
an incalculable host of miscellanies of every

description, including bottles and cabinets, rags and bones,

fenders and street-door knockers, fire-irons, wearing-apparel

and bedding, a hall-lamp, and a room-door. Imagine, in

addition to this incongruous mass, a black doll in a white
frock, with two faces—one looking up the street, and the

other looking down, swinging over the door
} a board wdth the

squeezed-up inscription Dealer in marine stores,” in lanky
white letters, whose height is strangely out of proportion to

their width
;
and you have before you precisely the kind of

shop to which we wish to direct your attention.

Although the same heterogeneous mixture of things will be
found at aU these places, it is curious to observe how truly

and accurately some of the minor articles wdiich are exposed
for sale—articles of wenring-apparej, for instance—mark the
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character of the neighbourhood. Take Drury-lone and Covent-

garden for example.

This is essentially a theatrical neighbourhood. Tliere is

not a potboy in the vicinity who is not, to a greater or less

extent, a dramatic character. The errand-boys and chandler* s-

shop-keepers* sons, are all stage-struck : they ‘‘ get up ** plays

in back kitchens hired for the purpose, and will stand before a

shop-window for hoiu's, contemplating a great staring portrait

of Mr. somebody or other, of the Iloyal Coburg Theatre, '' as

he appeared in the character of Tongo the Denounced.** The
consequence is, that there is not o marine-store shop in tho

neighbourhood, which does not exhibit for sole some faded

articles of dramatic fineiy, such as three or four pairs of soiled

buff boots with turn-over red tops, heretofore worn by a

fourth robber,** or fifth mob
;

’* a pair of rusty broad-

si^ords, a few gauntlets, and certain resplendent ornaments,

which, if they were yellow instead of white, might be taken

for insurance plates of the Sun Fire-office. There are several

of these shops in the narrow streets and dirty courts, of whicli

there are so many near the national theatres, and they all

have teuipting goods of tliis dcscTi])tion, with tho addition,

perhaps, of a lady’s pink dross covered witli spangles
;
white

MTeatlis, stage shoes, and a tiara like a tin lamp reflector,

lliey have been purchased of some ^vretched supernumeraries,

or sixth-rate actors, and are now offered for the benefit of the

lising generation, who, on condition of malting certain weekly
payments, amounting in the whole to about ten times their

value, may avail themselves of such desirable bargains.

Let us take a very different quarter, and apply it to the

same test. Look at a luarinc-store dealer’s, in that reservoir

of dirt, drunkenness, and drabs : tliieves, oysters, baked
potatoes, and pickled salmon—Ruteliff-highway. Here, tlie

wearing-apparel is all nautical. Hough blue jackets, with
mother-of-pearl buttons, oil-skin hats, coarse checked shirts,

and large canvass trousers that look as if they were made for

a pair of bodies instead of a jvair of legs, are the staple com-
modities. ’J’hen, there are largo bunches of cotton pocket-
handkerchiefs, in colour and pattern unlike any, one ever saw-

before, w ith the exception of those on the backs of the three

young ladies wdthout bonnets w’ho passed just now*. Tlie

furniture is much the same as elsewhere, with tho addition of

one or tw o models of s^iips, and some old prints of naval
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engagements in stHl older frames. In the 'window, are a few
compasses, a small tray containing silver watches in dnmsy
thick cases; and tobacco-boxes, ^e lid of each ornamented
'with a ship, or an anchor, or some such trophy. A sailor

generally pawns or sells all he has before he has been long
ashore, and if he does not, some favoured companion kindly

saves him the trouble. In either case, it is an even chance
that he afterwards unconsciously repurchases the same things

at a higher price than he gave for them at first.

Again: pay a visit 'with a similar object, to a part of

London, as unlike both of these as they are to each other.

Cross over to the Surrey side, and look at such shops of this

description as are to be found near the King’s Bench prison,

and in “the Rules.’’ How different, and how strikingly

illustrative of the decay of some of the unfortunate residents

in this part of the metropolis! Imprisonment and neglect

have done their work. Ihere is contamination in the profli-

gate denizens of a debtor’s prison
;
old friends have fallen off;

the recollection of former prosperity has passed away; and
with it all thoughts for the past, all care for the future.

First, watches and rings, then cloaks, coats, and all* the more
expensive articles of dress, have found their way to the pa'wn-

broker’s. That miserable resource has failed at last, and the

sale of some trifling article at one of these shops, has been
the only niode left of raising a shilling or two, to meet the

urgent demands of the moment. Dressing-cases and 'writing-

desks, too old to pawn but too good to keep
;
guns, fishing-

rods, musical instruments, all in the same condition; have
first been sold, and the scicrifice has been but slightly felt.

But, hrmger must be allayed, and what has already become a

habit, is easily resorted to, when an emergency arises. Light
articles of clothing, first of the ruined man, ^en of his 'wife,

at last of their children, even of the yoimgest, have been
parted 'with, piecemeal. There they are, thrown carelessly

together imtil a purchaser presents himself, old, and patched
and repaired, it is true ;

but the make and materials tell of

better days
; and the older they are, the greater the misery

and destitution of those whom they once adorned.







m-mm. 109

CHAPTER XXIL

OZK-SHOPa

It is a reia£u:kablo circumstance, that different trades appear

to partake of the disease to which elephants and dogs aito

especially liable, and to run stark, staring, raving mad,
periodically. The great distinction between the animals and
the trades, is, that the former run mad with a certain degree

of propriety—they are very regular in their irregularities.

We know the period at which the emergency will arise, .and

provide against it accordingly. If an elephant run mad, we
are all ready for him—kid or cure—piUs or bullets—calomel

in conserve of roses, or lead in a musket-barrel. If a dog
happen to look unpleasantly warm in the summer months,

and to trot about the shady side of the streets with a quarter

of a yaid of ton^e hanging out of his mouth, a thick leather

muzzle, which has been previously prepared in compliance

with the thoughtful injunctions of the Legislature, is instantly

clapped over his head, by way of making him cooler, and he
either looks remarkably xmhappy for the next six weeks, or

becomes legally insane, and goes mad, as it were, by act of

Parliament. But these trades are as eccentric as comets ;

nay, worse, for no one can calculate on the recurrence of the

strange appearances which betoken the disease. Moreover,

the contagion is general, and the quickness with which it

diffuses itself, almost incredible.

We will cite two or tliree cases in illustration of our

meaning. Six or eight years ago, the epidemic began to

display itself among the linen-drapers and haberdashers
The pritaary symptoms were an inordinate love of plate-glass,

and a passion for gas-lights and gilding. The disease gradu-
ally progressed, and at last attained a fearful height. Quiet
dusty old shops in different parts of to^^^l, were pulled down

;

spacious premises with stuccoed fronts and gold letters, were
erected instead; floors were covorod with Turkey carpets;

roofs, supported by massive pillars; doors, knocked into

windows
; a dozen squares o£ glass into one

;
one shopman

into a dozen
; and there is,no knowing what would have l»een
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done^ if it had not been fortunately discovered, just in time

that the Commissioners of Bankrupt were as competent to

decide such cases as the Commissioners of Lunacy, and tbat

little confinement and gentle examination did wonders. The
disease abated. It died away. A year or two of comparative

tranquillity ensued. Suddenly it burst but again among the

chemists
;
the symptoms were the same, with the addition of

a strong desire to stick the royal arms over the shop-door, and

a great rage for mahogany, varnish, and expensive floor-cloth

Then, the hosiers were infected, and began to pull down their

shop-fronts with frantic recklessness. The mania again died

away, and the public began to congratulate themselves on its

entire disappearance, when it burst forth with ten-fold violence

among the publicans, and keepers of wine-vaults.” Prom
that moment it has spread among tliem with unprecedented

rapidity, exhibiting a concatenation of all the previous

symptoms
;

onward it has rushed to every part of town,

knocking down all the old public-houses, and depositing

splendid mansions, stone balustrades, rosewood fittings,

immense lamps, and illuminated clocks, at the comer of

every street.

The extensive scale on which these places are established,

ijnd the ostentatious manner in which the business of even

the smallest among them is divided into branches, is amusing.

A handsome plate of ground glass in one door directs you
“To the Counting-house;” another to the “Bottle Depart-

ment
;
” a third to the Wholesale Department

;
” a fourth

to “ The Wine Promenade
;
” and so forth, until we are in

daily expectation of meeting with a “ Brandy BeU,” or a
“ Whiskey Entrance.” Then, ingenuity is exhausted in

devising attractive titles for the different descriptions of gin

;

and the dram-drinking portion of the community as they gaze

upon the gigantic black and white announcements, which are

only to bo equalled in size by the figures beneath them, are

left in a state of pleasing hesitation between “ The Cream of

the Valley,” “The Out and Out,” “ The No Mistake,” “The
Good for Mixing,” “Thereat Knock-me-down,” “ The cele-

brated Butter Gin,” “ The regular Flare-up,” and a dozen

other equally inviting and wholesome liqueurs. Although
places of this description are to be met with in every second
strefet, they are invariably numerous and splendid in precise

proportion to the dirt and povert^r of the surroxmding neigh-
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bourliood. The gin-shops in and near Dnuy-lane, Holbom,
St. Griles’s, Covent-garden, and Glare-market, are the hand-

somest in London. There is more^ of SIth and squalid misery

near those great thoroughfares than in any part of this

mighty city.

We will endeavour to sketch the bar of a large gin-shop,

and its ordinary customers, for the edification of such of our

readers as may not have had opportunities of ol)serving such

scenes
;
and on the chance of fLuding one well suited to our

purpose, we will make for Drury-lane, through the narrow

streets and dirty courts which divide it from Oxford-street,

and that classical spot adjoining ihe brewery at the bottom

of Tottenham-court-road, best known to the initiated as the
** Rookery.**

The filthy and miserable appearance of this part of London
can hardly be imagined by those (and there are many such)

who have not witnessed it. Wretched houses with broken

windows patched with rags and paper : every room let out to

a different family, and in many instances to two or even three

—^fruit and ‘^sweet-stuff** manufacturers hi the cellars, barbers

and red-herring venders in the firont parlours, cobblers in the

back
;
a bird-fancier in the first floor, three families on the

second, starvation in the attics. Irishmen in the passage, a
“ musician ** in the front kitchen, and a charwoman and five

hungry children in the back one—^filth everywhere—a guttei'

before the houses, and a drain behind—clothes drying and
slops emptying, from the windows

;
girls of fourteen or fifteen

wi^ matted hair, walking about bai^oot, and in white great-

coats, almost their only covering ; boys of all ages, in coats of

all sizes and no coats^ at all
; men and women, in every variety

of scanty and dirty apparel, lounging, scolding, drinking,

smoking, squabbling, fighting, and swearing.

You turn the comer. What a change ! All is light and
brilliancy. The hum of many voices issues from that splendid

gin-shop which forms the commeneement of the two streets

opposite; and the gay building with the fantastically orna-
mented parapet, the illuminated cl(X)k, the plate-glass windows
surrounded by stucco rosettes, and its profusion of gas-lights

in richly-gilt burners, is perfectly dazzling when contrasted

with the darkness and dirt we have just left. The interior is

even gayer than the exterior. A bar of French-polished
mahogany, elegantly carv^ extends the whole width of the
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place
;
and there are two side-aisles of great casks, painted

green and gold, enclosed within a light brass rail, and bearing

such inscriptions as ** Old Tom, 549 ;

” “ Young Tom, 860
;

‘‘Samson, 1421”—^the figures agreeing, we presume, with

“gallons,” understood. Beyond the bar is a lofty and spacious

saloon, full of the same enticing vessels, with a gallery running

round it, equally well furnished. On the counter, in addition

to the usual spirit apparatus, are two or three little baskets

of cakes and biscuits, which are carefully secured at top with

wicker-work, to prevent their contents being unla'^rfuUy ab-

stracted. Behind it, are two showily-dressed damsels with

large necklaces, dispensing the spirits and “ compounds.”

They are assisted by the ostensible proprietor of the concern,

a stout coarse fellow in a fur cap, put on very much on one

side to give him a knowing air, and to display his sandy

whiskers to the best advantage.

The two old washerwomen, who are seated on the little

bench to. the left of the bar, ai'e rather overcome by the head-

dresses and haughty demeanour of the young ladies who
ofiioiate. They receive their half-quartern of gin and pepper-

9iint with considerable deference, prefacing a request for “one
of them soft biscuits,” with a “ Jist be good enough, ma’am.”
They are quite astonished at the impudent air of the young
fellow in a brown coat and bright buttons, who, ushering in

his two companions, and walking up to the bar in as careless

a manner as if he had been used to green and gold ornaments
all his life, winks at one of the young ladies with singular

coolness, and calls for a “ kervorten and a three-out glass,”

just as if the place were his own. “ Gin for you, sir ? ” says

the young lady when she has drawn it : carefully looking
every way but the right one, to show that the wink had no
effect upon her. “ For me, Mary, my dear,” replies the
gentleman in brown. “ My name ain’t Mary, as it happens,”
says the young girl, rather relaxing as she delivers the change.
“Well, if it an’t, it ought to be,” responds the irresistible

one
;

“ all the Marys as ever I see, was handsome gals.”

Here the young lady, not precisely remembering how blushes
are managed in such cases, abruptly ends the fidrtation by
addressing the female in the faded feathers who has just
entered, and who, after stating explicitly, to prevent any
subsequent misiindftratimdmg

^ that “ gentleman pays,”
oalls for “ a glass of port wine and a bit of sugar.”



GlN-SHQPa 173

Those two old men who came in ''just to have a drain,"

finished their third quartern a few seconds ago; they have

made themselves crying drunk; and the fat comfortable-

looking elderly women, who had "a glass of rum srub"
each, having chimed in with their complaints, on the hardness

of the times, one of the women has agreed to stand a glass

round, jocularly observing that " grief never mended no
broken bones, and as good people *s wery scarce, what I says

is, make the most on ’em, and that's aU about it !
" a senti-

ment which appears to afibrd unlimited satisfaction to those

who have nothing to pay.

It is growing late, and the throng of men, women, and
children, who have been constantly going in and out, dwindles
down to two or three occasional stragglers—cold, wretched-
looking creatures, in the last stage of emaciation and disease.

The knot of Irish labourers at the lower end of the..place, who
have been alternately shaking hands with, and threatening
the life of each other, for the last hour, become furious in

their disputes, and finding it impossible to silence one man,
who is particularly anxious to adjust the difference, they resort

to the expedient of knocking him down and jumping on him
afterwards. The man in the fur-cap and the pot-boy rush
out

; a scene of riot and oonftision ensues
;
half Irishmen

get shut out, and the other half get shut in ; the pot-boy is

knocked among the tubs in no time ; the lan^ord hits every-
body, and eveiybody hits the landlord

; the barmaids scream

:

the police come in
;
the rest is a conftised mixture of arms,-

legs, staves, tom coats, shouting, and struggling. Some of
the party are borne off to the station-house, and the remainder
slink home to beat their wives for complaining

s
and kick the

children for daring to be hungry.
We have sketch^ this subject very slightly, not only because

our limits compel us to do so, but because, *if it were pursued
farther, it would be painffil and repulsive. Well-disposed
gentlemen, and charitable ladies, would alike turn with cold-
ness and disgust from a description of the drunken besotted
men, and wretched broken-down miserable women, who form
no inconsiderable portion of the frequenters of these haunts;
forgetting, in the pleasant consciousness of their own rectitude,
the poverfy of the one, and the temptation of the other. Gin-
drinking is a great vice in England, but wretchedness and dirt
-arc a greater

; and until you improve the homes of the poor.
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or persuade a lialf-famialied wretdi not to seek relief in the

temporary oblivion of bis own misery, with the pittance which,

divided among his family, would furnish a morsel of bread

for each, gin-shops will increase in number and splendour.

If Temperance Societies would suggest an antidote against

hunger, filth, and foul air, or could establish dispensaries for

the gratuitous distribution of bottles of Lethe-water, gin-

palaces would be numbered among the things that were.

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE pawnbroker's SHOP.

Of the numerous rec'eptncles for misery and distress with

which the streets of London unhappily abound, Uiere arc,

perhaps, none which present such striking scenes as the

pawnbrokers* shops. ITie veiy natui*e and description of

these places occasions their being but little known, except

to the unfortunate beings whose profligacy or misfortune

drives them to seek the temporary relief they oflfer. The
subject may appear, at first sight, to be anything but an

inviting one, but we venture on it nevertheless, in the hope

shat, as far as the limits of our present paper are concern^.

It will present notliing to disgust, even the most fastidious

reader.

There are some pawnbrokers* shops of a very superior

description. There are grades in pawning os in eveiyihing

else, and distinctions must be observed even in poverty. The
aristocratic Spanish cloak and the plebeian c^ico shirt, the

silver fork, and the flat iron, the muslin cravat and the

Belch<^ neckerchief, would but ill assort together; so, the

better sort of pawnbroker calls himself a silversmitli, and

decorates his shop with handsome trinkets and expensive

jewelleiy, while the more humble money-lender boldly ad-

vertises his calling, and invites observation. It is with pawn-
brokers* Bhox>8 of tbe latter class, that we have to do. We
have selected one for our purpose, and will endeavour to

describe it.

The pawnbroker’s shop is situated near Drury-lane, at tlie
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oomer of a court, which affords a side eutrouce for the aooom-

modation of such customers as may be desirous of avoiding

the observation of the passers-by, or the chance of recognition

in the public street. It is a low, dirty-looking, dusty ^op,
the door of which stands always doubtfully, a litde way open

.

half inviting, half repelhng the hesitating visitor, who, if he
be as yet uninitiated, exammes one of the old garnet brooches

in the window for a minute or two with affect^ eagerness, as

if he contemplated making a purchase; and then looking

cautiously round to ascertain that no one watches him, hastily

slinks in
;
the door closing of itself after him, to just its

former width. The shop hront and tho window frames bear

evident marks of having been once painted; but, what the

colour was originally, or at what date it was probably laid on,

ore at this remote peinod questions which may be asked, but

cannot be answered. Tradition states that the transparency in

the front door which displays at night three red balls on a

blue ground, once bore also, inscribed in graceful waves, the

words ** Money advanced on plate, jewels, wearing apparel,

and every description of property,** but a few illegible hiewH

glyphios ar^ all that now remain to attest the fact. The plate

and jewels would seem to have disappeared, together with the

onnoimcement, for the aiiides of stock, which are displayed

in some profusion in the window, do not include any very

valuable luxuries of either kind. A few old china cups

;

some modem vases, adorned with paltry paintings of three

Spanish cavaliers playing three Spanish guitars
;
or a party

of boors carousing : each boor with one leg painfully elevated

in the air, by way of expressing his perfect freedom and
gaiety

;
severd sets of chessmen, two or three flutes, a few

flddl^, a rotmd-eyed portrait storing in astonishment from a

very dark ground; some gaudily-bound prayer-books and
testaments, two rows of silver watches quite os dum^ and
almost as large as Ferguson’s first; numerous old-fasUoned

table and tea spoons, displayed, fan-like, in half-dojoens

;

strings of coral with great broad gilt snaps
;
cards of rings

and brooches, fastened and labelled separatdy, like the insects

in the British Museum; cheap silver penholders and snuff-

boxes, with a masonic star, complete the jewellezy department;

while flve or six beds in smeary douded ticks, strings of

blankets and sheets, silk and cotton handkerchiefs, and wear-

ing apparel of evezy description, form the more useful, though
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fmsDi less omamental, part, of tho artidos exposed for sale.

An extensiTO ooUectioii of planes, duseb, saws, and other car-

penters’ tools, which have been pledged, and never redeemed,

form the foreground of the picture; while the large Barnes

full of ticket^ bundles, which are dimly seen, through the

dirty casement up stairs—^the squalid neighbourhood—the

adjoining houses, straggling, shrunken, and rotten, with one or

two filthy, unwholesome-looking heads, thrust out of every

window, and old red pans and shmted plants exposed on the

tottering parapets, to the manifest hazard of the heads of the

passers-by—the noisy men loitering under the archway at the

corner of the court, or about the gin-shop next door

—

and their wives patiently standing on the curb-stone, with

large baskets of cheap vegetables slung round them for sale,

are its immediate auxiliaries.

K the outside of the pawnbroker’s shop, be calculated to

attract the attention, or excite the interest, of the speculative

pedestrian, its interior cannot fail to produce the same effect

in an increased degree. The front door, which we have before

noticed, opens into the common shop, which is the resort of

all those customers whose habitual acquaintance with such

scenes renders them indifferent to the observation of their

companions in poverty. The side door opens into a small

passage from which some half-dozen doors (which may be
secured on the inside by bolts) open into a corresponding

number of little dens, or closets, which face the counter,

Here, the more timid or respectable portion of the crowd
shroud themselves from the notice of the remainder, and
patiently wait imtil the gentlemian behind the counter, with

the curly black hair, diamond ring, and double silver watch-

guard shall feel disposed to favour them with his notice—

a

consummation which depends considerably on the temper of

the aforesaid gentleman for the time being.

At the present moment, this degantly-attired individual is

in the act of entering the duplicate he has just made out, in a

thick book
;
a process from which he is diverted occasionally,

by a conversation he is carrying on with another young man
similarly employed at a little distance from him, whose allu-

sions to ** that last bottle of soda-water last night,” and how
regularly round my hat he felt himself when the young ’ooman
gave ’em in charge,” would appear to refer to the conse-

quences of some stolen joviality of the preceding evening.
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The customers generally^ howeverv seem unable to participate

lA the amusement derivable from this source, for an old

sallow4ooking woman, who has been leaning with both axms
on tike counter with a small bundle before her, for half an
hour previously, suddenly interrupts the conversation by
addressing the jewelled shopman—**Now, Mr. Henry, do

make haste, there ’s a good soul, for my two grandchildren *s

locked up at home, and I ’m afeer’d of the -fire/' The shop-

man slightly raises his head, with an air of deep abbtraction,

and resumes his entry with as much deliberation as if he were

engraving, ‘‘You’re in a hurry, Mrs. Tatham, this ev’niri’,

an’t you?” is the only notice he deigns to take, after the

lapse of five minutes or so. “ Yes, I am indeed, Mr. Henry

;

now, do serve me next, there ’s a good creetur. I wouldn’t

worry you, only it ’s all along o’ them botherin’ children.”

“ What have you got here ? ” inquires the shopman, unpin-

ning the bundle—“ old concern, I suppose—^pair o’ stays and
a petticut. You must look up somethin’ else, old ’ooman ; I

can’t lend you anything more upon them, they ’re completely

worn out by this dme, if it ’s only by putting in, and taking

out again, three times a week.” “ Oh
!
you ’re a rum un,

you are,” replies the old woman, laughing extremely, as in

duty bound; “ I wish I ’d got the gift of the gab like you;
see if I ’d l>e up the spout so often then ! No, no

;
it an’t

the petticut
;

it ’s a child’s frock and a beautiful silk-ankecher,

as belongs to my husband. He gave four shillin’ for it, the

werry same blessed day as he broke his arm.” “ What do
vou want upon these ? ” inquires Mr. Henry, slightly glancing

at the articles, which in all probability are old acquaintances.

“What do you want upon these?”—“Eighteen-pence.”

—

“ Lend you ninepence ”—“ Oh, make it a shillin’
;
there ’s a

dear—do now !
”—“ Not another farden.”—“ Well, I suppose

I must take it.” The duplicate is made out, one ticket pinned
on the parcel, the other ^ven to the old woman

;
the parcel

is flung carelessly down into a comer, and some other

customer prefers his claim to be served without further delay.

The choice falls on an unshaven, dirty, sottish-looking fellow,

whose tarnished paper-cap, stuck negligently over one eye,

communicates an additionally repulsive expression to his very
uninviting countenance. He was enjoying a little relaxation

from his sedentary pursuits a quai^r of an hour ago, in

kidring his wife up the cp^rt, He has come to redeem some
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tooh

:

—^pzobablj to complete a job with, on account of which

he has already reoeiTed some money, if his inflamed counten-

ance and drunken stagger, may be taken as evidence of the

Geust. Haying waited some little time, he makes his presence

known by venting his ill-humour on a ragged urchin, who,

being unable to bring his face on a level with the counter by
any other process, has employed himself in climbing up, and

then hookhig himself on with his elbows—an uneasy perch,

from which he has fallen at mtervals, generally alighting on the

toes of the person in his immediate vicinily. In the present

case, the unfortunate little wretch has received a cuff which
sends him reeling to the door

;
and the donor of the blow is

immediately the object of general indignation.
** What do you strike the boy for, you brute ? ” exclaims a

slip-shod woman, with two flat irons in a little beisket. ^ Do
you think he’s your wife, you willin?”—'‘Go and hang
yourself !

” replies the gentleman addressed, with a drunken

look of savage stupidity, aiming at the same time a blow at

the woman which fortunately misses its object. " Go and
hang yourself; and wait till I come and cut you down.’*

—

“Cut you down,’’ rejoins the woman, “I wish I had the

cutting of you up, you wagabond ! (loud.) Oh
!
you precious

wagabond ! (rather louder.) Where ’s your wife, you willin ?

(louder still ; women of this class are always sympathetic, and
work themselves into a tremendous passion on the shortest

notice.) Your poor dear wife as you uses worser nor a dog

—

strike a woman—^you a man
!
(very shrill ;) I wish I had you— ’d murder you, I would, if I died for it !

”—“ Now be
civil,” retorts the man fiercely. “Be dvil, you wiper!”
ejaculates the woman contemptuously, “ An’t it shocking ?

”

^e continues, turning round, and appealing to an old woman
who is peeping out of one of the little closets we have before

describe, and who has not the slightest objection to join in

the attack, possessing, as she does, the comfortable conviction

that she is bolted in. “ An’t it shocking, ma’am ? (Dreadfrd!

says the old woman in a parenthesis, not exactly knowing what
the question refers to.) He ’s got a wife, ma’am, as t^es in

mangling, and is as ’dustrious and hard-working a young
'ooman as can be, (very fast) as lives in the back-parlour of

our ’ous, which my husband and me lives in the front one
(with great rapidity)—and we hears him a beaten’ on her
sometimes when he comes home drunk, the whole night
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chroiigli, and not only a beaten’ ber, but beaten’ bis own
child too, to make her more miserable—^ugh, you beast!

and she, poor Greater, won’t swear the peace agin him, nor

do noth^’, because she likes the wretch arter all—^worse

luck !
” Here as the woman has completely run herself out

of breath, the pawnbroker himself, who has just appeared

behind the counter in a gray dressing-gown, embraces the

favourable opportunity of putting in a word :— ** Now I won’t

have none of this sort of thing on my premises !
” he inter-

poses with an air of authority. Mrs. Mackin, keep yourself

to yourself, or you don’t get fourpence for a flat iron here

;

and Jinkins, you leave your ticket here till you ’re sober, and

send your wife for them two planes, for I won’t have you in

my shop at no price
;
so make yourself scarce, before I make

you scarcer.”

This eloquent address produces any thing but the effect

desired
;
the women rail in conceii;

;
the man hits about him

in all directions, and is in the act of establishing an indis-

putable claim to gratuitous lodgings for the night, when the

entrance of his wife, a wretched worn-out woman, apparently

in the last stage of consumption, whose face bears evident

marks of recent iLL-usago, and whose strength seems hardly

equal to the burden—light enough God knows !—of the thin

sickly child she carries in her arms, turns his cowardly rage
in a safer direction. “ Come home, dear,” cries the miserable

creature, in an imploring tone ; do come home, there ’s a

good fellow, and go to bed.”—** Go home yourself,” rejoins

the furious ruffian. ** Do come home quietly,” repeats the

wife, bursting into tears. ** Go home yourself,” retorts the

husband again, enforcing his argument by a blow which sends

the poor creature flying out of the shop. Her ** natural pro-

tector ” follows her up the coui-t, alternately venting his rage
in accelerating her progress, and in knocking the little scanty

blue bonnet of the unfortunate child over its still more scanty

iind faded-looking face.

In the last box, which is situated in the darkest and most
#)bscure corner of the shop, considerably removed from either

of the gas-lights, are a young delicate girl of about twenty,

and an elderly female, evidently her mother from the resem-

blance between them, who stand at some distance back, as if

to avoid the observation even of the shopman. It is not their

drst visit to a pawnbroker’s shop, for they answer without a
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moment's hesitation the usual questions, put in a rather

respectful manner, and in a much lower tone than usual, of

What name shall I say ?—^Your own properly, of course ?~
Where do you live ?—Housekeeper or lodger?" They
bargain, too, for a higher loan than the shopman is at first

inclined to offer, which a perfect stranger would be little dis-

posed to do ; and the elder female urges her daughter on, in

scarcely audible whispers, to exert her utmost powers of per-

suasion to obtain an advance of the sum, and expatiate on the

value of the articles they have brought to raise a present

nzpply upon. They are a small gold chain and a “ Forget me
not " ring : the girl’s property, for they are both too small

for the mother
;
given her in better times

;
prized, perhaps,

once, for the giver’s sake, but parted with now without a
struggle

;
for want has hardened the mother, and her example

has hardened the girl, and the prospect of receiving money,

coupled with a recollection of the misery they have both

endured from the want of it—^the coldness of old friends—^the

stem refusal of some, and the stiU more galling compassion

of others—appears to have obliterated the consciousness of

self-humiliation, which the idea of their present situation

would once have aroused.

In the next box, is a young female, whose attire, miserably

poor, but extremely gaudy, wretchedly cold, but extravagantly

fine, too plainly bespeaks her station. The rich satin gown
with its faded trimmings, the worn-out thin shoes, and pink

silk stockings, the summer bonnet in winter, and the sunken
face, where a daub of rouge only serves as an index to the

ravages of squandered health never to be regained, and lost

happiness never to be restored, and where the practised smile

is a wretched mockery of the luisery of the heart, cannot be
mistaken. There is something in the glimpse she has just

caught of her young neighbour, and in the sight of the little

trinkets she has offered in pawn, that seems to have awakened
in this woman’s mind some slumbering recollection, and to

have changed, for an instant, her whole demeanour. Her
first hasty impulse was to bend forward as if to scan more
minutely the appearance of her half-concealed companions;
her next on seeing them involuntarily shrink firom her, to

retreat to the back of the box, cover her face with her hands,
and burst into tears.

There are strange chords in the human h^art, which will
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lie dormant through years of depravity and wickedness, hut
which will vibrate at last to some slight circumstance appa>
rently trivial in itself, hut connected by some undefined and
indistinct association, with past days that can never be
recalled, and with bittt^r recollections from which the most
degraded creature in existence cannot escape.

There has been another spectator, in the person of a woman
in the common shop

;
the lowest of ibe low

;
dirty, unbonneted,

flaunting, and slovenly. Her curiosity was at ^st attraa^ted

by the little she could see of the group ; then her attention.

The half intoxicated leer changed to an expression of some-
thing like interest, and a feeling similar to that we have
described, appeared for a moment, and only a moment, to

extend itself even to her bosom.

Who shall say how soon these women may change places ?

The last has but two more stages—^the hospital and the grave.

How many females situated as her two companions are, and as

she' may have been once, have terminated the same wretched

course, in the same wretched manner. One is already tracing

her footsteps with frightful rapidity. How soon may the

other follow her example ! How many have done the same

!

CHAPTER XXIV.

CRIMINAL OOTJRTS,

We shall never forget the mingled feelings of awe and

respect with which we used to gaze on the exterior of New-
gate in our schoolboy days. How dreadful its rough heavj^

walls, and low massive doors, appeared to us—^the latW
looking as if they were made for the express purpose of letting-

people in, and never letting them out again. Then the fetters

over the debtors’ door, which we used to think were a bond

fide set of irons, just hung up there for convenience sake, ready

to be taken dovm at a moment’s notice, and riveted on the

limbs of some refractory felon! We were never tired of

wonderixig how the hac^ey-coachmen on the opposite stand

could cut jokes in the presence of such horrors, and drink pots

of half-and-half so near the last drop.
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Often have we strayed here, in sessions time, to catch a

glimpse of the whipping-place, and that dark building on one

side of the yard, in which is kept the gibbet with aU its

di^eadfnl apparatus, and on the door of which we half expected

to see a brdss plate, with the inscription Mr. Ketch
j

**
for

we never imagined that the distinguished fimctionary could

by possibility live anywhere else ! The days of these childish

dreams have passed away, and with them many other boyish

ideas of a gayer nature. But we still retain so much of our

original feeHng, that to this hour we never pass the building

without something like a shudder.

What London pedestrian is there who has not, at some time

or other, cast a hurried glance through the wicket at which

prisoners are admitted into this gloomy mansion, and surveyed

the few objects he could discern, with an indescribable feeling

of curiosity ? The thick door, plated with iron and mounted
with spikes, just low enough to enable you to see, leaning over

them, an ill-looking fellow, in a broad-brimmed hat, belcher

handkerchief and top-boots: with a brown coat, something

between a great-coat and a ‘'sporting^' jacket, on his back,

and an immense key in his left hand. Perhaps you are lucky

enough to pass, just as the gate is being open^
;
then, you

see on the other side of the lodge, another gate, the image of

its predecessor, and two or three more turnkeys, who look like

multiplications of the first one, seated round a fire which just

lights up the whitewashed apartment suf&ciently to enable you
to catch a hasty glimpse of these different objects. We have
a great respect fOr Mrs. Fry, but she certainly ought to have
written more romances than Mrs. Radcliffe.

We were walking leisurely down the Old Bailey, some time
ago, when, as we passed this identical gate, it was opened by
the officiating tuink^. We turned quickly round, as a
matter of course, and saw two persons descending the steps.

We could not help stopping and observing them.
They were an elderly woman of decent appearance, though

evidently poor, and a boy of about fourteen or fifteen. The
woman was crying bitterly

;
she carried a small bundle in her

hand, and the boy followed at a short distance behind her.
Their little history was obvious. The boy was her son, to
whose early comfort she had perhaps sacrificed her own—for

whose sake she had borne miseiy without repining, and
poverty without a murmur—^looking, steadily forward to the



CRIMINAIi COURTS. 1&3

time, when he who had so long witnessed her struggles for

himself, might be enabled to make some exertions for their

joint support. He had formed dissolute connexions
;
idleness

had led to crime; and he had been committed to take his

trial for some petty theft. He had been long in prison,

and, after receiving some trifling additional punishment, had
been ordered to be discharged that nK>ming. It was his

first offence, and his poor old mother, still hoping to reclaim

him, had been waiting at the gate to implore him to return

home.
We cannot forget the boy ; he descended the steps with a

dogged look, shaking his head with an air of bravado and
obstinate determination. They walked a few paces, and
paused. The woman put her hand upon his sho^der in an
agony of entreaty, and the boy sullenly raised his head as if

in refusal. It was a brilliant morning, and every object

looked fresh and happy in the broad, gay sun-light
;
he gazed

round him for a few moments, bewildered with the brightness

of the scene, for it was long since he had beheld anything

save the gloomy walls of a prison. Perhaps the wretchedness

of his mother made some impression on the boy’s heart;

perhaps some undefined recollection of the time when he was
a happy child, and she his only Mend, and best companion,

crowded on liim—^he burst into tears
;
and covering his face

with one hand, and hurriedly placing the other in his mother’s,

walked away with her.

Curiosity has occasionally led us into both Courts at the

Old Bailey. Nothing is so likely to strike the person who
enters them for the first time, as the calm indifference with

which the proceedings are conducted; every trial seems a

mere matter of business. There is a great deal of form, but

no compassion
;
considerable interest, but no sympathy. Take

the Old Court for example. Tliere sit the Judges, with whose

great dignity every body is acquainted, and of whom there-

fore we need say no more. Then, there is the Lord Mayor in

the centre, looking as cool as a Lord Mayor can look, with an

immense bouquet before him, and habited in all the splendour

of his office. Then, there are the Sheriffs, who are almost as

dignified as the Lord Mayor himself
;
and the Barristers, who

are quite dignified enough in their own opinion; and the

spectators, who having paid for their admission, look upon

the whole scene as if jt were got up especially for their
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amusement. Look upon the whole group in the body of the

Court—some wholly engrossed in the morning papers, others

carelessly conversing in low whispers, and others, again, quietly

dozing away an hour—and you can scarcely believe that the

result of the trial is a matter of life or death to one wretched

being present. But turn your eyes to the dock ; watch the

prisoner attentively for a few moments
;
and the fact is before

you, in all its painful reality. Mark how restlessly he has

been engaged for the last ten minutes, in forming all sorts of

fantastic figures with the herbs which are strewed upon the

ledge before him
;
observe the ashy paleness of his face when

a particular witness appears, and how he changes his position

and wipes his clammy forehead, and feverish hands, when the

case for the prosecution is closed, as if it were a relief to him
to feel that the jury knew the worst.

The defence is concluded; the judge proceeds to sum up
the evidence

;
and the prisoner watches the countenances of

the jury, as a dying man, clinging to life to the very last,

vainly looks in the face of his physician for a slight ray of

hope. They turn round to consult
;
you can almost hear the

man’s heart beat, as he bites the stalk of rosemary, with a

desperate effort to appear composed. They resume their

places—a dead silence prevails as the foreman delivers in the

verdict— Guilty !
” A shriek bursts ffom a female in the

gallery; the prisoner casts one look at the quarter from
whence the noise proceeded

;
and is immediately hurried from

the dock by the gaoler. The derk directs one of the oficers

of the court to take the woman out,” and fresh business is

proceeded with, as if nothing had occurred.

No imaginary contrast to a case like this, could be as com-
plete as that which is constantly presented in. the New Court,

the gravity of which is frequently disturbed in no small
degree, by the cunning and pertinacity of juvenile offenders.

A boy of thirteen is tried, say for picking the pocket of some
subject of her Majesty, and the offence is al^ut as clearly

proved as an offence can be. He is called upon for his de-
fence, and contents himself wdth a little declamation about the
jurymen and his country—asserts that all the witnesses have
committed peijury, and hints that the police force generally
have entered into a conspiracy ** again ” him. However pro-
bable this statement may be, it fails to convince the Court,
and some such scene as the following then takes place

:



CEIMINAL COUETS. 185

Cowrt

:

Have you any witnesses to speak to your character,

boy?
Boy

:

Yes, my Lord
;

fifteen genlm’n is a vaten outside,

and VOS a vaten all day yesterday, vicb th^ told me the niglit

afore my trial vos a comin* on.

Court

:

Inquire for these witnesses.

Here, a stout beadle runs out, and vociferates for the*

witnesses at the very top of his voice
;

for you hear his cry

grow fainter and fainter as he descends the steps into the

court-yard below. After an absence of five minutes, he
returns, very warm and hoarse, and informs the Court of what
it knew perfectly well before—^namely, that there are no such
witnesses in attendance. Hereupon the boy sets up a most
awful howling; screws the lower part of the palms of his

hands into the comers of liis eyes ;
and endeavours to look

the picture of injured innocence. The jury at once find him
< guilty,** and his endeavours to squeeze out a tear or two
are redoubled. The governor of the gaol then states, in reply

to an inquiry from the bench, that the prisoner has been
under his care twice before. This the urchin resolutely denies

in some such terms as— ** S*elp me, gen’lm*n, I never vos in

trouble afore—^indeed, my Lord, I never vos. It *8 all a
howen to my having a twin brother, vich has wrongfully got

into trouble, and vich is so exactly like me, that no vun ever

knows the difference atween us.’*

This representation, like the defence, fails in producing the

desired effect, and the boy is sentenced, perhaps, to seven years*,

transportation. Finding it impossible to excite compassion,

he gives vent to his feelings in an imprecation bearing

reference to the eyes of ‘‘ old big vig !
’* and as he declines to

take the trouble of walking from the dock, is forthwith carried

out, congratulating himself on having succeeded in giving

everybody as much trouble as possible.
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CHAPTER XXV.

VISIT TO NEWGATE.

** The force of habit ” is a trite phrase in every body’s

mouth ; and it is not a little remarkable that those vrho use

it most as applied to others, unconsciously afford in their own
persons singular examples of the power which habit and custom

exercise over the minds of men, and of the little reflection they

are apt to bestow on subjects with which every day’s expe-

rience has rendered them familiar. If Bedlam could be

suddenly removed like another Aladdin’s palace, and set down
on the space now occupied by Newgate, scarcely one man out

of a hundred, whose road to business every morning lies

through Newgate-street, or the Old Bailey, would pass the

building 'without bestowing a hasty glance on its small, grated

windows, and a transient thought upon the condition of the

unhappy beings immured in its dismal cells
;
and yet these

same men, day by day, and hour by hour, pass and repass

this gloomy depository of the guilt and misery of London, in

one perpetual stream of life and bustle, utterly unmindful of

the throng of wretched creatures pent up within it—nay, not

even knowing, or if they do, not heeding, the fact, that as

they pass one particular angle of the massive wall with a

light laugh or a merry whistle, they stand within one yard of

a fellow-creature, bound and helpless, whose hours are num-
bered, from whom the last feeble ray of hope has fled for ever,

and whose miserable career will shortly terminate in a violent

and shameful death. Contact with death even in its least

terrible shape, is solemn and appalling. How much more
awful is it to reflect on this near vicinity to the dying—to

men in full health and vigour, in the flower of youth or the

prime of life, with all their faculties and perceptions as acute

and perfect as j^our own

;

but dying, nevertheless—dying as

surely—with the hand of death imprinted upon them as

indelibly—as if mortal disease had wasted their frames to

shadows, and corruption had already begun

!

It was with some such thoughts as these that we determined,

not many weeks since, to visit the Interior of Newgato—in an
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amateur capacity, of course
;
and, having carried our intention

into effect, we proceed to lay its results before our readers, in

the hope—^founded more upon the nature of the subject, than

on any presumptuous confidence in our own descriptive powers—^that this paper may not be found wholly devoid of interest.

We have only to premise, that we do not intend to fatigue the

reader with any statistical accounts of the prison
;
they will be

found at length in numerous reports of numerous committees^

and a variety of authorities of equal weight. We took m)
notes, made no memoranda, measured none of the yards,

ascertained the exact number of inches in no particular room •

are unable even to report of how many apartments the gaol is

composed.

We saw the prison, and saw the prisoners
;
and what we

did cee, and what we thought, we will tell at once in our own
way.

Having delivered our credentials to the servant who
answered our knock at the door of the governor’s house, we
were ushered into the ofBice; a little room, on the right-

hand side as you enter, with two windows looking into the

Old Bailey : fitted up like an ordinary a^ttomey’s office, or

merchant’s coimting-house, with the usual fixtures—a wains-

coted partition, a shelf or two, a desk, a couple of stools, a pair

of clerks, an almanack, a clock, and a few maps. After a

little delay, occasioned by sending into the interior of the

prison for the officer whose duty it was to conduct us, that

functionary arrived
j
a respectable-looking man of about two

or three and fifty, in a broad-brimmed hat, and full suit of

black, who, but for his keys, would have looked quite as

much like a clergyman as a turnkey. We were disappointed

;

he had not even top-boots on. Following our conductor by a

door opposite to that at which we had entered, we arrived at

a small room, without any other furniture than a little desk,

with a book for visitors’ autographs, and a shelf, on which
were a few boxes for papers, and oasts of the heads and faces

of the two notorious murderers. Bishop and Williams; the

former, in particular, exhibiting a style of head and set of

features, which might have afforded sufficient moral grounds
for his instant execution at any time, even had there been no
other evidence against him. Leaving this room also, by an
opposite door, we found ourself in the lodge which opens on
the Old Bailey; one side ,of which is plentifully garnished
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with a choice collection of heavy sets of irons, induding those

worn by the redoubtable Jack Sheppard—^genuine; and those

said to have been graced by the sturdy limbs of the no less

celebrated Dick Turpin—doubtful. From this lodge, a heavy

oaken gate, bound with iron, studded with nails of the same

material, and guarded by another turnkey, opens on a few

steps, if we remember right, which terminate in a narrow and

dismal stone passage, running parallel with the Old Bailey,

and leading to the different yards, through a number of

tortuous and intricate windings, guarded in their turn by
huge gates and gratings, whose appearance is sufficient to

dispel at once the slightest hope of escape that any new comer

may have entertained
;
and the very recollection of which, on

eventually traversing the place again, involves one in a maze

of confhsion.

It is necessary to explain here, that the buildings in the

prison, or in other words the different wards—^form a square,

of which the four sides abut respectively on the Old Bailey,

the old College of Physicians (now forming a part of Newgate-

market), the Sesfeions-house, and Newgate-sireet. The inter-

mediate space is divided into several paved yards, in which

the prisoners take such air and exercise as can be had in

such a place. These yards, with the exception of that in

which prisoners under sentence of death are confined (of which

we shall presently give a more detailed description), run
parallel with Newgate-street, and consequently from the Old

Bailey, as it were, to Newgate-market. The women’s side is

in the right wing of the prison nearest the Sessions-house.

As we were introduced into this part of the building first

we will adopt the same order, and introduce our readers to it

also.

Turning to the right, then, down the passage to which we
just now adverted, omitting any mention of intervening gates

—for ‘f we noticed every gate that was unlocked for \is to

pass through, and locked again as soon as we had passed,

should require a gate at every*comma—^we came to a door

composed of thick bard of wood, through which were discern-

ible, passing to and fin in a narrow yaj^, some twenty women:
the majority of whom, however, as soon as they were aware
of the presence of strangers, retreated to their wards. One
side of this yard is railed off at a considerable distance, and
formed into a kind of iron cage, about five feet ten inches in
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heiglit, roofed at the top^ and defended in front hy iron bars,

from which the friends of the female prisoners communicate

with them. In one comer of this singular-looking den, was a

yellow, haggard, decr^it old woman in a tattered gown that

had once l^n black, and the remains of an old straw bonnet,

with faded ribbon of the same hue, in earnest conversation

with a young girl—a prisoner, of course—of about two-and-

twenty. It is impossible to imagine a more poverty-stricken

object, or a creature so home down in soul and body, by
excess of misery and destitution as the old woman. The girl

was a good-looking robust female, with a profusion of hair

streaming about in the wind—^for die had no bonnet on—and
a man’s silk pocket-handkerchief loosely thrown over a most

ample pair of shoulders. The old woman was talking in that

low, s^ed tone of voice which tells so forcibly of mental

anguish ; and every now and then burst into an irrepressible

shai^, abrupt cry of grief, the most distressing sound that

ears can hear. The girl was perfectly unmoved. Hardened

beyond all hope of redemption, she listened doggedly to her

mother’s entreaties, whatever they were : and, beyond enquir-

ing after “ Jem,” and eagerly catching at the few hal^ence
her miserable parent had brought her, took no more apparent

mterest in the conversation than the most unconcerned
spectators. Heaven knows there were enough of them, in the ^

persons of the other prisoners in the yard, who were no more
concerned by what was passing before their eyes, and within

their hearing, than if they were blind and deaf. Why ^ould
they he ? Inside the prison, and out, such scenes were too

familiar to them, to excite even a passing thought, unless of

ridicule or contempt for feelings which they had long since

forgotten.

A little farther on, a squalid-looking woman in a slovenly

thick-bordered cap, with her arms muffled in a large red

shawl, the fringed ends of which straggled nearly to the

bottom of a dirty white apron, was communicating some
instructions to her visitor—^her daughter evidently. The girl

was thinly clad, and shaking with the cold. Some ordinary

word of recognition passed between her and her mother when
she appeared at the grating, but neither hope, condolence,

regret, nor affection was expressed on either side. The
mother whispered her instructions, and the girl received them
with her pinched-up half^tarved features twisted into an



8CBT0HSS BY BOZ.IfO

expression of careful conning. It was some scheme for the

woman’s defence that she was disdosing, perhaps; and a

sullen smile came over the girl’s &ce for an instant, as if she

were pleased : not so much at the probability of her mother’s

liberation, as at the chance of her getting off” in spite of

her prosecutors. The dialogue was soon concluded; and

with the same careless indifferenoe with which th^ had

approached each other, the mother turned towards the inner

end of the yard, and the girl to the gate at which she had

entered.

The girl bdonged to a class—unhappily but too extensive

—the very existence of whidi, diould make men’s hearts

bleed. Bardy past her childhood, it required but a glance to

discoyer that she was one of those children, bom and bred in

neglect and vice, who have never known what childhood is

:

who have never been taught to love and court a parent’s

smile, or to dread a parent’s ff^own. The thousand nameless

endearments of childhood, its gaiety and ite innocence, are

alike unknown to them. They have entered at once upon the

stem realities and miseries of life, and to their better nature

it is almost hopdess to appeal in aftertimes, by any of the

references which will awaken, if it be only for a moment,
some good feeling in ordinary bosoms, however corrupt th^
may have become. Talk to thsm of parental solicitude, the

happy days of childhood, and the merry games of infancy

!

Tell them of hunger and the streets, beggary and stripes, Ihe

gin-shop, the station-house, and the pawnbroker’s, and they

will understand you.

Two or three women were standing at different parts of the

grating, conversing with their friends, but a very large pro-

^Kurtion of the prisoners appeared to have no Mends at all,

beyond such of their old companions as might happen to be

within the walls. So, passing hastily down the yard, and
pausing only for an instant to notice the little incidents we
have just recorded, we were conducted up a clean and well-

lighted flight of stone stairs to one of the wards. There are

several in this part of the building, but a description of one is

a description of the whole.

It was a spacious, bare, whitewashed apartment, lighted of

course, by windows looking into the interior of the prison,

but far more light and airy than one could reasonably expect

to And in such a situation. There was a large fire wi^ a
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deal table before it, xoimd wbiob tea or a dozen women were

seated on wooden forms at dinner. Along both sides of the

loom ran a idielf; below it, at regular interrals, a tov[ of

large hooks were fixed in the wall, on each of which was hung
the sle^ing-mat of a prisoner : her rug and blanket being

folded up, and placed cn the shelf above. At nighty these

mats are placed on the floor, each beneath the hook on which
it hangs during the day ; and the ward is thus made to answer

the purposes both of a day-room and sleeping apartment.

Over the fire-place, was a lai^ sheet of pasteboard, on which
were displayed a variety of texts from Scripture, which were
also scattered about the room in scraps about the size and
shape of the copy-slips which are us^ in schools. On the

table was a suffilcient provision of a kind of stewed beef and
brown bread, in pewter dishes, which are kept perfectly

bright, and displayed on shelves in great order and regularity

when they are not in use.

The women, rose hastily, on our entrance, and retired in a

hurried manner to either exdo of the fireplace. They were all

deanly—^many of them decently—attired, and ^ere was
nothi]^ peculiar, either in their appearance or demeanour.

One or two resumed the needlework which they had probably

laid aside at the commencement of their meal
;
others gazed

at the visitors with listless curiosity
;
and a few retired behind

their companions to the veiy end of the room, as if desirous

to avoid even the casual observation of the strangers. Some
old Irish women, both in this and other wards, to whom the
thing was no novelty, appeared perfectly indifferent to our
presence, and remained standing dose to ^e seats from which
they had just risen; but the general feeling among the

females seemed to be one of uneasiness during the period of

our stay among them : which was very brief. Not a word
was uttered during the time of our remaining, unless, indeed,

ly the wardswomam in reply to some question which we put
to the turnkey who accompanied us. In every ward on the

female side, a wardswoman is appointed to preserve order, and
a similar regulation is adopted among the males. The wards-
men and wardswomen are all prisoners, selected for good
conduct. They alone are allowed the privilege of sleeping on
bedsteads

; a small stump bedstead being placed in every ward
for that purpose. On both sides of the gaol, is a small

receiving-room, to which pri^ners are conducted on their first
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xeoeptioii, and whence they cannot be removed until they have

been examined by the surgeon of the prison.*

Retracing our steps* to the dismal passage in which we
found ourselves at first (and which, by the by, contains three

or four dark cells for the accommodation of refractory

prisoners), we were led through a narrow yard to the
** school ”—a portion of the prison set apart for boys under

fourteen years of age. In a tolerable-sized room, in which

were writing-materials and some copy-books, was the school-

master, with a couple of his pupils
;
the remainder having

l^een fetched from an adjoining apartment, the whole were

drawn up in line for our inspection. There were fourteen of

them in all, some with shoes, some without
;
some in pinafores

without jackets, others in jackets without pinafores, and one

in scarce anything at all. The whole number, without all

exception we believe, had been committed for trial on charges

of pocket-picking
;
and fourteen such terrible little faces we

never beheld.—There was not one redeeming feature among
them—^not a glance of honesty—^ncrt a wink expressive of any-

thing but the gallows and the hulks, in the whole collection.

As to anything like shame or contrition, that was entirely out

of the question. They were evidently quite gratified at being

thought worth the trouble of looking at
;

their idea appeared

to be, that we had come to see Newgate as a grand afi&ir, and
that they were an indispensable part of the show

;
and every

boy as he ^^fell in^’* to the line, actually seemed as pleased

and important as if he had done something excessively meri-

torious in getting there at aH. We never looked upon a more
disagreeable sight, because we never saw fourteen such

hopeless creatures of neglect, befbre.

On either side of the school-yard is a yard for men, in one
of which—that towards Newgate-stroet—^prisoners of the

more respectable class are confined. Of the other, we have
little description to offer, as the different wards necessarily

partake of the same character. They are provided, like the

wards on the women's side, with mats and rugs, which are

disposed of in the same manner during the day; the only
very striking difference between their appearance and that

* Tlie regalations of the prison relative to the confinement of piisoners
during the day, their Bleeping at night, their taking their meals, and other
matters of gaol economy, have been all altered—greatly for the better-><lnee
this sketch was first published.



A VISIT TO NEWGATE. 193

of the wai'ds inhabited by the females, is the uttei absence of

any eniplo}Tnent. Huddled together on two opposite forms,

by the Reside, sit twenty men perhaps
;
here, a boy in livery

;

there, a man in a rough great-coat and top-boots
;
farther on,

a desperate-looking fellow in his shirt sleeves, with an old

Scotch cap upon his shaggy head; near him again, a taU

ruffian, in a smock-frock
;
next to him, a miserable being ot

distressed appearance, witli his head resting on his hand j

—

aU alike in one respect, all idle and listless. When they do

leave the fire, sauntering moodily about, lounging in the

window, or leaning against the w'aU, vacantly swinging their

bodies to and j&*o. With the exception of a man reading an

old newspaper, in two or three instances, this was the case in

every ward we entered.

The only communication these men have with their friends,

is through two close iron gratings, with an intermediate space

of about a yard in width between the two, so that nothing can

be handed across, nor can the prisoner have an}* communi-
cation by touch with the person who visits him. The married

men have a separate grating, at which to see their wives, but

its construction is the same.

The prison chapel is situated at the back of the governor’s

house : the latter having no w*indow8 looking into the interior

of the prison. W^hether the associations connected with the

place—th$ know ledge that here a portion of the burial service

is, on some dreadful occasions, performed over the quick and
not upon the dead—cast over it a stiU more gloomy and
sombre air than art has imparted to it, w o know not, but it»

appearance is very striking. There is something in a silent?

and deserted place of worship, solemn and impressive at any
time

;
and the very dissimilarity of this one from any we have

been accustomed to, only enhances the impression. The
meanness of its appointments—the bare and scanty pulpit,

with the paltry painted pillars on either side—the women’s
gallery with its great heavy curtain—tlie men’s with its

unpainted benches and dingy front—the tottering little table

at the altar, with the commandments on the wall above it,

scarcely legible through lack of paint, and dust and damp

—

BO unlike the velvet and gilding, the marble and wood, of a
modem church—are strange and striking. There is one
object, too, which rivets the attention and fascinates the gaze,
and from which we may turn horror-stricken in vain, for the
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recollection of it will haunt us, waking and sleeping, for a

long time afterwards. Immediately below the reading-desk,

on the floor of the chapel, and forming the most conspicuous

object in its little area, is th^ condemned pew ; a huge black

pen, in which the wretched people, who are singled out for

death, are placed, on the Sunday preceding their execution, in

sight of ail their feUow-prisoners, from many of whom they

may have been separated but a week before, to hear prayers

for their own souls, to join in the responses of their own
biu-ial service, and to listen to an address, warning their

recent companions to take example by their fate, and urging

themselves, while there is yet time—nearly four-and-twenty

hours— to “turn, and flee from the wrath to come!”
Imagine what have been the feelings of the men whom that

fearful pew has enclosed, and of whom, between the gallows

and the knife, no mortal remnant may now remain ! Think

of the hopeless clinging to life to the last, and the wild

despair, far exceeding in anguish the felon’s death itself, by

which they have heard the certainty of their speedy trans-

mission to another world, with all their crimes upon their

heads, rung into their ears by the officiating clergyman !

At one time—and at no distant period either—the cofiins

of the men about to be executed, were placed in that pew,

upon the seat by their side, during the whole service. It may
seem incredible, but it is true. Let us hope that the increased

spirit of civilisation and humanity wliich abolished this fright-

ful and degrading custom, may extend itself to other usages

equally barbarous
;
usages which have not even the plea of

utility in their defence, as every year’s experience has shown
them to be more and more inefficacious.

Leaving the chapel, descending to the passage so frequently

alluded to, and crossing the yard before noticed as being

allotted to prisoners of a more respectable description than the

generality of men confined here, the visitor arrives at a thick,

iron gate of great size and strength. Having been admitted

through it by the turnkey on duty, he turns sharp round to

the left, and pauses before another gate
; and, having passed

this last barrier, he stands in the most terrible part of this

gloomy budding'—the condemned ward.

The press-yard, well known by name to newspaper readers,

from its frequent mention in accounts of executions, is at the

comer of the building, and next^ to the ordinary’s house, in
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N’ew^ate-street : running from Newgate-street, towards the

centre of the prison, parallel with Newgate-market. It is a

long, narrow court, of which a portion of the wall in New-
gate-street forms one end, and the gate the other. At the

upper end, on the left-hand—that is, adjoining the wall in

Newgate-street—is a cistern of water, and lui. the bottom a

double greting (of which the gate itself forms a. part) similni

to that before described. Tlirough these grates the prisoners

are allowed to see theii friends; a turnkey always remaining

in the vacant space between, during the whole intervie^^

.

Immediately on the right as you enter, is a building contain-

ing the press-room, day-room, and celk^
;
the yard is on every

side surrounded by lofty walls guarded by chevaux (^e /rise ;

and the whole is under the constant inspection of vigilant and

experienced turnkeys.

In the first apartment into which we were conducted

—

which was at the top of a staircase, and immediately over the

press-room—were fivo-and-twenty or thirty prisoners, all undf'r

sentence of death, awaiting the result of the recorder’s report

—men of all ages and appearances, from a hardened old

offender with swarthy face and grizzly beard of three days’

growth, to a handsome boy, not fourteen years old, and of

singularly youthfid appearance even for that age, who had

been condemned for burglary. There was nothing remarkable

in the appearance of these prisoners. One or two decently

dressed men were brooding with a dejected air over the fire
;

several bttle groups of two or three had been engaged in

conversation at the upper end of the room, or in the windows

;

and the remainder were crowded round a young man seated

at a table, who appeared to be engaged in teaching the

younger ones to write. The room was large, airy, and clean.

There was very little anxiety or mental suffering depicted in

the countenance of any of the men ;
—

^they had all been sen-

tenced to death, it is true, and the recorder’s report had not

yet been made
;
but, we question whether there was a man

among them, notwithstanding, who did not know that although
he had undergone the ceremony, it never was intended that

his life should be sacrificed. On the table lay a Testament,
but there were no tokens of its having been in recent use.

In the press-room below, were three men, the nature of

whose offence rendered it necessary to separate them, even
from their companions in gqilt. It is a long, sombre room.
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wdtli two windows sunk into the stone wall, and here the

wretched men are pinioned on the morning of their execution,

before moving towards the scaffold. The fate of one of these

prisoners was uncertain; some mitigatory circumstances having

come to light since his trial, which had been humanely repre-

sented in the proper quarter. The other two had nothing to

expect from the mercy of the crown
;
their doom was sealed

;

no plea could be urged in extenuation of their crime, and they

well knew tliat for them there was no hope in this world.

‘‘The two short ones,’' the turnkey whispered, “were dead

men.”
The man to whom we have alluded as entertaining some

hopes of escape, w'as lounging at the greatest distance he

could place between himself and his companions, in the

window nearest to the door. He was probably aware of our

approach, and had assumed an air of courageous indifference
;

his face was purposely averted towards the window, and he
stirred not an inch wdiile we were present. The otlier two

men were at the upper end of the room. One of them, who
was imperfectly seen in the dim light, had his back towards

us, and was stooping over the fire, wdth his right arm on the

mantelpiece, and his head simk upon it. The other, was
leaning on the sill of tlie farthest window. The light fcU full

upon him, and communicated to his pale, haggard face, and

disordered aii‘, an aj^pearance which, at that distance, 'was

ghastly. His cheek rested upon his hand
;
and, with his face

a little raised, and his eyes widely staring before him, he

seemed to be unconsciously intent on counting the chinks in

the opposite wall. We passed this room again afterwards.

The first man was pacing up and dowm the court with a firm

military step—he had been a soldier in the foot-guards—and

a cloth cap jauntily throwm on one side of his head. He
bowed respectfully to our conductor, and the salute was
returned. The other two still remained in the positions we
have described, and were as motionless as statues.^

A few paces up the yard, and forming a continuation of the

biiilding, in w'hich are the two rooms we have just quitted, lie

the condemned cells. The entrance is by a narrow and
obscure staircase leading to a dark passage, in which a char-

coal stove casts a lurid tint over the objects in its immediate

• These two men were executed shortly afterwards. The other waa respited

iuricg her majesty's pleasure. *
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vicinity, and difiPuses something like warmth around. From
the left-hand side of this passage, the massive door of every

cell on the story opens
;

and from it alone can they be

approached. There are three of these passages, and three of

these ranges of cells, one above the other
;

but in size,

furniture, and appearance, they are all precisely tilike. Prior

to the recorder’s report being made,^ all the prisoners under

sentence of death are reTuoved from the day-room at five

o’clock in the afternoon, and locked up in these cells, vdiere

they are allowed a caudle until ten o’clock
;
and here tliey

remain until seven next morning. AVhen the warrant for a

prisoner’s execution arrives, he is removed to the cells and

confined in one of them until he leaves it for the scafibld. He
is at liberty to walk in the yard

;
but, both in his walks and

in his cell, he is constantly attended by a turnkey who never

leaves him on any pretence.

We entered the first cell. It was a stone dungeon, eight

feet long by six wide, with a bench at the upper end, under

which were a common rug, a bible, and prayer-book. An
iron candlestick was fixed into the wall at the side; and a small

high window in the back admitted as much air and light as

could struggle in between a double row of heavy, crossed iron

bars. It contained no other furniture of an}’ description.

Conceive the situation of a man, spending his last night on

earth in this cell Buoyed up with some vague and undefined

hope of reprieve, he knew not why—indulging in some wild

and visionary idea of escaping, he knew not how—hour after

hour of the three preceding days allowed him for preparation,

has fled with a speed which no man living would deem
possible, for none but this dying man can know. He has
wearied his friends with entreaties, exhausted the attendants

with importunities, neglected in his feverish restlessness the

timely warnings of his spiritual consoler
;
and, now that the

illusion is at last dispelled, now that eternity is before him
and guilt behind, now that his fears of death amount almost
to madness, and an overwhelming sense of his helpless,

hopeless state rushes upon him, he is lost and stupified, and
has neither thoughts to turn to, nor power to call upon, the

Almighty Being, from whom alone he can seek mercy and
lorgiveness, and before whom his repentance can alone avail.

Hours have glided by, and stiU he sits upon the same stone

bench with folded arms, headless alike of the fast-decreasing
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time before him, and the urgent entreaties of the good man at

his side. The feeble light is wasting gradually, and the

deathlike stillness of the street witliout, broken only by the

rumbling of some passing vehicle which echoes mournfully

through the empty yards, warns him tliat the night is waning
fast away. The deep beU of St. Paul’s strikes—one ! He
heard it

;
it has roused him. Seven hours left ! He paces

the narrow limits of his cell with rapid strides, cold drops of

terror starting on liis forehead, and every muscle of his frame

quivering with agony. Seven hours ! He suffers himself to

be led to his seat, mechanically takes the bible which is

placed in his hand, and tries to read and listen. No : his

thoughts will wander. The book is tom and soiled 1^ use

—

and like the book he read his lessons in, at school, just forty

years ago ! He has never bestowed a thought upon it,

perhaps, since he left it as a child: and yet the place, the

time, the room—nay, the very boys he played witli^ crowd as

vividly before him as if they were scenes of yesterday; and

some forgotten phrase, some childish word, rings in liis ears

lil:e the echo of one uttered but a minute since. The voice of

the clergyman recals him to himself. He is reading from

the sacred book its solemn promises of pardon for repentance,

and its awful denunciation of obdurate men. He falls upon
liis knees and clasps his hands to pray. Hush ! what sound

was that ? He starts upon his feet. It cannot be two }'et.

Hark! Two quarters have struck;—the third—tlie fourth.

It is ! Six hours left. Tell him not of repentance ! Six

hours’ repentance for eight times six years of guilt and sin

He buries liis face in his hands, and throws himself on the

bench.

Worn with watching and excitement, he sleeps, and the

same unsettled state of mind pursues him in his dreams. An
insupportable load is taken from his breast; he is walking

with his wife in a pleasant field, with the bright sky above

them, and a fresh and boundless prospect on every side—how
different from the stone walls of Newgate ! She is looking

—

not as she did when he saw her for the last time in that

dreadful place, but as she used when he loved her—long,

long ago, before misery and ill-treatment had altered her

looks, and vice had changed his nature, and she is leaning

upon his arm, and looking up into his face with tenderness

and affection—and he does not^ strike her now, nor rudely
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shake her from him. And oh ! how glad he is to teU her all

he had forgotten in that last hurried interview, and to fall on

his knees before her and fervently beseech her pardon for all

the unkindness and cruelty that wasted her form and broke

her heart ! The scene suddenly changes. He is on his trial

again : there are the judge and juiy, and prosecutors, and

witnesses, just as they were before. How full the court is

—

what a sea of heads—'w ith a gallows, too, and a scaffold-—and

how all those people st;ire at hiui

!

Verdict, Guilfy.^^ No
matter

;
he will escape.

The night is dark and cold, the gates have been left open,

and in an instant he is in the street, 'flying from the scene of

his imprisonment like the wind. The streets are cleared, the

oj)en fields are gained and the broad wide country lies before

him. Onward he dashes in the midst of darkness, over hedge

and ditch, tlirough mud and pool, bounding from spot to spot

with a speed and lightness, astonishing even to himself. At
length he pauses

;
he must be safe from pursuit now

;
he will

stretch himself on that bank and sleep till sunrise.

A period of unconsciousness succeeds. He wakes, cold and

wretched. The dull gray light of morning is stealing into the

cell, and falls upon the form of the attendant turnkey. Con-
fused by his dreams, he starts from his uneasy bed in

momentary uncertainty. It is but momentary. Every object

in the narrow cell is too frightfully real to admit of doubt or

mistake. He is the condemned felon again, guilt}' and de-

spairing
;
and in two liours more will be dead.
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CHARACTERS.

CHAPTER I.

THOUGHTS ABOUT PEOPLE.

It is strange with how little notice, good, bad, or indifferent,

a man may live and die in London. He awakens no sympathy

in the breast of any single person
;
his existence is a matter

of interest to no one save himseK
;
he cannot be said to be

forgotten when he dies, for no one remembered him when he

was alive. There is a numerous class of people in this great

metropolis who seem not to possess a single friend, and whom
nobody appears to care for. Urged by imperative necessity

in the first instance, they have resorted to London in search of

employment, and the means of subsistence. It is hard, we
know, to break the ties which bind us to our homes and

friends, and harder still to efface the thousand recollections of

happy days and old times, which have been slumbering in our

bosoms for years, and only rush upon the mind, to bring

before it associations connected with the friends we have left,

the scenes we have beheld too probably for the last time, and
the hopes we once cherished, but *may entertain no more.

These men, however, happily for themselves, have long for-

gotten such thoughts. Old country friends have died or

emigrated
;

former correspondents have become lost, like

themselves, in the crowd and turmoil of sonle busy city
;
and

they have gradually settled down into mere passive creatures

of habit and endurance.

We were seated in the enclosui’e of St. James’s Park the

other day, when our attention was attracted by a man whom
we immediately put down in our own mind as one of this

class. He was a tall, thin, pale person, in a black coat,

scanty gray trousers, little pinched-up gaiters, and brown
beaver gloves. He had an umbrella in his hand—^not for
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use, for the day was jSne—but, evidently, because he always
carried one to the office in the morning. He walked up and
down before the little patch of grass on which the chairs are

placed for hire, not as if he were doing it for pleasure or

recreation, but as if it were a matter of compulsion, just as he
would walk to the office every morning from the back settle-

ments of Islington. It was Monday; he had escaped for

four-and-twenty hours from tiie thr^dom of the desk; and
was walking here for exercise and amusement—perhaps for

the first time in his life. We were inclined to think he had
never had a holiday before, and that he did not know what to

do with himself. Children were playing on the grass

;

groups of people were loitering about, chatting and laughing

;

but the man walked steadily up and down, unheeding and
unheeded, his spare pale face looking as if it were incapable

of bearing the expression of curiosity or interest.*

There was something in the man’s manner and appearance

which told us, we fancied, his whole life, or rather his whole

day, for a man of this sort has no variety of days. We
thought we almost saw the dingy little back office into which
he wadks every morning, hanging his hat on the same peg,

and placing his legs beneath the same desk : first, taking ofi

that black coat which lasts the year through, and putting on
the one which did duty last year, and which he keeps in his

desk to save the other. There he sits till five o’clock,

working on, all day, as regularly as the dial over the mantel-

piece, whose loud ticking is as monotonous as his whole
existence : only raising his head when some one enters the

counting-house, or when, in tlie midst of some difficult

calculation, he looks up to the ceiling as if there were inspi-

ration in the dusty skylight with a green knot in the centre

of every pane of glass. About five, or half-past, he slowly

dismounts from his accustomed stool, and again changing his

coat, proceeds to his usual dining-place, somewhere near

Bucklersbury. The waiter recites the bill of fare in a rather

confidential manner—for he is a regular customer—and after

inquiring ‘^What’s in the best cut?’^ and **What was up
last ? ” he orders a small plate of roast beef, with greens, and
lialf-a-pint of porter. He has a small plate to-day, because

greens are a penny more than potatoes, and he had two
breads yesterday, with the additional enormity of a cheese

the day before. This important point settled, he hangs up
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his hat—he took it off the moment he sat down—and bespeaks

the paper after the next gentleman. If he can get it while he
is at dinner, he eats with much greater zest; balancing it

against the water-bottle, and eating a bit of beef, and reading

a line or two, alternately. Exactly at five minutes before the

hour is up, he produces a shilling pays the reckoning, care-

fully deposits the change in his waistcoat-pocket (first deducting

a penny for the waiter), and returns to the office, from which,

if it is not foreign post night, he again sallies forth, in about

half an hour. He then walks home, at his usual pace, to his

little ba(ik room at Islington, where he has his tea
;
perhaps

solacing himself during the meal with the conversation of his

Lmrllady’s little boy, whom he occasionally rewards with a

}wmny, for solving problems in simple addition. Sometimes,

there is a letter or two to take up to his employer’s, in

Ilussell-square
;

and then, the wealthy man of business,

liearing his voice, calls out from the dining-parlour,—“ Come
in, Mr. Smith

;

” and Mr. Smith, putting his hat at the feet

of one of the hall chairs, walks timidly in, and being con-

descendingly desired to sit down, carefully tucks his legs

under his chair^ and sits at a considerable distance from the

table while he drinks the glass of sherry which is poured out

for him by the eldest boy, and after drinking which, he backs

and slides out of the room, in a state of nervous agitation

from which he docs not perfectly recover, until he finds him-

self once more in the Islington-road. Poor, harmless crea-

tures such men arc
;
contented but not happy

;
broken-spirited

and humbled, they may feel no pain, but they never know
pleasure.

Compare these men with another class of beings who, like

them, have neither friend nor companion, but whose position

in society is the result of their own choice. These are generally

old fellows with white heads and red faces, addicted to port

wine and Hessian boots, who from some cause, real or

imaginary—generally the former, the excellent reason being

that they are rich, and their relations poor—grow suspicious

of every body, and do the misanthropical in chambers, taking

great delight in thinking themselves unhappy, and making
every body they come near, miserable. You may see such

men as these, any where
;
you will know them at coffee-houses

by their discontented exclamations and the luxury of their

dinners
;
at theatres, by their alwp-ys sitting in the same place
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and looking with a jaundiced eye on all the young people near

them; at church, by the pomposity with which they enter,

and the loud tone in which they repeat the responses; at

parties, by their getting cross at whist and hating music. An
old fellow of tliis kind will have his chambers splendidly

furnished, alid collect books, plate, and pictures about him in

profusion
;
not so much for his owif gratification, as to be

superior to tlioso who have tlie desire, but not tlie means, to

compete v ith him. He belongs to two or tliree clubs, and is

envied, an<] flattered, and liated by the memljers of them all.

Sometimes he will be appealed to by a poor relation

—

a

married nephew perhaps—for some little assistance : and then

he will declaim with honest indignation on the improvidence

of young married people, the w^orthiessness of a wife, the

insolence of having a family, tlie atrocity of getting into debt

with a luindred and twenty-five pounds a-year, and other

unpardonnhle criiiies; winding up his exhortations with a
complacent review of his own conduct, and a delicate allusion

t(» parochial relief. He dies, some day after dinner, of

apoj)lexy, having bequeathed his property to a Public Society,

and the Institution erects a tablet to his memory, expressive

of their a^bniration of liis Christian conduct in this world, and
their comfortable ocmviction of Ids happiness in the next.

But, next to eiir very particular friends, hackney-coachmen,

cabmen and cads, whom we admire in proportion to the

extent of their cool impudence and perfect self-possession,

there is no class of people who amuse us more than London
apprentices. They are no longer an organised body, bound
down by sedemn compact to terrify his majostj^’s subjects

whenever it pleases them to take offence in their heads and
staves in their hands. They are only bound, now, by inden-

tures ', and, as to their valour, it is easily restrained by the

wholesome dread of the New Police, and a perspective view

of a damp station-house, terminating in a police-office and a

reprimand. They are still, however, a peculiar class, and not

the less pleasant for being inoffensive. Can any one fail to

have noticed them in the streets on Sunday? And were there

ever such harmless efforts at the grand and magnificent as

the young fellow^s display ! We walked dowm the Strand, a

Sunday or two ago, behind a little group
;
and they furnished

fo6d for our amusement the whole way. They had come out

of some part of tlie city> it was between three and four
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o’clock in tlie afternoon
;
and they were on their way to the

Park. There were four of them, all arm-in-arm, with white

kid gloves like so many bridegrooms, light trousers of un-

precedented patterns, and coats for which the English language

has yet no name—a kind of cross between a great-coat and a

surtout, with the collar of the one, the skirts of the other, and
pockets x>eculiar to themselves.

Each of the gentlemen carried a thick stick, with a large

tassel at the top, which he occasionally twirled gracefully

round
;
and the whole four, by Tvay of looking easy and un-

concerned, were walking with a paralytic swagger irresistibly

ludicrous. One of the party had a watch about the size and

shape of a reasonable Ribstone pippin, jammed into his waist-

coat-pocket, which he carefully compared with the clocks at

St. Clement’s and the New Church, the illuminated clock at

Exeter ’Change, the clock of St. Martin’s Church, and the

clock of the Horse Guards. AMien they at last anaved in St.

James’s Park, the member of the party wdio had the best

made boots on, hired a second chair expressly for his feet,

and flung himself on this two-pennyworth of sylvan luxury

with an air which levelled all distinctions between Brookes’

s

and Snooks’s, Crockford’s and Bagnigge Wells.

We may smile at such people, but they can never excite

our anger. They are usually on the best terms with them-

selves, and it follows almost as a matter of course, in good

humour with every one about them. Besides, they are always

the faint reflection of higher lights ;
and, if tliey do display a

little occasional foolery in their own proper persons, it is surely

more tolerable thsui precocious pi^pyism in the Quadrant,

whiskered dandyism in Regent-street and Pall-mall, or gal-

lantry in its dotage any where.
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CHAPTER IL

A CHRISTMAS HINTiER^

Cheistmas time ! That man mast be a misanthrop

'

indeed, in whose breast something like a jovial feeling is not

roused—in whose mind some pleasant associations are not

awakened—by the recurrence of Chri^'tmas. There ere people

who will tell you that Christmas is not to them what it used

to be
;

that each succeeding Christmas has found some

cherished hope, or happy prospect, of the year before' dimmed
or passed away

;
that the present only servos to remind them

of reduced circumstances and straightened incomes—of the

feasts they once bestowed on hollow friends, and of the cold

looks that meet ^liem now, in a<]versity and misfortune Never

heed such dismal reminiscences. There are few men who
liave lived ’ong enough in the world, who cannot call up such

thoughts any day in the year. Tfhen do not select the merriest

of the tlu'ee hundred and sixty-tive, for your doleful recollec-

tions, but draw^ your chair nearer the blazing fire—fill the

glass and send round the song—and if yoi<r room be smaller

than it was a dozen years ago, or if your glass be filled with

reeking punch, instead of sparkling wine, put a good face on
the matter, and empty it oti-hand, and fill another, and troll

off the old ditty you used to sing, and thank God it ’s no
worse. Look on the merry faces of y^our children (if you
have any) as they si^ round the fire. One little seat may be
empty

;
one slight form that gladdened the father’s heart,

and roused the mother’s pride to look upon, may not be
there. Dwell not upon the past; think not that one short

year ago, the fair child now resolving into dust, sat before

you, with the bloom of health upon its cheek, and the gaiety

of infancy in its joyous eye. Reflect upon your present

blessings—of which every man has many—not on your past

misfortunes, of which all men have some. Fill your glass

again, with a merry face and contented heart. Our life on
it, but your Cliristmas shall be merry, and your new year a
happy one

!

Who can be insensible to the out-pourings of good feeling
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and tlie honest interchange of affectionate attachment, which

abound at this season of the year ? A Cliristmas family-

party ! We know nothing in nature more delightful ! There

seems a magic in the very name of Christmas. Petty jealousies

and discords are forgotten
;

social feelings are awakened, in

bosoms to which they have long been strangers
;
father and

son, or brother and sister, who have met and passed with

averted gaze, or a look of cold recognition, fbr months before,

proffer and return the cordial embrace, and bury their past

animosities in their present hapj)iness. Kindly hearts that

have yearned towards each other, but have been withheld by

false notions of pride and self-dignity, are again reunited, and

all is kindness and benevolence ! Would that Christmas

lasted the whole year through (as it ought), and that the

prejudices and passions which deform our better nature, were

never called into action among those to whom they should

ever be strangers

!

The Christmas family-party that we mean, is not a mere

assemblage of relations, got up at a week or two’s notice,

originating this year, having no family precedent in the last,

and not likely to be repeated in the next. No. It is an

annufd gathering of all the accessible members of the family,

young or old, rich or poor
;
and all the children look forward

to it, for two months beforehand, in a fever of anticipation.

Formerly, it was held at grandpapa’s; but grandpapa getting

old, and grandmamma getting old too, and ratJier infirm,

they have given up housekeeping, and domesticated them-

selves with uncle George
;

so, the party* always takes place at

uncle George’s house, but grandmamma sends ir most of the

good things, and grandpapa always will toddle down, all the

way to Newgate-market, to buy the turkey, which he engages
a porter to bring home behind him in triumph, always in-

sisting on the man’s being rewarded with a glass of spirits,

over and above his hire, to drink a merry Christmas and a

Iiappy new year ” to aunt George. As to grandmamma, she

is very secret and mysterious for two or three days before-

hand, but not sufficiently so to prevent rumours getting afloat

that she has purchased a beautiful new cap with pink ribbons

for each of the servants, together with sundry books, and
pen-knives, and pencil-caaes, for the yoimger branches

;
to

say nothing of divers secret additions to the order originally

given by aunt George at the pasftry-cook’S; such as another



A CHRISTMAS DINNER. 207

dozen of minee-piea for the dinner, and a large plum-cahe for

the children.

On Christmas-eve, grandmamma is always in excellent

spirits, and after emploj^ng all the children, during the day,

in stoning the plums, and all that, insists, regularly every

year, on uncle George coming down into the kitchen, taking

off his coat, and stirring the pudding for half an hour or so,

which uncle George good-humouredly does to the vociferoixs

delight of the children and servants. The evening concludes

with a glorious game of blind-man’s-buff, in an early stage of

which grand2)apa takes great care to be caught, in order that

he may have an opportunity of displaying liis dexterity.

On the following morning, the old couple, with as many of

the cliildren as the pew will hold, go to church in groat state

:

leaving aunt George at home dusting decanters and filling

castors, and uncle George carrying bottles into the dining-

parlour, and calling for cork-screws, and getting into every-

body’s way.

When the church-party return to lunch, grandpapa pro-

duce^ a small sprig of misletoe from his pocket, and tempts

the boys to kiss their little cousins under it—a proceeding

which affords both the boys and the old gentleman unlimited

satisfaction, but which rather outrages grandmamma’s ideas

of decorum, until grandpapa says, that when he was just

thirteen 3’ears and three months old, he kissed gi'andmamma
under a misletoe too, on u hicli the children clap their hands,

and laugh very heartily, as do aunt George and uncle George

;

and grandmamma looks pleased, and says, with a benevolent

smile, that grandpapa was an impudent young dog, on which
the children laugh very heartily again, and grandpapa more
heartily than any of them.

But aU these diversions are nothing to the subsequent
excitement when grandmamma in a high cap, and slate-

coloured silk gown; and grandpapa with a beautifully plaited

shirt-frill, and white neckerchief
;
seat themselves on one side

of the drawing-room fire, with uncle George’s children and
little cousins innumerable, seated in the front, waiting the
arrival of the expected visitors. Suddenly a htickney-coach is

heard to stop, and uncle George, who has been looking out of
the window, exclaims Here ’s Jane !

” on which the children
rush to the door, and helter-skelter down stairs

;
and uncle

Kobert and aunt Jane, aifd the dear little baby, and the
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nurse, and tlie wliolo party, are ushered up stairs amidst

tumultuous shouts of ‘‘ Oh, my ! from the children, and

frequently repeated warnings not to hurt baby from the nurse.

And grandpapa takes the child, and grandmamma kisses her

daughter, and the confusion of this first entry has scarcely

subsided, when some other aunts and uncles with more cousins

arrive, and the grown-up cousins flirt with each other, and

BO do the little cousins too, for that matter, and nothing is

to bo heard but a confused din of talking, laughing, and
merriment.

A hesitating double knock at the street-door, heard during

a momentary pause in the conversation, excites a general

inquiry of “Who’s that?” and two or three children, who
have been standing at the wdndow, announce in a low voice,

that it’s “poor aunt Margaret.” Upon which, aunt George

leaves the room to welcome the ne^jV comer
;
and grandmamma

draws herself up, rather stiff and stately
;

for Margaret

married a poor man without her consent, and poverty not

being a sufliciently w^cighty punishment for her offence, has

been discarded by her friends, and debarred the society of her

dearest relatives. But Christmas has come round, and tlie

unkind feelings that have struggled against better dispositions

during the year, have melted aw ay before its genial inffueuce,

like half-formed ice beneath tlie morning sun. It is not

difficult in a moment of angry feeling for a parent to denounce

a disobedient child
;
but, to banish her at a period of general

good w'ill and hilarity, from the hearth, round which she has

sat on so many anniversaries of the same day, expanding by

slow degrees ffom infancy to girlhood, and then bursting,

almost impercexitibly, into a woman, is widely different. The
air of conscious rectitude, and cold forgiveness, which the old

lady has assumed, sits ill u^jon her
;
and when the poor gild

is led in by her sister, pale in looks and broken in hope—^not

from poverty, for that she could bear, but from the conscious-

ness of und(3served neglect, and unmerited unkindness—it is

easy to see how much of it is assumed. A momentary pause

succeeds
;
the girl breaks suddenly from her sister and throws

herself, sobbing, on her mother’s neck. I’he father steps

hastily for\vard, and takes her husband’s hand. Friends

crowd round to offer their hearty congratulations, and happi-

ness and harmony again prevail.

As to the dinner, it 's perfectly delightful—nothing goes
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wrong, and everybody is in tbe very best of spirits, and dis-

posed to please and be pleased. Grandpapa relates a cirenm-

fetantial account of tbe purchase of the turkey, with a slight

digression relative to the purchase of previous turkeys, on

former Christmas-days, which grandmamma corroborates in

the minutest particular. Uncle George tells stories, and

carves poultry, and takes wine, and jokes with the children

at the side-table, and winks at the cousins that are making
love, or being made love to, and exhilarates everybody with

liis good liumour and hospitality
;
and when, at last, a stout

servant, staggers in with a gigantic pudding, with a sprig ol

holly in the top, there is such a laughing, and shouting, and
clapping of little chubby hands, and kicking up of fat dumpy
legs, as can only be equalled by the applause with which the

astonishing feat of pouring lighted brandy into mince-pies, is

received by the younger visitors. Then the dessert!—and the

wine !—and the fun ! Such beautiful -speeches, and such

songs, from aunt Margaret’s husband, who tmms out to be
such a nice man, and so attentive to grandmamma ! Even
grandpapa not only sings his annual song with unprecedented
vigour, but on being honoured with an unanimous encort^,

according to annual custom, actually comes out with a new
one which nobody but grandmamma ever heard before

;
and

a young scape-grace of a cousin, who has been in some dis-

grace with the old people, for certain heinous sins of omission

and commission—neglecting to call, and persisting in drink-

ing Burton ale— astonishes everybody into convlusibns of

laughter by volunteering the most extraordinary comic songs
that ev^^r were heard. And thus the evening passes, in a
strain of rational good-wdll and cheerfulness, doing more to

awaken the sympathies of every member of the party in be-
half of his neighbour, and to perpetuate their good feeling

during the ensuing year, than half the homilies that have
ever been written, by half the Divines that have ever lived.
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CHAPTER HI.

THE NEW TEAR.

Next to Christmas-day, the most pleasant annual epoch in

existence is the advent of the New Year. There are a

lachrymose set of people who usher in the New Year witli

watcldng and fasting, as if they were hound to attend as chief

mourners at the obsequies of the old one. Now, we cannot

but think it a great deal more complimentary, both to the old

year that has rolled away, and to the New Year that is just

beginning to dawn upon us, to see the old fellow out, and the

new one in, with gaiety and glee.

There must have been some few occurrences in the past

year to which wo can look back, with a smile of cheerful

recollection, if 7iot with a feeling of heartfelt thankfulness.

And we are bound by every rule of justice and equity to give

the New Year credit for being a good one, untd he proves

oimself unworthy the confidence we repose in him.

This is our view of the matter; and entertaining it, not-

withstanding our respect for the old year, one of the few

remaining moments of whose existence passes away with eveir

word we write, here we are, seated by our fireside on this last

night of the old year, one thousand eight hundred and thirty-

six, penning this article with as jovial a face as if nothing

extraordinary had happened, or was, about to happen, to

disturb our good humour.
Hackney-coaches and carriages keep rattling up the street

and down the street in rapid succession, conveying, doubtless,

smartly-dressed coachfuls to crowded parties
;

loud and re-

peated double knocks at the house with green blinds, oppo-

site, announce to the whole neighbourhood that there’s one
large party in the street at all events

;
and we saw through

the window, and through the fog too, till it grew so thick that

we rung for candles, and drew our curtains, pastrycooks’ men
with green boxes on their heads, and rout-furniture-warehouse-

carts, with cane seats and French lamps, hurrying to the
numerous houses where an annual festival is held in honour
of the CKJcasion.



THE NEW YE^R. 211

We can fancy one of these parties, we think, as well as if

we were duly dress-coated and pumped, and had just been

announced at the drawing-room door.

Take the house with the green blinds for instance. We
know it is a quadrille party, because we saw some men taking-

up the front drawing-room carpet while w^e sat at breakfast

this morning, and if further evidence be required, and w^e

must tell the truth, we just now saw one of the young ladies

doing” another of the young ladies’ hair, near one of tlie

bed-room windows, in an unusual stylo of splendour, which

nothing else but a quadrille party could possibly justify.

The master of the house with tixe green blinds is in a

public office
;
we know the fact by the cut of his coat, the tie

of his neckcloth, and the self-satisfaction of his gait—the very

green blinds themselves have a Sonierset-llouse air about

them.

Hark !—a cab ! That ’s a junior clerk in the same office;

a tidy sdrt of young man, with a tendency to cold and corns,

who comes in a pair of boots with black cloth fronts, and

brings his shoes in his coat-pocket, which shoes he is at this

very moment putting on in the hall. Now, he is announced

by the man in the passage to another man in a blue coat, wffio

is a disguised messenger from the office.

The man on the first landing precedes him to the drawing-

room door. Mr. Tupple !
” shouts the messenger. ^'How

are you, Tupplo?” says the master of the house, advancing

from tlie fire, before which he has been talking politics and
airing himself. ** My dear, this is Mr. Tupple (a courteous

salute from the lady of the house)
;

Tupple, my eldest

daughter; Julia, my dear, Mr. Tupple; Tupple, my other

daughters; my son, sir;” Tupple rubs his hands very hai‘d,

and smiles as if it were all capital fun, and keeps constantly

bowing and turning himself round, till the whole family have
been introduced, wffien he glides into a chair at the comer of
the sofa, and opens a miscellaneous conversation with tlie

young ladies upon the weather, and the theatres, and the old

year, and the last new murder, and the balloon, and the ladies*

sleeves, and the festivities of the season, and a great many
other topics of small talk.

More double knocks ! what an extensive party
;
what an

incessant hum of conversation and general sipping of coffee

!

We see Tupple now, in gur mind’s eye, in the height of his
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glory. He has just handed that stout old lady’s cup to the

servant
;
and now, he dives among the crowd of young men

by the door, to intercept the other servant, and secure the

muiiin-plate for the old lady’s daughter, before he leaves the

room
;
and now, as he passes the sofa on his way back, he

bestows a glance of recognition and patronage upon the yoimg

ladies, as condescending and familiar as if he had known
them from infancy.

Charming person Mr. Tupple—perfect ladies’ man—such a

delightful companion, too ! Laugh !—nobody ever understood

papa’s jokes half so well as Mr. Tupple, who laughs himsell

into convulsions at every fresh burst of facetiousness. Most

deKghtful partner ! talks through the whole set ! and although

he does seem at first rather gay and frivolous, so romantic and

\vith so much feeling ! Quite a love. No great favourite

with the young men, certainly, who sneer at, and trffect to

despise him
;

but every body knows tliat ’s only envy, and

they needn’t give themselves the trouble to depreciate his

merits at any rate, for ^Ma says he shall be asked to every

future dinner-party, if it ’s only to talk to people between the

courses, and distract their attention w’hen there ’s any unex-

pected delay in tlie kitchen.

At supper, j\Ir. Tupple shows to still greater advantage

than he lias done throughout the evening, and when Pa
requests every one to fill their glasses for the purpose of

drinking happiness throughout the year, Mr. Tupple is so

droll : insisting on all the yoimg ladies having their glasses

filled, notwithstanding their repeated assurances that they

never can, by any possibility, think of^ emptying them : and
subsequently begging permission to say a few words on the

sentiment which has just been uttered by Pa—when he makes
one of the most brilliant and poetical speeches that can
possibly be imagined, about the old year and new one. After

the toast has been drunk, and when the ladies have retired,

Mr. Tupple requests that every gentleman will do him the
favour of filling his glass, for he has a toast to propose : on
which all the gentlemen cry ‘‘ Hear ! hear !

” and pass the
decanters accordingly: and Mr. Tupple being informed by the
master of the house that they are all charged, and waiting for

his toast, rises, and begs to remind the gentlemen present,

how much they have been delighted by the dazzling array of
elegance and beauty which the drawing-room has exhibited
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that night, and how their senses have been charmed, and their

hearts captivated, by the bewitching concentration of female

loveliness which that very room has so recently displayed.

(Loud cries of “Hear!^') Much as he (Tupple) would be

disposed to deplore the absence of the ladies, on other grounds,

he cannot but derive some consolation from fhe reflection that

the very circumstance of their not being present, enables him
to propose a toast, which he would have otherwise been

prevented from giving—that coast he begs to say is
—^^The

Ladies
!

(Great applause.) The Ladies ! among whom the

fascinating daughters of their excellent host are alike con-

spicuous for their beauty, their accomplishments, and theii’

elegance. He begs them to drain a bumper to ** The Ladies,

and a happy new year to them ! (Prolonged approbation

;

above which the noise of the ladies dancing the Spanish dance

among themselves, over head, is distinctly audible.)

The applause consequent on this toast, has scarcely sub-

sided, when a young gentleman in a pink under-waistcoat,

sitting towards the bottom of the table, is observed to grov’

very restless and fidgety, and to evince strong indications of

some latent desire to give vent to his feelings in a speech,

which the wary Tupple at once perceiving, determines to

forestal by speaking himself. He, therefore, rises again, with

an air of solemn importance, and trusts he may be permitted

to propose another toast (unqualified approbation, and Mr,
Tupple proceeds). He is sure they must all be deeply

impressed with the hospitality—^he may say the splendour

—

with which they have been that night received by their worthy
host and hostess. (Unbounded applause.) Although this

is the first occasion on which he has had the pleasure and
delight of sitting at that board, he has known his friend

Dqbble long and intimately
;
he has been connected with him

in business—^he wishes every body present knew Dobble as

weU as he does. (A cough from the host.) He (Tupple)

can lay his hand upon his (Tupple’ s) heart, and declare his

confident belief that a better man, a better husband, a better

father, a better brother, a better son, a better relation in any
relation of life, than Dobble, never existed. (Loud cries of

^‘Hear!”) They have seen him to-night in the peaceful

bosom of his family : they should see him in the morning,
in the trying duties of his office. Calm in the perusal of

the morning papers, uncompromising in the signature of his
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name, dignified in his repKes to the inquiries of stranger

applicants, deferential in his behaviour to his superiors,

majestic in his deportment to the messengers. (Cheers.)

When he bears this merited testimony to the excellent

qualities of his friend Dobble, what can he say in approaching

such a subject as Mrs. Dobble? Is it requisite for him to

expatiate on the qualities of that amiable woman ? No
;
he

v^ill spare his friend Bobbie’s feelings; he will spare the

feelings of his friend—if he will allow him to have the honour

of calling him so—Mr. Dobble, junior. (Here Mr. Dobble,

junior, who has been previously distending his mouth to a

considerable width, by thrusting a particularly fine orange
into that feature, suspends operations, and assumes a proper

appearance of intense melancholy.) He wiU simply say—and
he is quite certain it is a sentiment in wliich all who hear him
^vill readily concur—that his friend Dobble is as superior to

any man he ever knew, as Mrs. Dobble is far beyond any
woman he ever saw (except her daughters)

;
and he will

conclude by proposing their worthy Host and Hostess, and
may they live to enjoy many more new years !

”

The toast is drunk with acclamation
;

Dobble returns

thanks, and the whole pariy rejoin the ladies in the drawing-

room. Young men who were too bashful to dance before

supper, find tongues and partners; the musicians exhibit

unequivocal symptoms of having drunk the new year in, while

the company were out
;
and dancing is kept up, until far in

the first morning of the new year.

We have scarcely written the last word of the previous

sentence, when the first stroke of twelve, peals from the

neighbouring churches. There certainly—we must confess it

now—is something awful in the sound. Strictly speaking, it

may not be more impressive now, than at any o&er time
;

for

the hours steal as swiftly on, at other periods, and their, flight

is little heeded. But, we measure man’s life by years, and it

is a solemn knell that warns us we have passed another of the

landmarks which stand between us and the grave. Disguise

it as we may, the reflection will force itself on our minds, that

when the next bell announces the arrival of a new year, we
may be insensible alike of the timely warning we ha've so

often neglected, and of all the warm feelings that glow within
us now;
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CHAPTER IV.

mss EVANS AND THE EAGLE.

^K. Samuel Wilkij^s was a carpenter, a jonmeyinan

carpenter of small dimensions, decidedly below tbe middle

size—bordering, perhaps, upon the dwarfish. His face was

round and shining, and his hair carefully twisted into the

outer comer of each eye, till it formed a variety of that

description of semi-curls, usually known as “ aggerawatoi'S.”

His earnings were all-sufficient for his wants, varying from

eighteen shillings to one pound five, weekly—his manner
undeniable—his sabbath waistcoats dazzling. No wonder

that, with these qualifications, Samuel Wilkins found favour

in the eyes of the other sex : many women have been capti

vated by far less substantirJL qualifications. But, Samuel was
proof against their blandishments, until at length his eyes

rested on those of a Being for whom, from that time forth, he

felt fate had destined him. He came, and conquered—pro-

posed, and was accepted— loved, and was beloved. Mr.
Wilkins ^^kcpt company*^ with Jemima Evans.

Miss Evans (or Ivins, to adopt the pronunciation most in

%’ogue with her circle of acquaintance) had adopted in earty

life the useful pursuit of shoe-binding, to which she had
.ifterwards superadded the occupation of a straw-bonnet maker.
Herself, her maternal parent, and two sisters, formed an
harmonious quartett in the most secluded portion of Camden-
town; and here it was that Mr. Wilkins presented himself,

one Monday affcemoon, in his best attire, with his face more
shining and his waistcoat more bright than either had ever

appeared before. The family were just going to tea, and
were to glad to see him. It was quite a little feast

;
two

oimces of seven-and-sixpenny green, and a quarter of a pound
of the best fresh; and Mr. Wilkins had brought a pint of

shrimps, neatly folded up in a clean belcher, to give a zest to

the meal, and propitiate Mrs. Ivins. Jemima was cleaning

herseK^* up-stairs; so Mr. Samuel Wilkins sat down and
talked domestic economy with Mrs. Ivins, whilst the two
yoimgest Miss Ivinses poked bits of lighted brown paper
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between the bars under the kettle to make the water boil foT

tea.

wos a thinking/^ said Mr. Samuel Wilkins, during a

pause in the conversation— wos a thinking of taking

J’mima to the Eagle to-night.”— O my!” exclaimed Mrs.

Ivins. Lor ! how nice !
” said the youngest Miss Ivins.

Well, I declare !
” added the youngest Miss Ivins but one.

** Tell J’mima to put on her white muslin, Tilly,” screamed

Mrs. Ivins, with motherly anxiety; and down came J’mima

herself soon afterwards in a white muslin gown carefully

hooked and eyed, a little red shawl, plentifully pinned, a

white straw bonnet trimmed with red ribbons, a small neck-

lace, a large pair of bracelets, Denmark satin shoes, and

open-worked stockings; white cotton gloves on her fingers,

and a cambric pocket-handkerchief, carefully folded up, in

her hand—all quite genteel and ladylike. And away Went

Miss Jemima Ivins and Mr. Samuel Wilkins, and a dress cane,

with a gilt knob at the top, to the admiration and envy of the

street in general, and to the high gratification of Mrs. Ivins,

and the two youngest Miss Ivinses in particular. They had

no sooner turned into the Pancras road, than who should Miss

J’mima Ivins stumble upon, by the most fortunate accident in

the world, but a young lady as she knew, with her young
man !—And it is so strange how things do turn out sometimes

—they were actually going to the Eagle too. So Mr. Samuel

Wilkins was introduced to Miss J’mima Ivins’s friend’s young
man, and they all walked on together, talking, and laughing,

and joking away like anything
;
and when they got as far as

Pentonville, Miss Ivins’s Mend’s yoimg man would have the

ladies go into the Crown, to taste some shrub, which, after a

great blushing and giggling, and hiding of faces in elaborate

pocket-handkerchiefs, they consented to do. Having tasted it

once, they were easily prevailed upon to taste it again
;
and

they sat out in the garden tasting shrub, and looking at the

Busses alternately, till it was just the proper time to go to the

Eagle
;
and then they resumed their journey, and walked very

fast, for fear they should lose the beginning of the concert in

the rotunda.
“ How ev’nly !

” said Miss Jemima Ivins, and Miss Jemima
Ivins’s friend, both at once, when they had passed the gate

and were fairly inside the gardens. There were the walks,

beautifully gravelled and planted—and the refreshment-boxes.
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painted and ornamented lite so many snuff-boxes—and the

variegated lamps shedding their rich light upon the company's

heads—and the place for dancing ready chalked for tlie com-

pany's feet—and a Moorish band playing at one end of the

gardens—and an opposition military band pla3dng away at

the other. Then, the waiters were rusliiug to and fro with

glasses of negus, and glasses of brandy-and-water, and bottles

of ale, and bottles of stout
;
and ginger-beer was going off

in one place, and practical jokes were going on in another;

and people were crowding to the door of the Rotunda
;
and

in short the whole scene was, as Miss J'niima Ivins, inspired

by the novelty, or the shrub, or both, observed— one of

dazzling excitement.” As to the concert-room, never was
anything half so splendid. There was an orchestra for the

singers, all paint, gilding, and plate-glass
;

and such an
organ ! Miss J'mirna Ivius’s friend’s young man whispered

it had cost ^^four hundred pound,” which Mr. Samuel Wilkins

said was not dear neither
;
” an opinion in which the ladies

perfectly coincided. The audience were seated on elevated

benches round thr room, and crowded into every part of it

;

and everybody was eating and drinking as comfortably as

possible. Just before the concert commenced, Mr. Samuel
Wilkins ordered two glasses of rum-and-water ^^warm with—

”

and two slices of lemon, for himrelf and tiio other young man,
together with a pint o’ sherry wine for the ladies, and some
sweet carraway-seed biscuits;” and they would have been
quite comfortable and happy, only a strange gentleman with
large whiskers would stare at Miss J’mima. Ivins, and another

gentleman in a plaid waistcoat would wink at Miss J’mima
Ivins’ 8 Irieod

;
on which Miss J’mima Ivins’ s friend’s young

man exhibited symptoms of boiling over, and began to mutter
about people’s imj)erence,” and swells out o’ luck

;

” and
to intimate, in oblique terms, a vague intention of knocking
somebody’s head off

;
w-hich he was only prevented from

announcing more emphatically, by both Miss J'mima Ivins and
her friend threatening to faint away on the spot if he said

another word.

The concert commenced—overture on the organ. ^‘How
solemn !

” exclaimed Miss J'mima Ivins, glancing, perhaps
unconsciously, at the gentleman with the whiskers. Mr.
Samuel Wilkins, who had been muttering apart for some time
past, as if he were holding a confidential conversation with
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the gilt knob of the dress cane, breathed hard—breathing

vengeance, perhaps,—^but said nothing. ** The soldier tired,

Miss Somebody in white satin. Anoore ! cried Miss

Jemima Ivins’s Mend. ‘‘Ancore!’’ shouted the gentleman

in the plaid waistcoat immediately, hammering the table with

a stout-bottle. Miss J’mima Ivins’s Mend’s young man eyed

the man behind the waistcoat from head to foot, and cast a

look of interrogative contempt towards Mr. Samuel Willtins.

Comic song, accompanied on the organ. Miss J’mima Ivins

was convulsed with laughter—so was the man with tlie

whiskers. Every thing the ladies did, the plaid waistcoat

and whiskers did, by way of expressing unity of sentiment

and congeniality of soul
;
and Miss J’mima Ivins, and Miss

J’mima Ivins’s friend, grew lively and talkative, as Mr.

Samuel Wilkins, and Miss J’mima Ivius’s friend’s young
man, grew morose and surly in inverse proportion.

Now, if the matter had ended here, the little party might
soon have recovered their former equanimity; but Mr. Samuel
Wilkins and his friend began to throw looks of defiance upon
the waistcoat and whiskers. And the waistcoat and whiskers,

by way of intimating the slight degree in which they were

affected by the looks aforesaid, bestowed glances of increased

admiration upon Miss J’mima Ivins and friend. The concert

and vaudeville concluded, they promenaded the gardens. The
waistcoat and whiskers did the same

;
and made divers

remarks complimentary to the ankles of Miss J’mima Ivins

.ind friend, in an audible tone. At length, not satisfied with

these numerous atrocities, they actually came up and asked

Miss J'mima Ivins, and Miss J’mima Ivins’s friend to dance,

without taking no more notice of Mr. Samuel Wilkins, and

Miss J’mima Ivins’s friend’s young man, than if they was
nobody

!

What do you mean by that, scoundrel? ” exclaimed Mr.

Samuel Wilkins, grasping the gilt-knobbed dress-cane firmly

in his right hand. What ’s the matter with you, you little

humbug? ” replied the whiskers. “ How dare you insult mo
and my friend?” inquired the friend’s young man. ^‘You

and your friend be hanged!” responded the waistcoat. “Take
that,” exclaimed Mr. Samuel Wilkins. The ferrule of the

gilt-knobbed dress-cane was visible for an instant, and then

the light of the variegated lamps shone brightly upon it as it

whirled into the air, cane and all. “ Give it him,” said the
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waistcoat. ** Hcrficer !

** screamed the ladies. Miss J ’mima

Ivins^s beau, and the Mend’s young man, lay gasping on the

gravel, and the waistcoat and whiskers were seen no more.

Miss J’mima Ivins and Mend being conscious that the

aflfray was in no slight degree attributable to themselves, of

course went into hysterics forthwith
;

d^jclored themselves the

most injured of women
;

exclaimed, in incoherent ravings,

that they had been suspected—wrongfully suspected— oh

that they should ever have lived to see the day—and so forlli

;

suffered a relapse every time they opened their eyes and sav

their unfortunate little admirers
;
and were carried to their

respective abodes in a hackney-coaclL, and a state of insensi-

bility, compounded of shrub, sherry, and excitement.

CIrA^TET^ V.

THE PARLOUR ORATOR.

We had been lounging one evening, down Oxford-street,

Holbom, Cheapside, Coleman-street, Finsbury-square, and so

on, with the intention of returning westward, by Pentonvill('

and the New- road, when we began to feel rather thirsty, and
disposed to rest for five or ten minutes. So, we turned back
towards an old, quiet, decent public-house, which we remem-
bered to have passed but a moment before (it was not far

from the City-road), for the purpose of solacing ourself with

a glass of ale. The house was none of your stuccoed, French-

polished, illuminated palaces, but a modest public-house oi‘

the old school, with a little old bai\ and a little old landlord,

who, with a wife and daughter of the same pattern, was com-

fortably seated in the bar aforesaid—a snug little room wit!)

a cheerful fire, protected by a large screen : from behind

which the young lady emerged on our representing oui

inclination for a glass of ale.

‘‘ Won’t you walk into the parlour, sir?” said the young
lady, in seductive tones.

You had better walk into the parlour, sir,” said the little

old landlord, throwing his chair hack, and looking round one

side of the screen, to survey our appearance.
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** You had much better step into the parlour, sir,'^ said the

little old lady, popping out her head, on the other side of the

screen.

We cast a slight glance around, as if to express our

ignorance of the locality so much recommended. The little

old landlord observed it
;
bustled out of the small door of the

small bar
;
and forthwith ushered us into the parlour itself.

It was an ancient, dark-looking room, with oaken wains-

coting, a sanded floor, and a high mantelpiece. The walla

were ornamented three or four old coloured prints in

black frames, eacli print representing a naval engagement,

with a couple of men-of-w'ar banging away at each other

most vigorously, while another vessel or two were blowing up
in the distance, and the foreground presented a miscellaneous

collection of brolcen masts and blue legs sticking up out of

the water. Depending from the ceiling in the centre of the

room, were a gas-light and bell-pull
;
on each side w^ere tliree

or four long narrow tables, behind w^hich was a thickly-

planted row of those slippery, shiny-looking w^ooden chairs,

peculiar to hostelries of this description. The monotonous

appearance of the sanded boards was relieved by an occasional

spittoon
;
and a triangular pile of those useful articles adorned

the two upper corners of the apartment.

At the furthest table, nearest the fire, with liis face towards

the door at the bottom of the room, sat a stoutish man ot

about forty, whose short, stiff, black hair curled closely round

a broad high forehead, and a face to which something besides

water and exercise had communicated a rather inflamed

appearance. He was smoking a nigar, with his eyes fixed

on the ceiling, and had that confident oracular air which

marked him as the leading politician, general authority, and

universal anecdote-relater, of the place. He had evident!}-

just delivered himself of something very weighty; for the

remainder of the company were puffing at their respective

pipes and cigars in a kind of solemn abstraction, as if quite

overwhelmed with the magnitude of the subject recently under

discussion.

On his right hand sat an elderly gentleman with a white

head, and broad-brimmed brown hat
;
on his left, a sharp-

nosed light-haired man in a brown surtout reaching nearly to

his heels, who took a whiff at iiis pipe, and an admiring

glance at the red-faced man, alternately.
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‘‘ Very extraordinary ! said tlie light-liaired man after a

pause of five minutes. A murmur of assent ran through the

company.

Not at all extraordinary—not at all/’ said the red-faced

man, awakening suddenly from his reverie, and turning upon
the light-haired man, the moment he had spoken.

Why should it he extraordinftry ?—why is it extraordi-

nary ?—^prove it to be extraordinary !

”

Oh, if you come to that— ” said the light-haired man,
meekly.

Come to that !
” ejaculated the man with the red face

;

** but we mu&t come to that. We stand, in these times, upon
a calm elevation of intellectual attainment, and not in the

dark recess of mental deprivation. Proof, is v.'hat I require

—proof, and not assertions, in these stirring times. Every
gen’lem’n that knows me, knows what was the nature and
effect of my observations, wlien it was in the contemplation

of the Old-street Suburban llepresentative Discovery Society,

to recommend a candidate for that place in Cornwall there—

I

forget the name oi it. * Mr. Snobee,’ said Mr. Wilson, ‘ is a

fit and proper person to represent the borough in Parliament.’
^ Prove it.’ says I. ^He is a friend to Keform,’ says Mr.
W^’ilson. ' Provo it,’ says I. ^ The abolitionist of the national

debt, the unflinching opponent of pensions, the uncompro-
mising advocate of the negro, the reducer of sinecures and
the duration of Parliaments ' tlie extender of nothing but the

suffrages of the j)oople,’ says Mr. \Vilson. ‘ Prove it,’ says I.

‘ His acts prove it,’ says he. ' Prove them' says I.

‘‘ And he could not prove them,” said the red-faced man,
looking romid triumpliantly

;

“ and the borough didn’t have
him

;
and if you carried this principle to the full extent,

you ’d have no debt, no pensions, no sinecures, no negroes, no
nothing. And then, standing upon an elevation of intellectual

attainment, and having reached the summit of popular pro-

sperity, you miglit bid defiance to the nations of the earth,

and erect yourselves in the proud confidence of wisdom and
superiority. This is my argument—this always has been my
argument—and if I was a Member of the House of Commons
to-morrow, I ’d inalce ’em shake in their shoes with it.” And
(he red-faced man, having struck the table very hard with his

clenched fist, to add weight to the declaration, smoked away
like a brewery.
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Well ! said the sharp-nosed man, in a very slow and

soft voice, addressing the company in general, I always d('-

say, that of all the gentlemen I have the pleasure of meetinp

in this room, there is not one whose conversation 1 like to

hear so much as Mr. Rogers’s, or who is such improving

company/*

Improving company !
” said Mr. Rogers, for that, n

seemed, was the name of the red-faced man, You may sav

1 am improving company, for I *ve improved you all to some

purpose ,* though as to my conversation being as my friend

Mr. Ellis here describes it, that is not for me to say anything

about. You, gentlemen, are the best judges on that point

;

but tliis I will say, when I came into this parish, and first

used this room, ten years ago, I don’t believe there was one

man in it who knew ho was a slave—and now 3^ou all know
it, and writhe under it. Inscribe that upon ray tomb, and I

am satisfied.”

^‘Why, as to inscribing it on your tomb,” said a littl(‘

greengrocer with a chubby face, ‘‘of course you can have

anything chalked up, as you likes to pay for, so far as it

relates to yourself and your affairs; but, when you <x>me to

talk about slaves and that there abuse, 3'ou ’d better keep it

in the family, ’cos I for one don't like to be called them names,

night after night.”

“ You a slave,” said the red-faced man, “ and the most

pitiable of all slaves.”

“ Weny hard if I am,” interrupted the greengrocer, “ for

I got no good out of the twenty million that was paid for

’mancipation, any how.”
“ A willing slave,” ejaculated the red-faced man, getting

more red with eloquence, and contradiction—“resigning the

dearest birthright of your children—neglecting the sacred

call of Liberty— who, standing imploringly before you,

appeals to the warmest feelings of your heart, and points to

your helpless infants but in vain.”
“ Prove it,” said the greengrocer.
“ Prove it !

” sneered the man with the red face. “ What I

bending beneath the yoke of an insolent and factious

oligarchy; bowed down by the domination of cruel laws;

groaning beneath t}Tanny and oppression on every hand, at

every side, and in every comer. Prove it ?— The red-

faced man abruptly broke off, sneered melo-dramatically, and
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buried his countenaiice and his indignation together, in a

quart pot.

“Ah, to he sure, Mr. Rogers,” said a stout broker in a

large waistcoat, who had kept his eyes fixed on this luminary

all the time he was speaking “ Ah, to he sure,” said the

broker with a sigh, “ that ’s the point.”

“ Of course, of course,” said divers members of the com-

pany, who understood almost as much about the matter as the

broker himself.

“ You had better let him alone, Tommy,” said the broker,

by way of advice to the little greengrocer, “ he can tell what V?

o’clock by an eight-day, without looking at the minute hand,

he can. Try it on, on some other suit
;

it won’t do with him,

Tommy.”
“ What is a man ? ” continued the red-faced specimen oi

the species, jerking his hat indignantly from its peg on the

wall. “What is an Englishman? Is he to be trampled

upon by every oppressor? Is he to be knocked down at

cverj^body’s bidding? Wliat’s freedom? Not a standing

army. What's a standing army? Not freedom. What’s
general happiness ? Not universal misery. Liberty ain’t the

window-tax, is it ? The Lords ain’t the Commons, are they?”

And the I’ed faced man, gradually bursting into a radiating

sentence, in which such adjectives as “dastardly,” “oppres-
sive,” “violent,” and “sanguinary,” formed the most con-

spicuous word?, knocked his hat indignantly over his eyes,

left the room, and slammed the door after him.
“ Wonderful man !

” said he of the sharp rose.
“ Splendid speaker !

” added the broker.
“ Great power !

” said every body but the greengrocer.

And as they said it, the whole party shook their heads
mysteriously, and one by one retired, leaving us alone in the
old parlour. If we had followed the established precedent in

all such instances, we should have fallen into a fit of musing,
without delay. The ancient appearance of the room—the old
panelling of the wall—the chimney blackened with smoke
and age—would have carried us back a hundred years at
least, and we should have gone dreaming on, until the pewter-
pot on the table, or the little beer-chiller on the fire, had
started into life, and addressed to us a long story of day
gone by. But, by some means or other, we were not in a
romantic humour

;
and although we tried very hard to invest
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the furniture with vitality, it remained perfectly unmoved,

obstinate, and sullen. Being thus reduced to the unpleasant

necessity of musing about ordinary matters, our thoughts

reverted to the red-faced man, and his oratorical display.

A numerous race are these red-faced men
;
there is not a

parlour, or club-room, or benefit society, or humble party of

any kind, without its red-faced man. Weak-pated dolts they

are, and a great deal of mischief they do to their cause, how-

ever good. So, just to hold a pattern one up, to know the

others by, we took his likeness at once, and put him in here.

And that is the reason why we have written this paper.

CHAPTER VI.

THE HOSPITAL PATIENT.

In our rambles through the streets of London after evening

has set in, we often pause beneath the windows of some public

hospital, and picture to ourselves the gloomy and mournful

scenes that are passing within. The sudden moving of a

hiper as its feeble ray shoots from window to window, until its

light gradually disappears, as if it were carried farther back

into the room to the bedside of some suffering patient, is

enough to awaken a whole crowd of reflections : the mere
glimmering of the low-burning lamps, which, when all other

habitations are wrapped in darkness and slumber, denote the

chamber where so many forms are writhing with pain, or

wasting with disease, is sufdcient to check the most boisterous

merriment.

Who can tell the anguish of those weary hours, when tlie

only sound the sick man hears, is the disjointed wanderings of

some feverish slumberer near him, the low moan of pain, or

perhaps the muttered, long-forgotten prayer of a dying man ?

Who, but they who have felt it, can imagine the sense of

loneliness and desolation which must be the portion of those

who in the hour of dangerous illness are left to be tended by
strangers

;
for what hands, be they ever so gentle, can wipe

the clammy brow, or smooth the restless bed, like those of

mother, wife, or child ?
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Impressed with these thoughts, we have turned away,

through the nearly deserted streets ; and the sight of the few

miserable creatui^es still hovering about them, has not tended

to lessen the pain which such meditations awaken. The
hospital is a refuge and resting-place for hundreds, who but

for such institutions must die in the streets and doorways J

but what can be the feelings of some outcasts when they are

stretched on the bed of sickness with scarcely a hope of

recovery ? The wretched woman who lingers about the pave-

ment, hours affcei midnight, and the miserable shadow of a

man—the ghastly remnant that want and drunkenness have

left—which crouches beneath a window-ledge, to sleejj where
there is some shelter from the rain, have little to bind them
to life, but what have they to look back upon, in death ?

What are the unwonted comforts of a roof and a bed, to

them, when the recollections of a whole life of debasement

stalk before them
;
w^hen repentance seems a mockeiy, and

sorrow comes too late ?

About a twelvemonth ago, as we were strolling through

Covent garden, (we had been thinking about these things

overnight) we were attracted by the very prepossessing

appearance of a pickpocket, who having declined to take the

trouble of walking to tlio Police-office, on the ground that he
hadn’t the slightest wish to go there at all, was being con-

veyed thither in a wheelbarow, to the huge delight of a
crowd.

Somehow, we nSver can resist joining a crowd, so we turned
back with the mob, and entered the office, in company with
our friend the pickpocket, a couple of policemen, and as many
dirty-faced spectators as could squeeze their way in.

There was a powerful, ill-looking young follow at the bar,

who was undergoing au examination, on the very common
charge of having, on the previous night, ill-treated a
woman, with w'honi he lived in some court hard by. Several

witnesses bore testimony to acts of the gi*ossest brutality

;

and a certificate was read from the house-surgeon of a
neighbom’ing hospital, describing the nature of the injuries

the woman had received, and intimating that her reooveiy
was extremely doubtful.

Some question appeared to have been raised about the

identity of the prisoner
;
for when it was agreed that the two

magistrates should visit the hosj)ital at eight o’clock that

S.B. 1
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evenmg, to take her deposition, it was settled that the man
should be taken there also. He turned pale at this, and we
saw him clench the bar very hard when the order was given.

He was removed directly afterwards, and he spoke not a word.

We felt an irrepressible curiosity to witness this interview,

although it is hard to teU why, at this instant, for we knew it

must be a painful one. It was no very difficult matter for us

to gain permission, and we obtained it.

The prisoner, and the officer who had him in custody, were

already at the hospital when we reached it, and waiting the

arrival of the magistrates in a small room below stairs. The
man was handcuffed, and his hat was pulled forward over his

eyes. It was easy to see, though, by the whiteness of his

countenance, and the constant twitching of the muscles of his

face, that he dreaded what was to come. After a short

interval, the magistrates and clerk were bowed in by the house-

surgeon and a couple of young men who smelt very strong of

tobacco-smoke—they were introduced as dressers^*—and

after one magistrate had complained bitterly of the cold, and

the other of the absence of any news in the evening paper, it

was announced that the patient was prepared
;
and we were

conducted to the casualty ward in which she was lying.

The dim light which burnt in the spacious room, increased

rather than diminished the ghastly appearance of the hapless

creatures in the beds, which were ranged in two long rows on
either side. In one bed, lay a child enveloped in bandages,

with its body half consumed by fire
;
in another, a female,

rendered hideous by some dreadful accident, was wildly

beating her clenched fists on the coverlet, in pain
;
on a third,

there lay stretched a young girl, apparently in the heavy
stupor often the immediate precursor of death : her face was
stained with blood, and her breast and arms were bound up in

folds of linen. Two or three of the beds were empty, and
their recent occupants were sitting beside them, but with faces

so wan, and eyes so bright and glassy, that it was fearful to

meet their gaze. On every face was stamped the expression

of anguish and suffering.

The object of the visit, was lying at the upper end of the

room. She was a fine young woman of about two or three

and twenty. Her long black hair which had been hastily cut

from near the wounds on her head, streamed over the pillow

hi jagged and matted locks. Her face bore deep marks of the



THE HOSPITAL PATIENT. 227

ai-usage she had received : her hand was pressed upon hex

side, as if her chief pain were there
;
her breathing was short

and heavy
;
and it was plain to see that she was dying fast

She murmured a few words in reply to the magistrate’s

inquiry whether she was in great pain; and, having been

raised on the pillow by the nurse, looked vacantly upon the

strange countenances that surrounded her bed. The magis-

trate nodded to the officer, to bring the man forward. He
did so, and stationed iiiin at the bedside. The girl looked on,

with a wl1<] and troubled expression of face
;
but her sight

was dim, and she did not know him.
“ Take off his hat,” said the magistrate. The officer did

as he was desired, and the man’s features were disclosed.

The girl started up, with an energy quite preternatural
;
the

fire gleamed in her heavy eyes, and the blood rushed to her

pale and sunken cheeks. It was a convulsive effort. She
fell back upon her pillow, and covering her scarred and
bruised face with her hands, burst into tears. The man cast

an anxious look towards her, but otherwise appeared wholly

unmoved. After a brief pause the nature of their errand was
explained, and the oath tendered.

Oh, no, gentlemen,” said the girl, raising herself once
more, and folding her hands together

;
no gentlemen, for

God’s sake ! I did it myself—it was nobody’s fault—it was
an accident. He didn’t hurt me; he wouldn’t for all the
world. Jack, dear Jack, you know you wouldn’t !

”

Her sight was fast failing her, and her hand groped over
the bedclothes in search of his. Brute as the man was, he
was not prepared for this. He turned his face from the bed,

and sobbed. The gill’s colour changed, and her breathing
grew more difficult! She was evidently dying.

“We respect the feelings which prompt you to this,” said

the gentleman who had spoken first, “ but let me warn you
not to persist in what you know to be untrue, until it is too

late. It cannot save him.”
“ Jack,” murmured the girl, laying her hand upon his arm,

“ they shall not persuade me to swear your life away. He
didn’t do it, gentlemen. He never hurt me.” She grasped
his arm tightiy, and added, in a broken whisper, “ I hope
God Almighty will forgive me all the wrong I have done, and
the life I liave led. God bless you, Jack. Some kind gentle-

man take my love to my poor old father. Five years ago ho
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said he wished I had died a child. Oh, I wish I had ! 1 wish

I had !

”

Tlie niirse bent over the girl for a few seconds, and then

drew the sheet over her face. It covered a corpse.

CHAPTER VII.

THE MISPLACED ATTACHMENT OF MR. JOHN DOUNCE.

If we had to make a classification of society, there are a

pa^rticnlar kind of men whom we should immediately set

down under the head of Old Boj^s
;

” and a column of most

extensive dimensions the old boys would require. To what
precise causes the rapid advance of old boy population is to be

trswjed, we are unable to determine. It would be an interest-

ing and cui'ious speculation, but, as we have not sufficient

space to devote to it here, we simply state the fact tliat the

numbers of the old boys have been gradually augmenting

within the last few years, .and that they are at this moment
alarmingly on the increase.

Upon a general review of the subject, and without consider-

ing it minutely in detail, we should be disposed to subdivide

the old boys into two distinct classes—the gay old boys, and
the steady old boys. The gay old boys, are paunchy old men
in the. disguise of young ones, who frequent the Quadrant and
Regent-street in the day-time: the theatres (especially theatres

under lady management) at night
;
and who assume all the

foppishness and levity of boys, without the excuse of youth or

inexperience. The steady old boys are certain stout old gen-

tlemen of clean appearance, who are always to be seen in the

same taverns, at the same hours every evening, smoking and
drinking in the same company.

There was once a fine collection of old boys to be seen

round the circular table at Offley’s every night, between the

hours of half-past eight and half-past eleven. We have lost

sight of them for some time. There were, and may be still,

for aught we know, two splendid specimens in frill blossom at

the Rainbow Tavern in Fleet-street, who always used to sit in

the box nearest the fire-place, and smoked long cherry-stick
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pipes which went under the table, with the bowls resting on
the floor. Grand old boys they were—fat, red-faced, white-

headed, old fellows—always there—one on one side the table,

and the other opposite—puffing and drinking away in great

state. Ever}"body knew them, and it was supposed by some
people that they were both immortal.

Mr. Jolm Dounce was an old boy of the latter class (we
don’t mean immortal, but steady), *a retired glove and braces

maker, a widower, resident with three daughters—all gTown
up, and all unmarried— in Cursitor-stroet, Chancery-lane.

He WHS a short, round, large fticed, tubbish sort of man, with
a broad-brimmed hat, and a square coat

;
and had that grave,

but confident, kind of roll, peculiar to old boys in general.

Regular as clock-work—^breakfast at nine—dress and tittivate

a little—down to the Sir Somebody’s Head—glass of ale and
the paper—come back again, and take daughters out for a
walk—dinner at three—glass of grog and pipe—nap—tea

—

little walk—Sir Somebody’s Hoad again—capital house

—

delightful evenings. There w^ere Mr. Harris the law-stationer,

and Mr. Jennii^gs, Uie robe-maker (two jolly young fellows

like himself), and Jones, tlie barrister’s clerk—rum fellow

that Jones—capital company—lull of anecdote!—and there

they sat every night till just ten minutes before twelve, drink-

ing their brandy-and-water, and smoking their j)ipe8, and
telling stories, and enjoying fheroselves with a kind of solemn

joviality particulai'ly edifying.

Sometimes Jones would propose a half-price visit to Drury
Lane or Covent Garden, to see two acts of a five-act play, and
a new farce, perhaps, or a ballet, on which occasions the

whole four of them went together; none of your hurrying and

nonsense, but having their brandy-and-water first, comfort-

ably, and ordering a steak and some oysters for their supper

against they came back, and then walking coolly into the pit,

when the “ rush ” had gone in, as all sensible people do, and
did when Mr. Dounce was a young man, except when the

celebrated Master Betty was at the height of his popularity,

and then, sir,—then—Mr. Dounce perfectly well remembered
getting a holiday from business

;
and going to the pit doors

at eleven o’clock in the forenoon, and waiting there, till six
in the afternoon, with some sandwiches in a pocket-handker-
chief and some wine in a phial

;
and fainting after all, with

the h^t and fatigue before the play began; in which situatios
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he was lifted out of the pit, into one of the dross boies, sir,

by five of the finest women of that day, sir, who compassion:

ated his situation and administered restoratives, and sent a

black servant, six foot high, in blue and silver livery, next

morning with their compliments, and to know how he found

himself, sir—by G— ! Between the acts Mr. Bounce and

Mr. Harris, and Mr. Jennings, used to stand up, and look

round the house, and Jones—knowing fellow that Jones

—

knew ever}d)ody, pointed out the fashionable and celebrated

lady So-and-So in the boxes, at the mention of whose name
Mr. Dounce, after brusliing up his hair, and adjusting his

neckerchief, would inspect the aforesaid lady So-and-So
through an immense glass, and remark, either, that she was
a “fine woman—very fine woman, indeed,” or that “there

might be a little more of her,—eh, Jones ? ” just as the case

might happen to be. When the dancing began, John Dounco
and the other old boys were particularly anxious to see what
was going forward on the stage, and Jones—wicked dog that

Jones—whispered little critical remarks into the ears of John

Dounce, which John Dounce retailed to Mr. Harris, and Mr.

Harris to Mr. Jennings
;

and then they all fom* laughed,

until the tears ran down, out of their eyes.

When the curtain fell, they walked back together, two and

two, to the steaks and oysters; and when they came to the

second glass of brandy-and-water, Jones—hoaxing scamp,

that Jones—used to recount how he had observed a lady in

white feathers, in one of the pit boxes, gazing intently on Mr.

Dounce all the evening, and how he had caught Mr. Dounce,

whenever he thought no one was looking at him, bestowing

ardent looks of intense devotion on the lady in return
;
on

which Mr. Harris and Mr. Jennings used to laugh very

heartily, and John Doimce more heartily than either of them,

acknowledging, however, that the time had been wdien he

might have done such things
;
upon which Mr. Jones used to

poke him in the ribs, and tell him he had been a sad dog in

his time, which John Dounce, with chuckles confessed. And
after Mr. Harris and Mr. Jennings had preferred their claims

to the character of having been sad dogs too, they separated

harmoniously, and trotted home.

The decrees of Fate, and the meant* uy which they are

brought about, are mysterious and inscrutable. John Dounce

had led this life for twenty years and upwards, without wish
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for change, or care for varieiy, when his whole social system

was suddenly upset, and turned completely topsy-turvy—^not

by an earthquake, or some other dreadful convulsion of nature,

as the reader would be inclined to suppose, but by the simple

agency of an oyster
;
and thus it happened.

Mr. John Bounce was returning one night from the Sir

Somebody^s Head, to his residence in Cursitor-street—not

tipsy, but rather excited, for it was Mr. Jennings’s birthday,

and they had had a brace of partridges for supper, and a

brace of extra glasses afterwards, and Jones had been more
than ordinarily amusing—when his eyes rested on a newly
opened oyster-shop, on a magnificent scale, with natives laid,

one deep, in cii'cular marble basins in the windows, together

with little round barrels of 03’sters directed to Lprds and

Baronets, and Colonels and Captains, in every part of thu

habitable globe.

Behind the natives were the barrels, and behind the barrels

was a 3"0ung lady of about five-and-tweniy, all in blue, and

all alone—splendid creature, charming face, and lovel}^ figure !

It is difficult to Sijy wiictlier Mr. John Bounce’s red coun-

tenance, illuminated as it was by the flickering gas-light in

the wdndow before which he paused, excited the lady’s

risibility, or whether a natural exuberance of animal spirits

proved too much for tliat staiduoss of demeanour which the

forms of society rather dictatorially prescribe. But certain it

is, that the lady smiled
;
then put her finger upon her lip,

with a striking recollection of what was due to herself
j
and

finally retired, in oyster-like bashfulness, to the very back of

the counter. The sad-dog sort of feeling came otrongly upon
John Bounce: he lingered—the lady in blue made no sign.

He coughed—still she came not. lie entered the shop.
“ Can you open me an oyster, my dear?’' said Mr. John

Bounce.

Bare say I can, sir,’^ replied the lady in blue, with

playfulness. And Mr. John Bounce eat one oyster, and then

looked at the young lady, and then eat another, and then

squeezed the young lady’s hand as she was opening the third,

and so forth, until he had devoured a dozen of those at eight-

pence in less than no time.

Can you open me half-a-dozen more, my dear?'* inquired

Mr. John Bounce.

I ’ll see what I can do for you, sir,” repKed the young



252 SKETCHES BY BOZ.

lady in blue, even more bewitcbingly than before; and

Mr. John Bounce ate half-a-dozen more of those at eight-

pence.
** You couldn^t manage to get me a glass of brandy-and-

water, my dear, I suppose ? ” said Mr. John Bounce, when
he had finished the oysters

;
in a tone which clearly implied

his supposition that she could.

PU see, sir,” said the young lady: and away she ran

out of the shop, and down the street, her long auburn ringlets

shaking in the wind in the most enchanting manner
;
and

back she came again, tripping over the coal-ceUar lids like

a whipping-top, with a tumbler of brandy-and-water, which

Mr. John Bounce insisted on her taking a share of, as it

was regular ladies’ grog—hot, strong, sweet, and plenty

of it.

So, the young lady sat down with Mr. John Bounce, in a

little red box with a green curtain, and took a small sip of the

brandy-and-water, and a small look at Mr. John Bounce, and

then turned her head away, and went through various other

serio-pantomimic fascinations which forcibly reminded Mr.

John Bounce of the first time he courted his first wife, and
which made him feel more affectionate than ever

;
in pursu-

ance of which affection, and actuated by which feeling, Mr,
John Bounce sounded the young lady on her matrimonial

engagements, when the young lady denied having formed any
such engagements at aU—she couldn’t abear the men, they

were such deceivers
;
thereupon Mr. John Bounce inquired

whether this sweeping condemnation was meant to include

other than very young men
;
on which the young lady blushed

deeply—at least she turned away her head, and said Mr. John
Bounce had made her blush, so of course she did blush—and
Mr. John Bounce was a long time drinking the brandy-and-

water
;
and, at last, John Bounce went home to bed, and

dreamed of his first wife, and his second wife, and the young
lady, and partridges, and oysters, and brandy-and-water, and
disinterested attachments.

The next morning, John Bounce was rather feverish with
the extra brandy-and-water of the previous night

;
and partly

in the hope of cooling himself with an oyster, and partly with
the view of ascertaining whether he owed the young lady any
thing, or not, went back to the oyster-shop. If tho young
lady had appeared beautiful by night, she was perfectly
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irresistible by day; and, from this time forward, a change

came over the spirit of John Dounce’e dream. He bought

shirt-pins
;
wore a ring on his third finger

;
read poetry ;

bribed a cheap miniature-painter to perpetrate a faint resem-

blance to a youtlifui face, with a curtain over his head, six

large books in the background, and an open country in the

distance (this he called his portrait)
;

“ went on ” altogether

in such an uproarious manner, that the three Miss Bounces

went off on small pensions, he having made the tenement in

Cursitor-street too warm to contain them
;
and in short,

comported and demeaned himself in every respect like an

unmitigated old Saracen, as he was.

As to his ancient friends, the other old boys, at the Sir

Somebody’s Head, he dropped off from them by gradual

degrees : for, even when he did go there, Jones—vulgar fellow

that Jones—persisted in asking ^‘when it was to be?” and
whether he was to have any gloves?” together with other

inquiries of an equally offensive nature : at which not only

Harris laughed, but Jennings also; so, he cut the two, alto-

gether, and attached himself solely to the blue young lady at

the smart oystez'-shop.

Now comes the moriJ of the story—for it has a moral after

all. The last mentioned yoimg lady, having derived sufficient

profit and emolument from John Bounce’s attachment, not

only refused, when matters came to a crisis, to take liim for

better for worse, but expressl}^ declared, to use her own
forcible words, that she wouldn’t have him at no price

;

”

and John Bounce, having lost his old friends, alienated his

relations, and rendered himself ridiculous to everybody, made
offers successively to a schoedmistress, a landlady, a feminine
tobacconist, and a housekeeper; and, being directly rejected

by each and every of them, was accepted bj’^ his cook, with
whom he now lives, a henpecked husband, a melancholy
monument of antiquated misery, and a living warning to all

uxorious old boys.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE MISTAKEN MILLINER. A TALE OF AMBITION.

Miss Amelia Martin was pale, tallish, tliin, and two-anl'

thirty—what ill-natured people would call jdain, ahd police

reports interesting. She was a milliner and di*essmaker,

living on her business and not above it. If you had been a

young lady in service, and had wanted Miss Martin, as a gi'eat

many young ladies in service did, 5*ou would just have stepped

up, in the evening, to number forty-seven, Drummond-strect,

George-street, Ihiston-square, and after casting your eye on a

brass door-plate, one foot ten by one and a half, ornamented

with a great brass knob at each of the four corners, and

bearing the inscription Miss Martin; millinery and dress-

making, in all its branches
;

youM just have Imocked two

loud knocks at the street-door
;
and down would have come

Miss ^Martin hers(df, in a merino gown of the newest fashion,

black velvet bracelets on the gonteelost principle, and other

little elegances of tlie most ajq^roved description.

If Miss Martin knew the young lady who called, or if tlie

young lady v ho called had been recommended by any otlier

young lady wliom Miss Martin knew, Miss Martin would
forthwith show her up-stairs into the two pair front, and chat

she would—so kind, and so comfuidablo—it really wasn’t like

«a matter of business, she was so friendly
;
and, then ^liss

Mai'tin, after contemplating the figure and general a])pearance

of the young lady in service with great apparent admiration,

would say hoAV weU she would look, to-be-sui'e, in a low dress

with short sleeves : made very full in the skirts, with four

tucks in the bottom
;
to wliich the young lady in seiwice

would reply in terms expressive of her entire concurrence in

the notion, and of the virtuous indignation with which she

reflected on the t3Tanny of Missis,’* who wouldn’t allow a

young girl to wear a short sleeve of an arternoon—no, nor

nothing smart, not even a pair of ear-rings
;

let alone liiding

people’s heads of hair under them frightful caps. At the

termination of this complaint, ^liss Amelii^ Martin would
distantly suggest certain dark suspicions that some people
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were jealous on account of their outi daughters, and were

(.obliged to keep their servants’ charms under, for fear they

should get married first, which was no uncommon circum-

stance—^leastways she had known two or three young ladies

in service, who had married a great deal better than their

inississes, and they were not very good-looking either
;
and

then the young lady would inform Miss Martin, in confidence,

that how one of their young ladies was engaged to a young

man and was a-going to be married, and Missis was so proud

about it there Tvas no bearing of her
;
but how she needn’t

hold her head quite so liigh neither, for, after all, he was only

a clerk. And, after expressing due contempt for clerks in

general, and the engaged clerk in particular, and the highest

opinion possible of themselves and each other, Miss Martin

and the young lady in service would bid each other good

night, in a friendly but perfectly genteel manner : and the

one went back to her place,” and the other, to her room on

the second floor jfront.

There is no saying how long Miss Amelia ^Martin might

have continued this course of life
;
how extensive a connexion

she might have establifc.hed among young ladies in service
;
or

what amount her demands upon their quarterly receipts might
have ultimately attained, had not an imforeseen train of cir-

cumstances directed her thoughts to a sphere of action very

diflerent from dressmaking* or millinery.

A friend of Miss Martin’s who had long been keeping
company with an ornamental painter and decorator’s jouimey-

man, at last consented (on being at last asked to do so) to

name the day which w^ould make the aforesaid joumejunan a
happy husband. It was a Monday that was appointed for the

celebration of the nuptials, and Miss Amelia Martin was
invited, among others, to honour the w edding-dinner with her
presence. It was a charming party

;
Somers’ town the

locality, and a front parlour the apartment. The ornamental
painter and decorator’s journeyman, had taken a house—nc
lodgings nor vulgarity of that kind, but a house—four beau-
tiful rooms, and a delightful little washhouse at the end of the
passage—wkich was the most convenient thing in the world,
for the bridesmaids could sit in the front parlour and receive

the company, and then run into the little washhouse and see

how the pudding and boiled pork were getting on in the
copper, and then pop back into the parlour again, as snug and
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comfortable as possible. And such a parlour as it was

!

Beautiful Kidderminster carpet—six bran-new cane-bottomed

stained chairs—three wine-glasses and a tumbler on each

sideboard—^farmer’s girl and farmer’s boy on the mantelpiece:

girl tumbling over a stile, and boy spitting himself, on the

handle of a pitchfork—^long white dimity curtains in the

window—and, in short, every thing on the most genteel scale

imaginable.

Then, the dinner. There was baked leg of mutton at the

top, boiled leg of mutton at the bottom, pair of fowls and leg

of pork in th^ middle; porter-pots at the corners; pepper,

mustard, and vinegar in the centre
;
vegetables on fche floor

;

and plum-pudding and apple-pie and tartlets without number

:

to say nothing of cheese, and celery, and water-cresses, and all

that sort of thing. As to the company I Miss Amelia Martin

herself declared, on a subsequent occasion, that, much as she

had heard of the ornamental painter’s journeyman’s con-

nexion, she never could have supposed it was half so genteel

There was his father, such a funny old gentleman—and his

mother, such a dear old lady—and his sister, such a charming
girl—and his brother, such a maiily-looking young man

—

with such a eye ! But even all these were as nothing when
compared with his musical friends, Mr. and Mrs. Jennings

Rodolph, from White Conduit, with whom the ornamental

painter’s joiirnepnan had been fortunate enough to contract

an intimacy while engaged in decorating the concert-room of

that noble institution. To hear them sing separately, was
divine, but when they went througli the tragic duet of ‘^Bed

Ruffian, retire !
” it was, as Miss IMartin afterwards remarked,

“ thi’illing.” And ^vhy (as Mr. Jennings Rodolph observed)

wh}^ were they not engaged at one of the patent theatres?

If he was to be told that their voices were not powerful

enough to fill the House, his only reply was, that he would
back himself for any amount to fill Russell-square—a state-r

ment in which the company, after hearing the duet, expressed

their full belief
;
so they all said it was shameful treatment

;

and both Mr. and Mrs. Jennings Rodolph said it was shameful

too ;
and Mr. Jennings Rodolph looked very serious, and said

he knew who his malignant opponents were, but they had
better take cai*e how far they went, for if they irritated him
too much he had not quite made up his mind whether he

wouldn’t bring the subject before Parliament; and they all
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agreed that it
** ’ud serve ^em quite right, and it was very

proper that such people should be made an example of.’’ So

Mr. Jennings Rodolph said he ’d think of it.

When the conversation resumed its former tone, Mr
Jennings Rodolph claimed his right to call upon a lady, and

the right being conceded, trusted Miss Martin would favour

the company—a proposal which met with unanimous appro-

bation,
,
whereupon Miss Martin, after sundry hesitatings and

coughings, with a preparatory choke or two, and an intro-

ductory de^'laratiou that she was frightened to death to attempt

it before such great judges of the art, commenced a species of

treble chirruping containing frequently allusions to sonie

young gentleman of the name of Hen-e-ry, with an occasional

reference to madness and broken hearts. Mr. tfonnings

Rodolph frequently interrupted the progress of the song, by
ejaculating ** Beautiful 1

”— Charming !
”—

“

Brilliant !
”

—

Oh ! splendid,” &c.
;
and at its close the admiration of

himself, and his lady, knew no bounds.

Did you ever hear so sweet a voice, my dear ? ” inquired

Mr. Jennings Rodolph of Mrs. Jennings Rodolph.

Never; indeed I never did, love;” replied Mrs. Jennings

Rodolph.

Don’t you think Miss Martin, with a little cultivation,

would be very like Signora Marra Boni, my dear ? ” asJced

Mr. Jennings Rodolph.

Just exactly the very thing tliat struck me, my love,”

answered Mrs. Jennings Rodolph.

And thus the time passed away; Mr. Jennings Rodolph
played tunes on a walking-stick, and then went behind the
parlour-door and ga^te his celebrated imitations of actors,

edge-tools, and animals
;
Miss Martin sang several other songs

with increased admiration every time
;
and even the funny

old gentleman began singing. His song had properly seven
verses, but as he couldn’t recollect more than the first one he
sang that over, seven times, apparently very much to his own
personal gratification. And then all the company sang the

national anthem with national independence—each for him-
self, without reference to the other—and finally separatad:

all declaring that they never had spent so pleasant an evenhig

:

and Miss Martin inwardly resolving to adopt the advice of
Mr. Jennings Rodolph, and to ^‘come out” without delay.

Now coming out,” either in acting, or singing, or society,
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or faoetioiisness, or any thing else, is all very well, and

remarkably pleasant to the individual principally concerned,

if ho or she can but manage to come out with a burst, and

being out, to keep out, and not go in again
;
but, it does

unfortunately happen that both consummations are extremely

difficult to accomplish, and that the difficulties, of getting out

at all in the first instance, and if you surmount them, of

keeping out in the second, are pretty much on a par, and no

slight ones either—and so Miss Amelia Martin shortly dis-

covered. It is a singular fact (there being ladies in the case)

that Miss Amelia l^Iartin’s principal foible was vanity, and the

leading characteristic of Mrs. Jennings Ilodolph an attach-

ment to dress. Dismal wailings were heard to issue from the

second floor front, of number forty-seven, Drummond-street,

George-street, Euston-square
;

it was Miss Martin practising.

Half-suppressed murmurs disturbed the calm dignity of the

W^ite Conduit orchestra at the commencement of the season.

It was the appearance of Mrs. Jennings Rodolph in full dress

that occasioned them. Miss Martin studied incessantly—the

practising was the consequence. Mrs. Jennings Rodolph taught

gratuitously now and then—the dresses were the result.

Weeks passed away; the ^Vhite Conduit season had begun,

had progressed, and was more than half over. The dress-

making business had fallen off, from neglect
;
and its profits

had dwindled away almost imperceptibly. A benefit-night

approached; Mr. Jennings Rodolph yielded to the earnest

solicitations of Miss Amelia Martin, and introduced her per-

sonally to the comic gentleman ” whose benefit it was. The
comic gentleman was all smiles and blandness—he had com-

posed a duet, expressly for the occasion, and Miss Martin

should sing it with him. The night arrived
;
there was an

immense room—ninety-seven sixpennbrths of gin-and-water,

thirty-two small glasses of brandy-and-water, five-and-twenty

bottled ales, and forty-one neguses
;

and the ornamental

painter’s journeyman, with his wife and a select circle of

acquaintance, were seated at one of the side-tables near the

orchestra. The concert began. Song—sentimental—by a

light-haired young gentleman in a blue coat, and bright

basket buttons [applause]. Another song, doubtful, by another

gentleman in another blue coat and more bright basket buttons

—rbicreased applause]. Duet, Mr. Jennings Rodolph, and
Mrs. Jennings Rodolph, ‘‘Red Ruffitin, retire!’^— [great
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applause]. Solo, Miss Julia Montague (positively on this

occasion only)— I am a Friar”— [enthusiasm]. Original

duet, comic—Mr. H. Tajdin (the comic gentleuian) and Miss

Martin—** The Time of Day.” ** Brayvo !—Brayvo !
” cried

the ornamental painter’s journeyman’s party, i\s Miss Martin

was gracefully led in by the comic gentleman. “ Go to work.

Harry,” cried the comic gentleman’s personal friends. ** Tap—^tap—tap,” went the leader’s bow on the music-desk. The
symphony began, and tvas soon afterwards followed by a faini

kind of ventriloquial chirping, proceeding apparently from the

deepest recesses of the interior of Miss Amelia Martin. Sing

out ”—shouted one gentleman in a white great-coat. Don’t

be afraid to put tlie steam on, old gal,” exclaimed another.

S—s—s

—

B—s—s—s”—went the five-and-twenty bottled

ales .

^
‘ Shame, shame !

’
’ remonstrated the ornamental painter’

s

journeyman’s party—“S—s—s—s” Avent the bottled ales

agsdn, accompanied by all the gins, and a majority of the

brandies.

‘‘Turn them geese out,” cried the ornamental painter’s

journeyman’s party, with great indignation.

Sing out,’* Avhispered Mr. Jennings Rodolph.

'‘So I do,” responded Miss AmeHa Martin.
" Sing louder,” said Mrs. Jennings Rodolph.
" I can’t, replied Miss Amelia Martin.
" OflP, off, off,” cried the rest of the audience.
" Bray-VO !

” shouted the painter’s party. It wouldn’t do

—

Miss Amelia Martin left the orchestra, with much less cere-

mony than she had entered it ; and, as she couldn’t sing out,

never came out. The general good humour was not restored

until Mr. Jennings Rodolph had become purple in the face,

by imitating divers quadrupeds for half an hour, without
being able to render himself audible

;
and, to this day, neither

has Miss Amelia Martin’s good humour been restored, nor
the dresses made for and presented to Mrs. Jennings Rodolph,
nor the vocal abilities which Mr. Jennings Rodolph once

staked his professional reputation that Miss Martin possessed.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE DANCING ACADEMY

Of all the- dandng academies that ever were established,

there never was one more popular in its immediate vicinity

than Signor Billsmethi’s, of the King’s Theatre.’* It was
not in Spring-gardens, or Newman-street, or Bemers-street, or

Gower-street, or Charlotte-str^eti or Percy-street, or any other

of the numerous streets which have been devoted time out of

mind to professional people, dispensaries, and boarding-houses

;

it was not in the West-end at all—^it rather approximated to

.^e eastern portion of London, being situated in the populous

end improving,ndghbourhood of Gray’s-inn-lane. It was not

a dear dancing academy—four-and-sixpence a quarter is

decidedly cheap upon the whole. It was aery select, the

number of pupils being strictly limited to . seventy-five, and a

quarter’s payment in advance being rigidly exacted. There

was public tuition and private tuition—an assembly-room and

a parlour. Signor Billsmetlii’s family were always thrown in

with the parlour, and included in parlour price; that is to

say, a private pupil had Signor Billsmethi’s parlour to dance

t», and Si^or Billamethi’s family to dance with

;

and when he

had been sufficiently broken in in the parlour, he began to

run in couples in the Assembly-room.

Such was the dancing academy of Signor Billsmethi, when
Mr. Augustus Cooper, of Fetter-lane, first saw an xmstamped

advertisement walking leisurely down Holbom-hill, annoilncing

to the world that Signor Billsmethi, of the King’s Theatre,

intended opening for the season with a Grand Ball.

Now, Mr. Augustus Cooper was in the oil and colour line—

•

just of age, with a little money, a little business, and a little

mother, who having managed her husband and his business in

his lifetime took to managing her son and his business after

his decease
;
and so, somehow or other, he had been cooped

up in the little back parlour behind the diop on week days,

and in a little deal box without a lid (called by courtesy a

pew) at Bethel Chapel, on Sundays, and had seen no more of

the world than if he had been an infant aU his days ; whereas
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Young Wliite, at the Gas-fitter’s over the way, three years

younger than him, had been flaring away like winkin’—going

to the theatre—supping at harmonic meetings—eating oysters

by the barrel—drinking stout by the gallon—even stopping

out all night, and coming home as cool in the morning as if

nothing had happened. So Mr. Augustus Co9per made up

his mind that he would not stand it any longer, and had that

veiy morning expressed to his mother a firm determination to

be blowed,” in the event of his not being instantly provided

mth a street-door key. And he was walking down Holbom-
loill, thinking about all tliese things, and wondering how he

could manage to get introduced into genteel society for the

first time, when his eyes rested on Signor Billsmethi’s annoimce-

ment, which it immediately struck him was just the very

thing he wanted
;

for he should not only be able to select a

genteel circle of acquaintance at once, out of the five-and-

seventy pupils at four-and-sixpence a quarter, but should

qualify himself at the same time to go through a hornpipe in

])rivate society, with perfect ease to liimself, and groat delight

to his friends. So, he stopped the unstamped advertisement

—an animated sandwich, composed of a boy between two
boards—and having procured a veiy small card with the

Signor’s address indented thei'con, walked straight at once to

the Signor’s house—and very fast he walked too, for fear the

list should be filled up, and the five-and-seventj completed,

before he got there. The Signor was at home, and, what was
still more gratifying, he was an Englishman ! Such a nice

man—and so polite ! The list was not full, hut it was a most
extraordinary circumstance that there was only just one

vacancy, and even that one would have been filled up, that

very morning, only Signor Billsmethi was dissatisfied with the

reference, and, being very much afraid that the lady wasn’t

select, wouldn’t take her.

‘‘And very much delighted I am, Mr. Cooper,” said Signor
Billsmethi, “ that I did not take her. I assure you, Mr. Cooper
—I don’t say it to flatter you, for I know you ’re above it

—

that I consider myself extremely fortunate in having a gentle-

man of your manners and appearance, sir.”
“ I am very glad of it too, sir,” said Augustus Cooper.
“ And I hope we shall be better acquainted, sir,” said

Signor Billsmethi.

“And I ’m sure I hope we shall too, sir,” responded
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Augustus Cooper. Just then, the door opened, and in came a

young lady, with her hair curled in a crop all over her head,

and her shoes tied in sandals all over her ankles.

“ Don’t run away, my dear,” said Signor Billsmethi
;
for

the young lady didn’t know Mr. Cooper was there when she

ran in, and was going to run out again in her modesty,

all in confusion-like. Don’t run away, my dear,” said

Signor Billsmethi, this is Mr. Cooper—^Mr. Cooper, of Fetter-

lane. Mr. Cooper, my daughter, sir—Miss BiUsmethi, sir,

who I hope will have the pleasure of dancing many a quadrille,

minuet, gavotte, country-dance, fandango, double-hornpipe,

and farinagholkajingo with you, sir. She dances them all,

sir; and so shall you sir before you ’re a quarter older, sir.”

And Signor Billsmethi slapped Mr. Augustus Cooper on

the back, as if he had known him a dozen years,—so friendly
;

—and Mr. Cooper bowed to tlie young lady, and the young
lady curtseyed to him, and Signor Billsmethi said they were

as handsome a pair as ever he ’d wish to see
;
upon which the

young lady exclaimed, Lor, pa 1
” and blushed as red as Mr.

Cooper himself—^you might have thought they were both

standing under a red lamp at a chemist’s shop
;
and befoie

Mr. Cooper went away it was settled that he should join the

family circle that very night—taking them just as they were
—^no ceremony nor nonsense of that kind—and learn his

positions, in order that he might lose no time, and be able to

come out at the forthcoming ball.

Well
;
Mr. Augustus Cooper went away to one of the cheap

shoemakers’ shops in Ilolbom, where gentlemen’s dress-pumps

are seven-and-sixpence, and men’s strong walking just nothing

at all, and bought a pair of the regular seven-and-sixpenny.

long-quartered, town mades, in which he astonished himself

quite as much as his mother, and sallied forth to Signor

Billsmethi’s. There were four other private pupils in the

parlour : two ladies and two gentlemen. Such nice people !

Not a bit of pride about them. One of the ladies in particular,

who was in training for a Columbine, was remarkably affable

;

and she and Miss Billsmethi took such an interest in Mr.

Augustus Cooper, and joked and smiled, and looked so be-

witching, that he got quite at home, and learnt his steps in

no time. After the practising was over, Signor Billsmethi,

and Miss BiUsmethi, and Master Billsmethi, and a young lady,

and the two ladies, and the two gentlemen, danced a quadrille
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—^none of your slipping and sliding about, but regular warm
work, flying into corners, and diving among chairs, and
shooting out at the door,—something like dancing! Signor

Billsmothi in particidar, notwithstanding his having a little

fiddle to play all the time, was out on the landing eveiy

figure, and Master Billsmethi, when every body else was
breatliless, danced a hornpipe, with a cane in his hand, and a

cheese-plate on his head, to the unqualified admiration of the

whole company. Then, Signor Billsmethi insisted as they

were so happy, that they should all stay to supper, and

proposed sending Master Billsmethi for the beer and spirits,

whereupon the two gentlemen swore, strike ^em wulgar if

they^d stand that;” and were just going to quarrel who
should pay for it, when Mr. Augustus Cooper said he would,

if they’d have the kindness to allow him—and they had the

kindness to allow him; and Master Billsmethi brought the

beer in a can, and the rum in a quart-pot. They had a

1‘egular night of it
;

and Miss BiUsmethi squeezed Mr.

Augustus Cooper’s hand under the table
;
and Mr. Augustus

Cooper I'eturned the squeeze and returned home too, at some-

thing to six o’clock in the morning, when he was put to bed

by main force by the apprentice, after repeatedly expressing

an uncontrollabie desire to pitch his revered parent out of the

second 'floor window, and to throttle the apprentice with his

own neck-handkerchief.

Weeks had worn on, and the seven-and-sixpenny town-

mades had nearly worn out, when the night arrived for tlie

grand dress-ball at which the whole of the five-and-seventy

pupils w^ere to meet together, for the first time that season,

and to take out some portion of their respective four-and-six-

peuces in lamp-oil and fiddlers. Mr. Augustus Cooper had
ordered a new coat for the occasion—a two-pound-tenner from

Turnstile. It w^as his fii’st appearance in public
;
and, after

a grand Sicilian shawd-dauce by fourteen young ladies in

character, he was to open the quadriUe department wdth Miss

Billsmethi herself, wdth whom ho had become quite intimate

since his first introduction. It teas a night ! Every thing was
admirably arranged. The sandwdeh-boy took the hats and
bonnets at the street-door

;
there w as a turn-up bedstead in

the back parlour, on which Miss Billsmethi made tea and
coffee for such of the gentlemen as chose to pay for it, and

such of the ladies as the gentlemen treated
;
red port-wdne
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negus and lemonade were handed round at eighteen-pence a

head
;
and in pursuance of a previous engagement with the

public-house at the corner of the street, an exia'a pot-boy

was laid on for the occasion. In short, nothing could exceed

the arrangements, except the company. Such ladies ! Such

pink silk stockings ! Such artificial flowers ! Such a number
of cabs [ No sooner had one cab set down a couple of ladies,

than another cab drove up and set down another couple of

ladies, and they all knew: not only one another, but the

majority of the gentlemen into the bargain, which made it all

as pleasant and lively as could be. Signor Billsmethi, in

black tights, with a large blue bow in his buttonhole,

introduced the ladies to such of the gentlemen as were

strangers : and the ladies talked away—and laughed they did
—

^It was delightful to see them.

As to the shawl-dance, it was the most exciting thing that

ever was beheld
;
there was such a whisking, and rustling,

and fanning, and getting ladies into a tangle with artificial

flowers, and then disentangling them again ! And as to Mr.

Augustus Cooper’s share in the quadi’iUe, he got through it

admirably. He was missing from his partner, now and then,

certainly, and discovered on such occasions to be either

dancing with laudable perseverance in another set, or sliding

about in perspective, without any definite object; but generally

speaking, they managed to shove him through the figure, \mtil

he turned up in the right place. Be this a-s it may, when he

had finished, a great many ladies and gentlemen came up and

complimented him very much, and said they had never seen a

beginner do anything like it before
;

and Mr. Augustus

Cooper was perfectly satisfied with himself, and every body
else into the bargain

;
and “ stood” considerable quantities of

spirits-and-water, negus, and compounds, for the use and
belioof of two or tliree dozen very particular friends, selected

from the select circle of five-and-seventy pupils.

Now, whether it was the strength of the compounds, or the

beauty of the ladies, or what not, it did so happen that Mr.%

Augustus Cooper encouraged, rather than repelled, the very

flattering attentions of a young lady in brown gauze over

white calico who had appeared particularly struck with him
from the first

; and when the encouragements had been pro-

longed for some time, Miss Billsmethi betrayed her spite and
jealousy thereat by calling the young lady in brown gauze a
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“ creeter,’^ wliich induced the young lady in brown gauze to

retort, in certain sentences containing a taunt founded on the

payment of four-and-sixpence a quarter, which reference Mr.

Augustus Cooper, being then and there in a state of consider-

able bewilderment, expressed his entire concurrence in. Miss

Billsmethi, thus renounced, forthwith began screaming in the

loudest key of her voice, at the rate of fourteen screams a
minute

;
and being unbuccessful, in an onslaught on the eyes

and face, first of the lady in gauze and then of Mr. Augustus

Cooper, called distractedly on the other three-and-seventy

pupils to furnish her with oxalic acid for her own private

drinking; and, the call not being honoured, made another

rush at Mr. Cooper, and then had her stay-lace cut, and was
carried off to bed. Mr. Augustus Cooper, not being remark-

able for quickness of apprehension, w^as at a loss to understand

what all this meant, until Signor Billsmethi explained it in a

most satisfactory manner, by stating to the pupils that Mr.

Augustus Cooper had made and confirmed divers promises oi

marriage to his daughter on divers occasions, and had now
basely deserted ner

;
on which, the indignation of the pupils

became universal
;

and as several chivalrous gentlemen
inquired rather prcssingly of Mr. Angiisliis Cooper, whether
he required anything for Lis own use, or, in other words
whether he ^‘"wanted any thing for himself,” he deemed it

prudent to make a precixntate retreat. And the upshot of tho

matter was, that a lawyer’s letter came next day, and an
action was commenced next week

;
and that Mr. Augustus

Cooper, after walking twice to the Serpentine for the purpose
of drowning himself, and coming twdee bock without doing it,

made a confidante of his mother, who compromised the matter
with twenty pounds from the till : wdiicli made twenty pounds
four shillings and sixx)ence paid to Signor Billsmethi, exclusive

of treats and xmmxis. And Mr. Augustus Cooper went back
and lived with his mother, and there he lives to this day

;

and as he has lost his ambition for society, and never goes

into the w^orld, he will never see this account of himself, ano

will never be any the wiser.



246 SKETCHES BY BOL

CHAPTER X.

8RABBT-QENTEEL PEOPLE.

There are certain descriptions of people who, oddly

enough, appear to appertain exclusively to the metropolis.

You meet them, every day, in the streets of London, but no

one ever encounters them elsewhere
;
they seem indigenous to

the soil, and to belong as exclusively to London as its own
smoke, or the dingy bricks and mortar. We could illustrate

the remark by a variety of examples, but, in our present

sketch, we will only advert to one class as a specimen—that

class which is so aptly and expressively designated as

“ shabby-genteel.”

Now, shabby people, God knows, may be found any where,

and genteel people are not articles of greater scarcity out of

London than in it; but this compound of the two—this

shabby-gentility—is as purely local as the statue at Charing-

cross, or the pump at Aldgate. It is worthy of remark, too,

that only men are shabby-genteel
; a woman is always either

dirty and slovenly in the extreme, or neat and respectable,

liowever poverty-stricken in appearance. A very poor man,
“ who has seen better days,” as the phrase goes, is a strange

compound of dirty slovenliness and wretched attempts at faded

smartness.

We will endeavour to explain our conception of the term

which forms the title of this paper. If you meet a man,
lounging up Drury-lane, or leaning with his back against a

post in Long-acre, with his hands in the pockets of a pair of

drab trousers plentifully besprinkled with grease-spots : the

trousers made very full over the boots, and ornamented with

two cords down the outside of each leg—wearing, also, what
has been a bro^m coat with bright buttons, and a hat very

much pinched up at the sides, cocked over his right eye

—

don't pity him. He is not shabby-genteel. The harmonic
meetings ” at some fourth-rate public -house, or the purlieus

of a private theatre, are his chosen haimts
;
he entertains a

rooted antipathy to any kind of work, and is on familiar terms

with several pantomime men at the large houses. But, if you
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see hurrying along a bye-street, keeping as close as he can to

the area-railings, a man of about forty or fifly, clad in an old

rusty suit of threadbare black cloth which shines with constant

wear as if it had been bees-waxed—^the trousers tightly

strapped do^rn, partly for the look of the thing and partly to

keep his old shoes from slipping off at the heels,—if you

observe, too, that his yellowish-white neckerchief is carefully

l)inned up, to conceal the tattered garment underneath, and

that his hands are encased in the remains of an old pair of

beaver gloves, you may set him down as a shabby-genteel man.

A glance at that depressed face, and timorous air of conscious

poverty, will make your heart ache—always supposing that

you are neither a philosopher nor a political economist.

We were once haunted by a shabby-genteel man
;
he was

bodily present to our senses aU day, and ho was in our mind’s

eye all night. The man of whom Sir Walter Scott speaks in

his Demonology, did not suffer half the persecution from his

imaginary gentleman-usher in black velvet, that we si.stained

from our ffiond in quondam black cloth, lie fii'st attracted

our notice, by bitting opposite to us in the reading-room at

the British Museum
;
and v'hat made the man more remark-

able was, that ho always had before him a couple of shabby-

genteel books—two old dogs-eared folios, in mouldy worm-
(‘aten covers, which had once been smart. He was in his

c liair, every morning, just as the clock struck ten
;
he was

always the last to leave tlie room in the afternoon
;
and when

lie did, he quitted it with the air of a man who knew not
where else to go, for warmth and quiet. There he used to sit

all day, as close to the table as possible, in order to conceal

tlie lack of buttons on his coat : with his old hat carefully

deposited at liis feet, vhere he evidently flattered liimself it

escaped ol)servation.

About two o’clock, you would see him munching a French
I’oll or a penny loaf

;
not taking it boldly out of his pocket at

<mce, like a man who knew ho was only making a lunch
;
but

breaking off little bits in his pocket, and eating them by
stealth. He knew too weU it was his dinner.

When we first saw this poor object, we thought it quite

impossible that his attire could ever become worse. We even
went so far, as to speculate on the possibility of his shortly

appearing in a decent second-hand suit. We knew nothing
about the matter

;
ho grew more and more sliabbv-gented
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every day. TLe buttons dropped off his waistcoat, one by
one

;
then, he buttoned his coat

;
and when one side of the

coat was reduced to the same condition as the waistcoat, he

buttoned it over on the other side. He looked somewhat
better at the beginning of the week than at the conclusion,

because the neckerchief, though yellow, was not quite so

dingy
;
and, in the midst of all this wretchedness, he never

appeared without gloves and straps. He remained in this

state for a week or two. At length, one of the buttons on

the back of the coat fell off, and then the man himself dis-

appeared, and we thought he was dead.

We were sitting at the same table about a week after his

fiisappearance, and as our eyes rested on his vacant chair,

we insensibly fell into a train of meditation on the subject of

his retirement from public life. We were wondering whether

he had hung himself, or throTNTi himjself off a bridge—whether

he really was dead or had only been arrested—when our con-

jectures were suddenly set at rest by the entry of the man
himself. He had undergone some strange metamorphosis,

and walked up the centre of the room with an air which

showed he was fully conscious of the improvement in his

appearance. It was very odd. His clothes were a fine, deep,

glossy black ;
and yet they looked lilce the same suit

;
nay,

there were tlie very darns with which old acquaintance had

made us familiar. The hat, too—^nobody could mistake the

shape of that hat, with its high crown gradually increasing in

circumference towards the top. Long service had imparted

to it a reddish-brown tint
;
but, now, it was as black as the

coat. The truth flashed suddenly upon us—they had been

“revived.’* It is a deceitful liquid that black and blue

reviver; we have watched its effects on many a shabby-genteel

man. It beti-ays its victims into a temporary assumption of

importance : possibly into the purchase of a new pair of

gloves, or a cheap stock, or some other trifling article of dress.

It elevates their spirits for a week, only to depress them, if

possible, below their original level. It was so in this case

;

the transient dignity of the unhappy man decreased, in exact

proportion as the reviver’^ wore off. The knees of the un-

mentionables, and the elbows of the coat, and the seams
generally, soon began to get alarmingly white. The hat was
once more deposited under the table, and its owner crept into

his seat as quietly as ever.
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There was a week of incessant small rain and mist. At its

expiration the “reviver” had entirely vanished, and the

shabby-genteel man never afterwards attempted to effect any

improvement in his outward appearance.

It w ould be difficult to name any particular part of town as

the principal resort of shabby-genteel men. We have met a

great many persons of this description in the neighbourhood

of the inns of court. They may be met with, in Holborn,

between eight and ten any morning; and whoever has the

curiosity to enter tho Insolvent Debtors’ Court -will observe,

both among spectators and practitioners, a great variety of

them. We never went on ’Change, by any chance, without

seeing some shabby-genteel men, and we have often wondered
what earthly business they can have there. They will sit

there, for hours, leaning on great, dropsical, mildewed um-
brellas, or eating Abemethy biscuits. Nobody speaks to

them, nor they to any one. On consideration, we remember
to have occasionally seen two shabby-genteel men conversing

together on ’Change, but oiu- experience assures us that this

is an uncommon circumstance, occasioned by the offer of a

pinch of snuff, or some such civility.

It would be a task of equal difficulty, either to assign any
particular spot for the residence of these beings, or to endea-
vour to enumerate their general occupations. We were never
engaged in business wdth more than one shabby-genteel man

;

and he was a drunken engraver, and lived in a damp back-
parlour in a new row of houses at Camden-town, half street,

half brick-field, somewhere near the canal. A shabby-genteel
man may have no occupation, or he may be a corn agent, or
a coal agent, or a wine agent, or a collector of debts, or a
broker’s assistant, or a broken-down attorney. He may be a

clerk of the lowest description, or a contributor to the press of

the same grade. Whether our readers have noticed these

men, in their walks, as often as we have, we know not
;
this

we know—that the miserably poor man (no matter whether
he owes his distresses to his own conduct, or that of others)

who feels his poverty and vainly strives to conceal it, is one
of the most pitiable objects in human nature. Such objects,

with few exceptions, are shabby-genteel people.
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CHAPTER XI.

MAKINa A WIGHT OF IT.

Damow and Pythias were undoubtedly yery good fellows in

their way : the former for his extreme readiness to put in

special bail for a Mend : and the latter for a certain trump-

like punctuality in turning up just in the very nick of time,

scarcely less remarkable. Many points in their character

have, however, grovm obsolete. - Damons are rather hard to

find, in these days of imprisonment for debt (except the sham
ones, and they cost half-a-crown)

;
and, as to the Pythiases,

the few that have existed in these degenerate times, have had

an unfortunate knack of making themselves scarce, at the

very moment when their appearance would have been strictly

classical. If the actions of these heroes, however, can find nc

])arallel in modern times, their friendship can. We have

l^amon and Pythias on the one hand. We have Potter and

Smithers on the other
;

and, lost the two last-mentioned

names sliould never have reached the ears of our unenlight-

ened readers, we can do no better than make them acquainted

witli tlie owners tliereof.

Mr. Thomas Potter, then, was a clerk in the city, and Mr.

Robert Smithers was a ditto in the same
;
their incomes were

limited, but their friendship was unbounded. They lived in

the same street, walked into town every morning at the same
hour, dined at the same slap-bang every day, and revelled in

each other’s company every night. Tliey were knit together

by the closest ties of intimacy and friendship, or, as Mr.

Thomas Potter toucliingly observed, they were '^thick-and-

thin pals, and nothing but it.^’ There was a spice of romance
in Mr. Smithers’s disposition, a ray of poetry, a gleam of

misery, a sort of consciousness of he didn’t exactly know what,

coming across him he didn’t precisely know why—which
stood out in fine relief against the off-hand, dashing, amateur-

pickpocket-sort-of-manner, which distinguished Mr. Potter in

an eminent degree.

The peculiarity of their respective dispositions, extended
itself to their individual costume. Mr. Smithers generally
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appeared in public in a surtout and shoes, with a narrow

black neckerchief and a brown hat, very much turned up at

the sides—peculiarities which Mr. Potter wholly eschewed,

for it was his ambition to do something in the celebrated

kiddy or stage-coach way, and he had even gone so far as

to invest capital in the purchase of a rough blue coat with

wooden buttons, made upon the fireman’s principle, in which,

with the addition of a low-crowned, flower-pot-saucer-shaped

hat, he had created no inconsiderable sensation at the Albion

in Little Russell-street, and divers other places of public and

fashionable resort.

Mr. Potter and Mr. Smithers had mutually agreed that, on

the receipt of their quarter’s salarj% they would jointly and in

company spend tlie evening —an evident misnomer—the

spending applying, as everybody knows, not to the evening

itself but to all the money the individual may chance to be

possessed of, on the occasion to which reference is made
;
and

they had likewise agreed that, on the evening aforesaid, they

would make a night of it —an expressive tenn, implying

the borrowing of several hours from to-morrow morning, add-

ing them to the night before, and manufacturing a compound
night of the whole.

The quarter-day arrived at last—we say at last, because

quarter-days are as eccentric as comets : moving wonderfully

quick when you have a good deal to pay, and marvellously

slow when you have a little to receive. Mr. Thomas Potter

and Mr. Robert Smithers met by appointment to begin the

evening with a dinner
;
and a nice, snug, comfortable dinner

they had
,
consisting of a little procession of four chops and

four kidneys, following each other, supported on either side

by a pot of the real draught stout, and attended by divers

cushions of bread, and wedges of cheese.

When the cloth was removed, Mr. Thomas Potter ordered

the waiter to bring in two goes of his best Scotch whiskey,

with warm water and sugar, and a couple of his ** very

mildest” Havannahs, which the waiter did. Mr. Thomas
Potter mixed his grog, and lighted his cigar; Mr. Robert

Smithers did the same
;
and then, Air. Thomas Potter jocu-

larly proposed as the first toast,
** the abolition of all offices

whatever” (not sinecures, but counting-houses), which was
immediately drunk by Mr. Robert Smithers with enthusiastic

applause. So they went on, talking politics, puffing cigai s



252 SKETCHES BY BOZ.

and sipping whiskey-and-water, until the goes — most

appropriately so called—were both gone, which Mr. Robert

Smithers perceiving, immediately ordered in two more goes

of the best Scotch whislcey, and two more of the very mildest

Havannahs
;

and the goes kept coming in, and the mild

Havannahs kept going out, until, what with the drinking

and lighting, and puffing, and the stale ashes on the table,

and the tallow-grease on the cigars, Mr. Robert Smithers

began to doubt the mildness of the Havannahs, and to feel

very much as if he had been sitting in a hackney-coach with

his back to the horses.

As to Mr. Thomas Potter, he would keep laughing out loud,

and volunteering inarticulate declarations that he was “ ail

right;” in proof of which he feebly bespoke the evening

paper after the next gentleman, but finding it a matter of

some ditficulty to discover any news in its columns^ or to

ascertain distinctly whether it had any columns at all, walked
slowly out to look for the moon, and, after coming back quite

pale with looking up at the sky so long, and attempting to

3xpress mirth at Mr, Robert Smithers having fallen asleep,

by various galvanic chuckles, laid his head on his arm, and
went to sleep also. When he awoke again, Mr. Robert

Smithers awoke too, and they botli very gravely agreed that

it was extremely unvdse to oat so many i)iclded walnuts with

the chops, as it was a notorious fact that they always made
people queer and sleepy

;
indeed, if it had not been for the

whiskey and cigius, there was no knowing what harm the}^

mightn’t have done ’em. So they took some coffee, and after

paying the bill,—twelve and twopence the dinner, and the

odd tenpence for the waiter—thirteen shillings in all—started

out on their expedition to manufactiure a night.

It was just half-past eight, so they thought they couldn’t

do better than go at half-price to the slips at the City

Theatre, which they did accordingly. Mr. Robert Smithers,

who had become extremely poetical after the settlement of the

bill, enlivening the walk by informing Mr. Thomas Potter in

confidence that he felt an inward presentiment of approaching
dissolution, and subsequently embellishing the theatre, by
falling asleep, with his head and both arms gracefully

drooping over the front of the boxes.

Such was the quiet demeanour of the unassuming Smithers,

and such wore tlie happy effects of Scotch whiskey and
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Havannahs on that interesting person I But Mr. Thomas

Potter, whose great aim it was to be considered as a ‘^know-

ing card,” a ‘'fast-goer,” and so forth, conducted himself in

a very different manner, and commenced going very fast

indeed—rather too fast at- last, for the patience of the audience

to keep pace with him. On his first entry, he contented him-

self by earnestly calling upon the gentlemen in the gallery to

“flare up,” accompanying the demand with another request,

expressive of his wish that they would instantaneously “ form

a union,'’ both which requisitions were responded to, in the

manner most in vogue on such occasions.

“ Give that dog a bone !
” cried one gentleman in his shirt-

sleeves.

“ Where have you been a having half a pint of inter-

mediate beer ? ” cried a second. “ Tailor !
” screamed a third.

“ Barber’s clerk !
” shouted a fourth. “ Tlirow liim o

—

ver !

”

roared a fifth
;
while numerous voices concurred in desiring

Mr. Thomas Potter to “go home to his mother !
” All these

taunts Mr. Thomas Potter received vith supreme contempt,

cocking the lew-crowned hat a little more on one side, when-
ever any reference was made to his personal appearance, and,

standing up with his arms a-kimbo, expressing defiance melo-
dramatically.

The overture—to which these various sounds had been an
ad libitum, accompaniment—concluded, the second piece began,

and Mr. Thomas Potter, emboldened by impunity, proceeded
to behave in a most unprec'cdented and outrageous manner.
First of aU, he imitated the shake of the principal female
singer

;
then, groaned at the blue fire

;
then, affected to be

frightened into convulsions of terror at the appearance of the
ghost

;
and, lastly, not only made a running commentary, in

an audible voice, upon the dialogue on the stage, but actually

aw’oke Mr. Robert Smitlicrs, who, hearing his companion
making a noise, and having a very indistinct notion W’here he
was, or what was required of him, immediately, by way of

imitating a good example, set up the most unearthly, unre-
mitting, and apptxlling howling that ever audience heard. It

was too much. “ Turn them out !
” was the general cry.

A noise, as of shuffling of feet, and men being knocked up
with violence against wainscotting, was heard : a hurried
dialogue of “ Come out ?

”—“ I w'^on’t !
”—“ You shall 1

”

—

' I shan’t !
”—“ Give me your card, sir !

”—“ Y'ou ’re a
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scoundrel, sir ! and so fortli succeeded. A round of applause

betokened the approbation of the audience, and Mr. Robert

Smithers and Mr. Thomas Potter found themselves shot with

astonishing swiftness into the road, without having had tlio

trouble of once putting foot to ground during the whole

progress of their rapid descent.

Mr. Robert Smithers, being constitutionally one of the slow-

goers, and having had quite enough of fast-going, in the

course of his recent expulsion, to last until the quarter-day

then next ensuing at the very least, liad no sooner emerged

with his companion from the precincts of Milton-street, than

he proceeded to indulge in circuitous references to the beauties

of sleep, mingled with distant allusions to the propriety of

returning to Islington, and testing the influence of their

patent Bramahs over the street-door locks to which they

respectively belonged. Mr. Thomas Potter, however, was
valorous and peremptory. They had come out to make a

night of it : and a night must be made. So Mr. Robert

Smithers, who was three parts dull, and the other dismal,

despairingly assented
;
and they went into a wine-vaults, to

get materials for assisting them in making a night
;
where

they found a good many young ladies, and various old gentle-

men, and a plentiful sprinkling of hackney-coachmen and
cab-drivers, all drinking and talking together

;
and Mr.

Thomas Potter and Mr. Robert Smithers drank small glasses

of brandy, and large glasses of soda, until they began to

have a very confused idea, Cither of things in general, or of

anything in particular
;

and, when they had done treating

themselves they began to treat everybody else
;
and the rest

of the entertainment was a confused mixture of heads and
heels, black eyes and blue uniforms, mud and gas-lights,

thick doors, and stone paving.

Then, as standard novelists expressively inform us— all

was a blank ! and in the morning the blank was filled up
with the words Station-house,” and the station-house was
filled up with Mr. Thomas Potter, Mr. Robert Smithers, and
the major part of their wine-vault companions of the preceding
night, with a comparatively small portion of clothing of any
kind. And it was disclosed at the Police-office, to the indig"

nation of the Bench, and the astonishment of tho spectators,

how one Robert Smithers, aided and abetted by one Thomas
Potter, had knocked down and beaten, in divers streets, at



THE PRISONERS’ VAN. nt

different times, five men, four boys, and three women
;
how

the said Thomas Potter had feloniously obtained possession of

five door-knockers, two bell-handles, and a bonnet
;
how

Robert Smithers, his friend, had sworn, at least forty pounds’

worth of oaths, at the rate of five shillings a-piece
;

terrified

whole streets full of Her Majesty’s subjects with awful shrieks

and alarms of fire
;
destroyed the uniforms of five policemen

;

and committed various other atrocities, too numerous to re-

capitulate. And the magistrate, after an appropriate repri-

mand, fined Mr. Thomas Potter and Mr. Robert Smithers five

shillings each, for being, what the law vulgarly terms, drunk

;

and thirty-four pounds for seventeen assaults at forty shillings

a-head, with liberty to speak to the prosecutors.

The prosecutors were spoken to, and Messrs. Potter and

Smithers lived on credit, for a quarter, as best they might

;

and, although the prosecutors expressed their readiness to be

assaulted twice a week, on the same terms, they have never

since been detected in making a night of it.”

CHAPTER 4^1.

THE prisoners’ VAN.

We were passing the comer of Bow-street, on our return

from a lounging excursion the other afternoon, when a crowd
assembled round the door of the Police-office, attracted our
attention. We turned up the street accordingly. There were
thirty or forty people, standing on the pavement and hall

across the road
;
and a feAv stragglers were patiently stationed

on the opposite side of the way—all evidently waiting in

expectation of some arrival. We waited too, a few minutes,
but nothing occurred; so, we turned round to an xmshorn
sallow-looking cobbler, who was standing next us with his

hands under the bib of his apron, and put the usual question
of What ’s the matter ? ’’ The cobbler eyed us firom head
to foot, with superlative contempt, and laconically replied

‘‘Nuffin.”

Now, we were perfectly aware that if two men stop in the
street to look at any given object, or even to gaze in the air.
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two hundred men will be assembled in no time
;
but, as we

knew veiy well that no crowd of people could by possibility

remain in a street for five minutes without getting up a little

amusement among themselves, unless they had some absorbing

object in view, the natural inquiry next in order was, What
are all these people waiting here for ? Her Majesty’s

carriage,” replied the cobbler. This was still more extra-

ordinary. We could not imagine wdiat earthly business Hei

Majesty’s carnage coiJd have at the Public Office, Bow-street.

We were beginning to ruminate on the possible causes oi

«uch an uncommon appearance, when a general exclamation

from all the boys in the crowd of “ Here ’s the wan !
” caused

us to raise our heads, and look up the street.

The covered vehicle, in which prisoners are conveyed from

the police-offices to the different prisons, was coming along at

full speed. It then occurred to us, for the first time, that

Her Majesty’s carri*ige was merely another name for the

prisoner’s van, v^onferred upon it, not only by reason of the

superior gentility of the term, but because the aforesaid van

is maintained at Her Majesty’s expense : having been origi-

nally started for the exclusive accommodation of ladies and

gentlemen under the necessity of visicing the various houses

of call Imown by the general denomination of Her Majesty’s

Gaols.”

The van drew up at the office door, and the people thronged

round the stops, just leaving a little alley for the prisoners to

pass through. Oiir friend the cobbler, and the other stragglers,

crossed oven', and ^ve followed their example. The driver, and

another man who had been sofited by his side in front of the

vehicle, dismomited, and were admitted into the office. The
office door was closed after them, and the crowd were on
the tiptoe of expectation.

After a few minutes’ dfilay, the door again opened, and the

two first prisoiAors ax>x)ea.red. Tliey were a couple of girls, of

whom, the elder coultl not be more than sixteen, and the
younger of whom had certainly not attained her fourteenth
year. That they were sisters, was evident, from the resem-
blance which still subsisted between them, though two
additional years of dej)ravity had fixed their brand upon ^he
elder girl’s features, as legibly as if a red-hot iron had seared
them. They 'were both gaudily dressed, the younger one
especially and, although there was a strong similarity
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between them in both respects, which was rendered the more

obvious by their being handcuffed together, it is impossible

to conceive a greater contrast than tlie demeanour of the two

presented. The younger girl was weeping bitterly—not for

display, or in the hope of producing effect, but for very

shame; her face was buried in her handherchief
;
and her

whole manner was but too expressive of bitter and unavailing

sorrow.

How long are you for, Emily ? ** screamed a red-faced

woman in the crowd. Six weeks and labour,^* replied ihe

elder girl with n flaunting laugh
;

'' and that *s better than

the stone jug anyhow
;
the mill a deal better than the

Sessions, and here ’s Bella a-going too for the first time.

Hold up your head, you cliickon,” she continued, boisterously

tearing the other girl’s handkerchief away; Hold up your

head, and show 'em your face, I an’t jealous, but I ’m blessed

if I an’t game !

”—“ That ’s right, old gal,” exclaimed a

man in a paper cap, who, in common with the greater part of

the crowd, had been inexpressibly delighted with this little

incident.— Right!” replied the girl! ah, to be sure;

what ’s the odds, eh ?
”— Come I In with you,” interrupted

the driver.— Don’t 3*ou be in a hurry, coachman,” replied

the girl, and recollect I want to he set down in Cold Bath
Fields—large house with a high garden-wall in fi'ont

;
-j’ou

can’t mistake it. Hallo. Bella, where are you going to

—

3^ou ’ll pull my precious arm off ? ” This was addressed to

the younger girl, who, in her anxiety to hide herself in the

caravan, had ascended the steps first, and forgotten the strain

upon the handcuff; ‘‘Come down, and let’s show you the

way.” Amd after jerking the miserably giiddown with a force

which made her stagger on the pavement, she got into the

vehicle, and was followed by her wretcliecl companion.
These two girls had been thrown upon London streets, their

vices and debauchery, by a sordid and rapacious mother.
What the younger girl was, then, the elder had been once

;

a:nd what the elder then was, the younger must soon become.
A melancholy prospect, but bow surety to be realised; a
tragic drama, but bow often acted ! Turn to the prisons and
police offices of London—naj', look into the very streets tliem-

selves. These things pass before our eyes, day after day, and
hour after hour—^they have become such matters of coui'se,

that they are utteity disregarded. The progress cf these girls
S.B. j
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in crime 'will be as rapid as the flight of a pestilence, resem-

bling it too in its baneflil influence and wide-spreading infection.

Step by step, how many wretched females, within the sphere

of every man's observation, have become involved in a career

of vice, frightful to contemplate
;
hopeless at its commence-

ment, loathsome and repulsive in its course; friendless,

forlorn, and impitied, at its miserable conclusion

!

There were other prisoners—^boys of ten, as hardened in

vice as men of fifty—a houseless vagrant, going joyfully to

prison as a place of food and shelter, handcufled to a man
whose prospects were ruined, character lost, and family

rendered destitute, by his first ofience. Our curiosity, how-
ever, was satisfied. The first group had left an impression on

our mind we would gladly have avoided, and would willingly

have effaced.

The crowd dispersed
;
the vehicle rolled away -with its load

of guilt and misfortune
;
and wo saw no more of the Prisoners'

Van.
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TALES.

CHAPTER I.

THE BOARDING-HOUSE. CHAPTER I,

Mrs. Tibbs whb, beyond all dispute, the most tidj*, fidgety,

thrifty, little personage that ever inhaled the smoke of

London : and the house of Mrs. Tibbs was, decidedly, the

neatest in aU Great Coram-street. The area and the area

steps, and the street-door, and the street-door steps, and the

brass handle, and the door-plate, and the knocker, and the

fan -light, were all as clean and bright as indefatigable white-

washing, and hearth-stoning, and scrubbing and rubbing

could make them. The wonder was, that the brass door-

plate, with the interesting inscription ‘‘Mbs. Tibbs,** had
never caught fire from constant friction, so perpeveringly

was it polished. There were meat-safe-looking blinds in the

parlour windows, blue and gold curtains in the drawing-

room, and spring-roller blinds, as Mrs. Tibbs was wont in the

pride of her heart to boast, “ all the way up.** The bell-

lamp in the passage looked as clear as a soap-bubble
;
you

could see yourself in all the tables, and Fren^-pohsh your-

self on any one of the chairs. The banisters were, be^*-
waxed ; and the very stair-wires made your eyes wink, they

were so glittering.

Mrs. Tibbs was somewhat short of stature, and Mr. Tibbs
was by no means a large man. He had moreover, very short

legs, but, by way of indemnification, his face was peculiarly

long. He was to his wife what the 0 is in 90—rhe was of

some importance with her—^he was nothing without her.

Mrs. Tibbs was always talking. Mr. Tibbs rarely spoke;

but, if it were at any possible to put in a word, when he
should have said nothing at all, he had that talent. Mrs.

Tibbs detested long stories, .and Mr. Tibbs had one, the eon*
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elusion of whicli had never been heard by his most intimate

Mends. It always began, I recollect when I was in the

volunteer corps, in eighteen hundred and six,’*—^but, as ho

spoke very slowly and softly, and his better half very quickly

and loudly, he rarely got beyond the introductory sentence.

He was a melancholy specimen of the story-teller. He was

the wandering Jew of Joe Millerism.

Mr. Tibbs enjoyed a small independence from the pension-

list—about 43i. 15<. lOd. a-year. His father, mother, and

five interesting scions from the same stock drew a like sum
from the revenue of a gratefril country, though for what
particular service was never known. But, as this said inde-

pendence was not quite sufficient to furnish two people with

all the luxm'ies of this life, it had occurred to the busy little

spouse of Tibbs, that the best thing she could do with a legacy

of 7001., would be to take and furnish a tolerable house

—

somewhere in that partially explored tract of country which
lies between the British Museum, and a remote village called

Somers’ town—for the reception of boarders. Great Coram-
street was the spot pitch^ upon. The house had been

furnished accordingly
j

two female servants and a boy
engaged; and an advertisement inserted in the morning
papers, informing the public that '‘Six individuals would
meet with all the comforts of a cheerful musical home in a

select private family, residing within ten minutes’ walk of”
-—everywhere. Answers out of number were received, witli

olO. sorts of initials ; all the letters of the alphabet seemed to

be seized with a sudden wish to go out boarding and lodging

;

voluminous was the correspondence between Mrs. Tibbs anfl

the applicants
;
and most profound was the secrecy observed

.

** E.” didn’t like this, I.” could’nt think of putting up witJi

that; I. O. U.” didn’t think the terms would suit him; and
G. R.” had never slept in a French bed. The result,

however, was, that three gentlemen became inmates of Mrs.
Tibbs’s house, on terms which were agreeable to all

parties.” In went the advertisement again, and a lady with
her two daughters,* proposed to increase—not their families,
but Mrs. Tibbs’s.

^
'' Charming woman, that Mrs. ^Maplesone 1

” said Mrs.
Tibbs, as she and her spouse were sitting by the fire afrer
breakfast

; the gentlemen having gone out on their several
avoisations. ” Charming woman, indeed !

” repeated little
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Mrs. Tibbs, more by way of soliloquy than anything else, for

she never thought of consulting her husband. And the two

daughters are delightful. We must hare some fish to-day

;

they *11 join* us at dinner for the first time.*^

Mr. Tibbs placed the poker at right angles with the fire

shovel, and essayed to speak, but recollected he had nothing

to say.
‘‘ The young ladies,” continued Mrs. T. have kindly volun-

teered to bring their own piano,”

Tibbs thought of the volunteer story, but did not venture

it. A bright thought struck him

—

It ’s very likely— ” said he.

Pray don*t lean your head against the paper,” interrupted

Mrs. Tibbs; ‘‘and don^t put your feet on the steel fender;

that ’s worse.”

Tibbs took his head from the paper, and his feet from the

fender, and proceeded. “It’s very likely one of the young
ladies may set her cap at young Mr. Simpson, and }'ou know
a marriage ”

—

“ A what !
” shrieked Mrs. Tibbs. Tibbs modestly repeated

his former suggestion.
“ I beg you won’t mention such a thing,” said Mrs. T.

“ A marriage indeed !—to rob me of my boarders—no, not for

the world.”

Tibbs thought in his own mind that the event was by no
means \uilikely

;
but, as he never argued with his wife, he put

a stop to the dialogue, by observing it was “time to go to

business.” He always went out at ten o’clock in the morning,

and returned at five in the afternoon, with an exceedingly dirty

face, and smelling mouldy. Nobody knew what he was, or

where he went
;
but Mrs. Tibbs used to say with an air of

great importance that he was engaged in the City.

The Miss Maplesones and their accomplished parent arrived

in the course of the afternoon in a hackney-coach, and
accompanied by a most astonishing number of packages.

Trimks, bonnet-boxes, muff-boxes, and parasols, guitar-cases,

and poi'cels of all imaginable shapes, done up in brown
paper, and fastened with pins, filled the passage. Then,
there was such a running up and down with the luggage,

such scampering for warm water for the ladies to wash
in, and such a bustle, and confusion, and heating of servants

and cui'ling-iroiii, as had never been kno\ni in Great Coram-
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street before. Little Mrs. Tibbs wae quite in her element,

bustling about, talking incessantly, and distributing towels

and soap like a head nurse in a hospital. The house was not

restored to its usual state of quiet repose, until the ladies

were safely shut up in their respective bedrooms, engaged

in the important occupation of dressing for dinner.

Are these gals ’andsome ? ” inquired Mr. Simpson of Mr.

Septimus Hicks, another of the boarders, as they were amus>

ing themselves in the drawing-room, before dinner, by lolling

on sofas and contemplating their pumps.
** Don't know," replied Mr. Septimus Hicks, who was a

tallish, white-faced young man, with spectacles, and a black

ribbon round his neck instead of a neckerchief—a fnost inter-

esting person : a poetical walker of the hospitals, and a “ very

talented young man.” He was fond of lugging ” into con-

versation, all sorts of quotations from Don Juan, without

fettering himself by the propriety of their application ;
in

which particular he was remarkably independent. The other,

Mr. Simpson, was one of those young men, who axe in society

what walking gentlemen are on the stage, only infinitely

worse skilled in his vocation than the most indifferent artist.

He was as empty-headed as the great bell of St. Paul's

;

always dressed according to the caricatures published in the

monthly fashions
;
and spelt Character with a K.

I saw a devilish number of parcels in the passage when I

came home,” simpered Mr. Simpson.

“Materials for the toilet, no doubt,” rejoined the Don Juan
reader.

• “ * Mnch linen, lace, and several pair
Of stockings, slippers, brushes, combs, complete

;

With other articles of ladies* f^r,
To keep them beautiful, or leave them neat.*

”

“ Is that from Milton ? ” inquired Mr. Simpson.
“Xo—from Byron,” returned Mr. Hicks, with a look of

contempt. He was quite sure of his author, because he had
never read any other. ** Hush ! Here come the gals,” and
they both commenced talking in a veiy loud key.

“ Mrs. Maplesone and the Miss Maplesones, Mr. Hicks.
Mr. Hicks Mrs. Maplesone and the Miss Maplesones,” said
Mrs. Tibbs, with a very red face, for she had been superin-
tending the cooking operations below stairs, and looked like a
wax doU on a sunny day. Mr. Simpson, I beg your pardon
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--Mr Simpson—^Mrs. Maplesone and the Miss Maplesones’’

—and vice versd. The gentlemen immediately began to slide

about with much politeness, and to look as if they wished

their arms had been legs, so little did they know what to do

Avith them. The ladies smiled, curtsied, and glided into

chairs, and dived for dropped pocket-handkerchiefs
;

the

gentlemen leant against two of the curtain-pegs
;
Mrs. Tibbs

went through an admirable bit of serious pantomime with a

servant who had come up to ask some question about the fish-

sauce
;
and then the two young ladies looked at each other ;

and everybody el^ appeared to discover something very

attractive in the pattern of the fender.

“Julia my love,** said Mrs. Maplesone to her youngest

daughter, in a tone loud enough for the remainder of the

company to hear,—“ Julia.**

“ Yes, Ma.**

“ Don*t stoop.**—This was said for the purpose of directing

general attention to Miss Julia’s figure, which was imdeniable.

Everybody looked at her, accordingly, and there was another

pause.
“ Wo had the most uncivil hackney-coachman to-day, you

can imagine,** said Mrs. Maplesone to Mrs, Tibbs, in a con-

fidential tone.

“ Dear me !
** replied the hostess, with an air of great

commiseration. She couldn't say more, for the servant again

appeared at the door, and commenced telegraphing most
earnestly to her “ Missis.**

“ I think hackney-coachmen generally are uncivil,** said

Mr. Hicks in his most insinuating tone.

“ Positively I think they are,** replied Mrs. Maplesone, as

if the idea had never struck her before.

“ And cabmen, tod,** said Mr. Simpson. This remark was
a failure, for no one intimated, by word or sign, the slightest

knowledge of the maimers and customs of cabmen.
“Kobinson, what do you want?** said Mrs. Tibbs to the

servaht, who, by way of making her presence known to her

mistress, had been giving sundry hems and snifib outside the

door, during the preceding five minutes.
“ Please, ma'am, master wants his clean things,** replied

the servant, taken off her guard. The two young men
tiuned their faces to the window, and “went off** like a

couple of bottles of ginger beer
;
the ladies put their hand-
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kercliiefs to their mouths ; and little Mrs. Tubbs bustled out of

the room to give Tibbs his clean linen,—and the servant

warning.

Mr. Calton, the remaining boarder, shortly afterwards made
his appearance, and proved a surprising pi'omoter of the con-

versation. Mr. Calton was a superannuated beau—an old

boy. He used to say of himself that although his features

were not regularly handsome, they were striking. They
certainly were. It was impossible to look at his face without

being reminded of a chubby street-door knocker, half-lion

half-monkey
;
and the comparison might be extended to his

whole character and conversation. He had stood stiU, while

ever3d;hing else had been moving. He never originated n

conversation, or started an idea
; but if any commonplace topic

were broached, or, to pursue the comparison, if anybody lifted

him upy he would hammer away with surprising rapidhy. He
had the tic-doloreux occasionally, and then he might be said

to bo muffled, because he did not make quite as much noise

as at other times, when he would go on prosing, rat-tat-tat

the same thing over and over again. He had never been
married; but he was stiU on the look-out for a wife with
money. He had a life interest worth about SOOl. a year—he
was exceedingly vain, and inordinately selfish. He had
acquired the reputation of being the very pink of politeness,

and he walked round the park, and up Regent-street, every day.

This respectable personage had made up his mind to render

himself exceedingly agreeable to Mrs. Maplesone—indeed,

the desire of being as amiable as possible extended itself to

the whole party
;
Mrs, Tibbs having considered it an admir-

able little bit of management to represent to the gentlemen
that she had tome reason to believe the ladies were fortunes,

and to hint to the ladies, that all the gentlemen were
eligible.” A little flirtation, she thought, might keep her

house full, without leading to any other result,

Mrs, Maplesone was an enterprising widow of about fifty

:

shrewd, scheming, and good-looking. She was amiably
anxious on behalf of her daughters

;
in proof whereof she

used to remark, that she would have no objection to marry
again, if it would benefit her dear girls—she could have no
other motive. The ** dear girls ” themselves were not at all

insensible to the merits of ‘‘a good establishment.” One of
them was twenty-five

; the other, three years youngper. They
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had been at different watering-places, for four seasons
;
they

had gambled at libraries, read books in balconies, sold at

fiincy fairs, danced at assemblies, talked sentiment—^in short,

they had done aU that industrious girls could do—^but, as yet,

to no purpose.

What a magnificent dresser Mr. Simpson is !
*' whispered

Matilda Maplesone to her sister Julia.

Splendid !

** returned the youngest. The magnificent

individual alluded to wore a maroon-coloured dress-coet, with

a velvet collar and cuffs of the same tint—^very like that

which usually invests the form of the distinguished unknown
who condescends to play the ''swell’* in the pantomime at

" Richardson’s Show.”
" What whiskers I

” said Miss Julia.

" Charming !
” responded her sister

;
" and what hair !

”

His hair was like a wig, and distinguished by that insinuating

wave which graces the shining locks of those chefs-d'oeuvre oi

art surmounting the waxen images in BarteUot’s window, in

Regent-street
;
his whiskers meeting beneath his chin, seemed

strings wherewith to tie it on, ere science had rendered them
unnecessary by her patent invisible springs.

"Dinner’s on the table, ma’am, if you please,” said the

boy, who now appeared for the first time, in a revived black

coat of Jiis master’s.

" Oh ! Mr. Calton, will you lead Mrs. Maplesone ?—Thank
you.” Mr. Simpson offered his arm to Miss Julia

;
Mr.

Septimus Hicks escorted the lovely Matilda
;

and the pro-

cession proceeded to the dining-room. Mr. Tibbs was
introduced, and Mr. Tibbs bobbed up and down to the three

ladies like a figure in a Dutch clock, with a powerful spring

in the middle of his body, and then dived rapidly into his

seat at the bottom of the table, delighted to screen himself

behind a soup-tureen, which he could just see over, and that

was all. Ihe boarders were seated, a lady and gentleman
alternately, like the layers of bread and meat in a plate of

sandwiches
;
and then Mrs. Tibbs directed James to take off

the covers. Salmon, lobster-sauce, giblet-soup, and the

usual accompaniments were discovered
:
potatoes like petrifac-

tions, and bits of toasted bread, the shape and size of blank
dice.

‘ Soup for Mrs. ISIaplesone, my dear,” said the bustling

Mrs Tibbs. She always called her husband "my dear”
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before company. Tibbs who had been eating his bread, and

calculating how long it would bo before he should get any

fish, helped the soup in a hurry, made a small island on the

tableclo^, and put his glass upon it, to hide it from his wife.
** Miss Julia, shall I assist you to some fish ?

**

If you please—very little—oh
!
plenty, thank you (a

bit about the size of a walnut put upon the plate).

Julia is a very little eater,** said Mrs. Maplesone to Mr.

Calton.

The knocker gave a single rap. He was busy eating the

fish with his eyes : so he only ejaculated, ** Ah !

**

** My dear,** said Mrs. Tibbs to her spouse after every one

else had been helped, “What do you take?** The inquiry

was accompanied with a look intimating that he mustn't say

fish, because there was not much left. Tibbs thought the

fix)wn referred to the island on the tablecloth
;
he therefore

cooUy replied, “ Why—I *11 take a little—^fish, I think.**

“ Did you say fish, my dear? ** (another frown.)

“Yes, dear,** replied the villain, with an expression of

acute hunger depicted in his countenance. The tears almost

started to Mrs. Tibbs’s eyes as she helped her “ wretch of a

husband,** as she inwardly called him, to the last eatable bit

of salmon on the dish.

“James, take this to your master, and take away your

master’s knife.** This was deliberate revenge, as Tibbs never

could eat fish without one. He was, however, constrained to

chase small particles of salmon round and round his plate

with a piece of bread and a fork, the number of suco^sful

attempts being about one in seventeen.
“ Take away, James," said Mrs. Tibbs, as Tibbs swallowed

the fourth mouthful—and away went the plates like lightning.
“ 1 *IL take a bit of bread, James," said the poor “ mastei

of the house,** more hungry than ever.

“Never mind your master now, James,’** said Mrs. Tibbs,
“ see about the meat." This was conveyed in tone in

whi<ih ladies usually give admonitions to servants in company,
that is to say, a low one

; but which, like a stage whisper,
from its peculiar emphasis, is most distinctly heard by every-
body present.

A pause ensued, before the table was replenished—a sort
of parenthesis in which Mr. Simpson, Mr. Calton, and Mr.
Hicks, produced respectfully a bottle of sauteme, buoelliia
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and slierry, and took wine with eveiybody—except Tibbe.

No one ever thought of him.

Between the £ish and an intimated airloin, there was a

prolonged interval.

Here was an opportunify for Mr. Hicks. He could not

resist the singularly appropriate quotation

—

** But beef ia rare within these ozless isles
;

Goats* flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton.

And, a’heu a holiday upon them smiles,

A joint upon their l^rbarons sjHte they put on.**

Very ungentlemanly behaviour,” thought little Mrs. Tibbs,

” to talk in that way.”
“Ah,” said Mr. Calton, filling his glass. “ Tom Moore is

my poet.”
“ And mine,” said Mrs. Maplesone.
“ And mine,” said Miss Julia.

“ And mine,” added Mr. Simpson.
“ Look at his compositions,” resumed the knocker.

“To be sure,” said Simpson, with confidence.

“ Look at Don Juan,” rephed Mr. Septimus Hicks.

“Julia’s letter,” suggested Miss Matilda.
“ Can anything be grander than the Fire Worshippers ?

”

inquired Miss Julia.

“To be sure,” said Simpson.
“ Or Paradise and the Peri,” said the old beau.
“ Yes

;
or Paradise and the Peer,” repeated Simpson, who

thought he was getting tlirough it capitidly.

“It’s all veiy well,” replied Mr. Septimus Hicks, who, as

we have before hinted, never had read aiijthing but Don Juan.
“ VTiere will you find anything finer than the description of

the siege, at the commencement of the seventh canto?”
“ Talking of a siege,” said Tibbs, with a mouthful of bread—“ when I was in the volunteer coi pa, in eighteen hundred

and six, our commanding officer was Sir Charles Rampai't

;

and one day, when we were exercising on the ground on
which the London University now stands, he says, says he,

Tibbs (calling me from the ranks) Tibbs—

”

“Tell your master, James.” interrupted Mrs. Tibbs, ia an

awfully distinct tone, “ tell your master if he won't carve those

fowls, to send them to me.” The discomfited volunteer

instantly set to woi-k, and carved the fowls almost as expo-
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iitiously as his wife operated on the haunch of muttoiL

Whether he ever finished the story is not known
;
but, he

did, nobody heard it.

As the ice was now broken, and the new inmates more at

home, every member of the company felt more at ease. Tibbs

himself most certainly did, because he went to sleep imme-
diately after dinner. Mr. Hicks and the ladies discoursed

most eloquently about poetry, and the theatres, and Lord

Chesterfield’s Letters; and Mr. Calton followed up what every-

body said, with continuous double knocks. Mrs. Tibbs highly

approved of every observation that fell from Mrs. Maplesone

;

and as Mr. Simpson sat with a smile upon his face and said

“ Yes,” or “ Certainly,” at intervals of about four minutes

sack, he received full credit for understanding what was going

forward. The gentlemen rejoined the ladies in the drawing-

room very shortly after they had left the dining-parlour.

Mrs. Maplesone and Mr. Calton played cribbage, and the

‘^3'oung people ” amused themselves with music and conver-

sation. The Miss Majdesones sang the most fascinating duets,

and accompanied themselves on guitars, ornamented with bits

of ethereal blue ribbon. Mr. Simpson put on a pink waistcoat,

and said he was in raptures
;
and Mr. Hicks felt in the

seventh heaven of poetry, or the seventh canto of Don Juan
—it was the same thing to him. Mrs. Tibbs was quite

charmed with the new comers; and JNIr. Tibbs spent the

evening in his usual way—he went to sleep, and woke up,

and went to sleep again, and woke at supper-time.

We are not about to adopt the licence of novel-writers, and
to let ‘‘years roll on;” but we will take the liberty of

requesting the reader to suppose that six months have elapsed,

since the dinner w’^e have described, and that Mrs. Tibbs’s

boarders have, during that period, sang, and danced, and
gone to theatres and exhibitions, together, as ladies and
gentlemen, wherever they board, often do. And we will beg
them, the period we have mentioned having elapsed, to

imagine farther, that Mr. Septimus Hicks received, in his own
liedi’oom (a front attic), at an early hour one morning, a note

from ^Ir. Calton, requesting the favoiu* of seeing him, as soon
as convenient to himseK, in his (Calton’ s) dressing-room on
the second floor back.
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‘'Tell Mr. Calton I’ll come down directly,” said Mr.

Septimus to the boy. “Stop— is Mr. Calton unwell?”

inquired this excited walker of hospitals, as he put on a bed-

ftmiiture-looking dressing-gown.
“ Not as I knows on, sir,” replied the boy. “ Please, sir,

he looked rather rum, as it might be.”

“ Ah, that ’s no proof of his being ill,” returned Hicks,

unconsciously. “ Very well: I ’ll be down directly.” Down
stairs ran ihe boy with the message, and down went the

excited Hicks himself, almost as soon as the message was
delivered. “Tap, tap.” “Come in.”—Door opens, and

discovers Mr. Calton sitting in an eai^ chair. Mutual shakes

of the hand exchanged, and Mr. Septimus Hifcks motioned to

a seat. A short pause. .Mr. Hicks coughed, and Mfr.^^Calton

took a pinch of snuff. It was one of those interviews where

neither party knows what to say. Mr. Septimus Hicks broke

silence.

“ I received a note
—” he said, very tremulously, in a voice

Uke a Punch with a cold.

“Yes,” retrimed the other, “you did.”

“ Exactly.”

“Yes.”
Now, although this dialogue must have been satisfactory,

both gentlemen felt there was something more important to

be said
;
therefore they did as most men in such a situation

would have done—they looked at the table with a determined
aspect. The conversation had been opened, however, and
Mr. Calton had made up his mind to continue it, with a
regular double knock. He always spoke very pompously.

“ Hicks,” said he, “ I have sent for you, in consequence of

certain arrangements which are pending in this house, con-
nected with a marriage.”

“ With a marriage ! ” gasped Hicks, compared with whose
expression of coimtenance, Hamlet’s, when he sees his father’s

ghost, is pleasing and composed.
“ With a marriage,” returned the knocker. “ I have sent

for you to prove the great confidence I can repose in you.”
“ And will you betray me ? ” eagerly inqiiired Hicks, who

m his alarm had even forgotten to quote.
“ I betray you ! Won’t you betray ms ?

”

“ Never : no one shall know, to my dying day, that you
had a hand in the business,” responded the agitated Hicks
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with an inflamed countenance, and his hair standing on oud

AS if he were on the stool of an electrifying machine in full

operation.

“ People must know that, some time or other—^within a

year, I imagine,*’ said Mr. Calton, with an air of great self-

fX)mplacency. ** We may have a family.**

** We /—That won’t affect you, surely ?
**

** The devil it won’t !

**

No ! how can it ? ** said the bewildered Hicks. Calton

was too much inwrapped in the contemplation of his happi-

ness to see the equivoque between Hicks and himself; and

threw himself back in his chair. Oh, Matilda !
*’ sighed

the antique beau, in a lack-a-doisical voice, and applying his

right hand a little to the left of the fourth button of his

waistcoat, counting from the bottom. ‘‘ Oh, Matilda !

”

What Matilda ?
** inquired Hicks, starting up.

** Matilda Maplesono,” responded the other, doing the
** 1 marry her to-morrow morning,** said Hicks.
**

It *s false,’* rejoined his companion ; I marry her !

”

** You marry her !

**

**
I marry her !

**

You marry Matilda Maplesone ?
**

** Matilda Maplesone.**
“ Miss Maplesone marry you f *’•

** Miss Maplesone ! No : Mrs. Maplesone.’*
“ Good Heaven !

” said Hicks, falling into his chair : You
many the mother, and I the daughter !

**

** Most extraordinary circumstance !
** replied Mr. Calton,

** and rather inconvenient too ;
for the fact is, that owing to

Matilda’s wishing to keep her intention secret from her

daughters until tlie ceremony had taken place, she doesn’t

like applymg to any of her friends to give her away. I enter-

tain an objection to making the affair known to my acquain-

tance just now
;
and the consequence is, that I sent to you, to

know whether you *d oblige me by acting as father.**

should have been most happy, I assure you,** said
Hicks, in a tone of condolence; “ but, you see, I shall be aAting

as bridegroom. One character is frequently a consequence of
the other

;
but it is not usual to act in both at the same time.

There ’s Simpson—I have no doubt he ’ll do it for you.”
** 1 don’t like to ask him,” replied Calton

;

** he ’s such
a donkey.”
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Mt. Septimus Hicks looked up at the ceiling, and down at

the floor
;
at last an idea strudk him. Let ^ man of the

house, 'nbbs, be the father,” he suggested; and then he

quoted, as peculiarly applicable to Tibbs and the pair—

** Oh Powers of HeaTen t what dark eyes meets she there f

*Tis
—

'tie her father's—^fixed upon t^ pair.**

*'Tbe idea has struck me already,” said Mr. Calton ; '^but^

you see, Matilda, for what reason I know not, is Teiy anxious

that yttB. Tibbs should know nothing about it, tiU it’s all

over. It *8 a natural delicacy, after all, you know.”

**He*8 the best-natured Httle man in existence, if you
manage him properly,” said Mr. Septimus Hicks. ** Tell him
not to mention it to his wife, and assure him she won’t mind
it, and he ’ll do it directly. My marriage is to be a secret

one, on account of the mother and my father: therefore he
must be enjoined to secrecy.”

A small double knock, like a presumptuous single one, was
tbat instant beard at the street-door. It was Tibbs

; it could

be no one else; for no one else occupied five minutes in

nibbing his shoes. He had been out to pay the baker’s bill.

‘‘Mr. Tibbs,” called Mr. Calton in a very bland tone,

looking over the banisters.

“ Sir I replied he of the dirty face.

“Will you have the kindness to step up stairs for a
moment? ”

“ Certainly, sir,” said Tibbs, delighted to be taken notice

of. The bedroom-door W6W carefully closed, and Tibbs,
having put his hat on the floor (as most timid men do), and
been accommodated with a seat, looked as astounded as if he
were suddenly sumiuoned before the familiars of

^
the Inqui-

sition.

“ A rather unpleasant occurrence, Mr. Tibbs,” said Caltoxk,

in a very portentous manner, “ obL'ges me to consult you, and
to beg you will not communicate what I am about to say, to

your wife.”

Tibbs acquiesced, wondering in his own mind what the
deuce the other could have done, and imagining that at least
ho must have broken the best decanters.

Mr. Calton resumed
;
“ I am placed, Mr, Tibbs, in rather

an unpleasant situation.”

Tibbs looked at ^Ir. Septimus Hicks, as if he thought ilr
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H.’b being in the immediate vicinity of his fellow-boarder

might constitute the unpleasantness of his situation
;
but as

he did not exactly know what to say, he merely ejaculated the

monosyllable Lor

!

“Now,” continued the knocker, “let me beg you will

exhibit no manifestations of surprise, which may be overheard

by the domestics, when I tell you—command your feelings of

astonishment—^that two inmates of this house intend to be

married to-morrow morning.” And he drew back his chair,

several feet, to perceive the effect of the unlooked-for an-

nouncement.

K Tibbs had rushed from the room, staggered down Stairs,

and fainted in the passage—if he had instantaneously jumped
out of the window into the mews beliind the house, in an
agony of surprise—his behaviour would have been much less

inexplicable to Mr. Calton than it was, when he put his hands

into his inexpressible-pockets, and said with a half-chuckle,

“ Just so.”

“ You are not surprised, Mr. Tibbs ? ” inquired Mr. Calton.

“ Bless you, no, sir,” returned Tibbs
;
“ after all it ^s very

natural. \^en two young people got together, you know ”

“ Certainly, certainly,” said Calton, with an indescribable

air of self-satisfaction.

“ You don’t think it’s at all an out-of-the-way affair then ?”

asked Mr. Septimus Hicks, who had watched the countenance

of Tibbs in mute astonishment.
“ No, sir,” replied Tibbs

;
“ I was just the same at his age.”

He actually smiled when he said this.

“ How devilish well I must carry my years !
” thought the

delighted old beau, knowing he was at least ten years older

than Tibbs at that moment.
“Well, ‘then, to come to the point at once,” he continued,

** I have to ask you whether you will object to act as father

m the occasion ?
”

“Certainly not,” replied Tibbs; still without evincing an
atom of surprise.

“ You will not ?
”

“ Decidedly not,” reiterated Tibbs, still as calm as a pot of

porter with the head off.

Mr. Calton seized the hand of the petticoat-governed little

man, and vowed eternal fdendsliip from that hour. Hicks,
who was all admiration and surprise, did the same.
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‘'Now confess/* asked Mr. Calton of Tibbs, as be picked up
Lis bat, “ were you not a little surprised ? **

*' I b’lieve j’^ou !
** replied that illustrious person, bolding up

one hand ;
“I b*lieve you ! When I first beard of it.**

‘‘ So sudden,** said Septimus Hicks.

“ So strange to ask me, you know,** said Tibbs.

“ So odd altogether !
** said the superannuated love-maker

;

and then all three laughed.

‘‘I say,** said Tibbs, shutting the door which he bad
previously opened, and giving fiill vent to a hitherto corked-up

giggle, “ what bothers me is, what tvill his father say ?
**

Mr. Septimus Hicks looked at Mr. Calton.

“ Yes
;
but the best of it is/* said the latter, giggling in

bis turn, “ I haven’t got a father—he ! he ! he !

**

“ You haven’t got a father. No ; but he has,** said Tibbs.

“ Who has?** inquired Septimus Hicks.
“ Why Aiwi.**

“ Him, who ? Do you know my secret ? Do you mean me ?
**

“ You ! No
;
you know who I mean,** returned Tibbs with

a knowing wink.

“For Heaven’s sake whom do you mean?** inquired Mr.

Calton, who, like Septimus Hicks, was all but out of his

senses at the strange confusion.

“Why Mr. Simpson, of course,** replied Tibbs; “who else

could I mean ?
’*

“ I see it all/’ said the Byron-quoter
; “Simpson marries

Julia Maplesone to-morrow morning !

**

“Undoubtedly,” replied Tibbs, thoroughly satisfied, “Oj.

course he does.”

It would require the pencil of Hogarth to illustrate—our

feeble pen is inadequate to describe—^the expression which
the coimtenances of Mr. Calton and Mr. Septimus Hicks

respectively assumed, at this unexpected announcement.

Equally impossible is it to describe, although perhaps it is

easier for our lady readers to imagine, what arts the three

ladies could have used, so completely to entangle their separate

j)artners. Whatever they were, however, they v^ere successfiil.

The mother was perfectly aware of the intended marriage ot

both daughters
;
and the young ladies were equally acquainted

v’ith the intention of their estimable parent. They agi’eed

however, that it would have a much better appearance if eacli

feigned ignorance of the other’s engagement; and it was*
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equally desirable that all the marriages should take place ou

the same day, to preyent the disooveiy of one clwdestine

alliance, operating prejudicially on the others. Hence, the

mystification of Mr. C^ton and Mr. Septimus Hicks, and the

pre<eDgagement of the unwary Tibbs.

On the following morning, Mr. Septimus Hicks was united

to Miss Matilda Maplesone. Mr. Simpson also entered into a

''holy alliance” with Miss Julia: Tibbs acting as father

"his first appearance in that character.” l^fr. Calton, not

being quite so eager as the two young men, was rather struck

by the double dis^veiy
;
and as he had found some dif&culty

in getting any one to give, the lady away, it occurred to him
that the best mode of obviating the inconyenience would be

not to take her at all. The liiy, however, "appealed,” as

her counsel said on the trial of the cause, Maplesone v. Calton^

for a breach of promise, " with a broken heart, to the outraged

laws of her country.” She recovered damages to the amount
of 1,000Z. which the unfortunate knocker was compelled to

pay. Mr. Septimus Hicks having walked the hospitals, took

it into his head to walk off altogether. His injured wife is at

present residing with her mother at Boulogne, Mr. Simpson,

having the misfortune to lose his wife six weeks after marriage

(by her eloping with an officer during his temporary sojourn

in the Fleet Prison, in consequence of his inability to discharge

her little mantua-maker’s bill), and being disinherited by his

father, who died soon afterwards, was fortunate enough to

obtain a permanent engagement at a fashionable hair-cutter’s
j

hairdressing being a science to which he had frequently

directed his attention. In this situation ho had necessarily

many opportunities of making himself acquainted with the

habits, and style of thinking, of the exclusive portion of the

nobilily of this kingdom. To this fortimate circumstance are

we indebted for the production of those brilliant efforts of

genius, his fashionable novels, which so long as good taste,

nnsullied by exaggeration, cant, and quackery, continues to

exist, cannot fail to instruct and amuse the thinking portion

of the communit3^
It only remains to add, that this complication of disorders

completely deprived poor Mrs. Tibbs of all her inmates,

except the one whom she co\ild have best spared—her husband.
That wretched little man returned home, on the day of the

wedding, ih a state of partial intoxication; and, under tho







THB BOAEDING-HOUSB. 275

influenoe of wine^ exoitemout^ and despair, actually dared to

brave the anger of his wife. Since that ill-fated hour he has

constantly taken his meals in the kitchen, to which apartment,

it is understood, his witticisms will be in future conhned : a

tum-up bedstead having been conveyed there by Mrs. Tibbs’s

order for his exclusive accommodation. It is possible that he
will be enabled to finish, in that seclusion, ^ story of the

volimteers.

The advertisement has again appeared in the morning

papers. Results must be reserved for another chapter.

CHAPTER THE SECOND.

‘‘Well!” sai4 little Mrs. Tibbs to herself, as she sat in

the front parlour of the Coram-street mansion one morning,

mending a piece of stair-carpet off the first landing ;
—“ Things

have not’ turned out so badly, either, and if I only get a favour-

able answer to the advertisement, we shall be full again.”

Mrs. Tibbs resumed her occupation of making worsted

lattice work in the carpet, anxiously listening to the twopenny
postman, wfio was hammering his way down the street, at the

rate of a penny a knock. The house as as quiet as possible.

There was only one low sound to be heard—it was the

unhappy Tibbs cleaning the gentlemen’s boots in the back
kitchen, and accompanying himself with a buzzing noise, in

wretched mockery of humming a tune.

The postman drew near the house. He pause<l—so did

Mrs. Tibbs. A knock—a bustle—a letter—post-paid.

** T. I. presents compt. to I. T. and T. I. begs To say that

i see the ^vertisement And she will Do Hers^ tlie pleasure

of calling On you at 12 o’clock to-morrow morning,

“T. I. as To apologise to I. T. for the shortness Of the

notice But i hope it will not unconvenience you.

I remain yours Truly
“ Wednesday evening.”

4^

Little Mrs. Tibbs perused the document, over and over

again ; and the more die read it, the more was die confused
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by the mixture of the first and third person ; the substitation

of the ** I
**

for the '' T. I.
;

and the transiticn from the
**

I. T.” to the ** you.” The writing looked like a skein of

thread in a tangle, and the note was ingeniously folded intd a

perfect square, with the direction squeezed up into the right*

hand comer, as if it were ashamed of itself. The back of the

epistle was pleasingly ornamented with a large red wafer,

which, with the addition of divers ink-stains, bore a marvellous

resemblance to a black beetle trodden upon. One thing, how*

jever, was perfectly clear to the perplexed Mrs. Tibbs. Some-

body was to call at twelve. The drawing-room was forthwith

dusted for the third time that morning
;
three or four chairs

were pulled out of their places, and a corresponding number
of books carefully upset, in order that there might be a due

absence of formality. Down went the piece of stair-carpet

before noticed, and up ran Mrs. Tibbs ^‘to make herself

tidy.”

The clock of New Saint Pancras Church struck twelve, and

the Foundling, with laudable politeness, did the same ten

minutes afterwards. Saint something else struck the quarter,

and then there arrived a single lady with a double knock, in a
pelisse the colour of the interior of a damson pie

j
a bonnet of

the same, with a regular conservatory of artifrcia} flowers
;
a

white veil, and a green parasol, with a cobweb border.

The visitor (who was very fat and red-faced) was shown
into the drawing-room

;
Mrs. Tibbs presented herself, and the

negotiation commenced.

“I called in consequence of an advertisement,” said the

stranger, in a voice as if she had been playing a set of Pan’s

pipes for a fortnight without leaving off.

“Yes!” said Mrs. Tibbs, rubbing her hands very slowly,

and looking the applicant full in the face—two things she
always did on such occasions.

“ Money isn’t no object whatever to me,” said the lady, “ so
much as living in a state of retirement and obtrusion.”

Mrs. Tibbs, as a matter of course, acquiesced in such an
exceedingly natural desire.

“ I am constantly attended by a medical man,” resumed the
pcHsse wearer

;
“I have been a shocking Unitarian for some

time—I, indeed, have had very little peace sindfe the death of
Mr. Bloss.”

Mrs, Tibbs looked at the relict of the departed Bloss,^and
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thought he must have had very little peace in his time. Of

course she could not say so
;
so she looked very sympathising.

shall be a good deal of trouble to you/^ said Mrs.

Bloss ;
but, for that trouble I am willing to pay. I am

going through a course of treatment wliich renders attention

necessary. I have one mutton chop in bed at half-past eight,

and anotlier at ten, every morning.”

Mrs. Tibbs, as in duty bound, expressed the j)ity she felt

for any body placed in such a distressing situation
;
and the

carnivorous Mrs. Bloss proceeded to arrange the various pre-

liminaries with wonderful despatch. Now mind,” said that

lady, after terms were arranged; I am to have the second-

floor front, for my bed-room ?
”

^*Yes, ma’am.”
And you ’ll find room for my little servant Agnes ?

”

** Oh ! certainly.”

** And I can have one of the cellars in the area for my
bottled porter.”

**With the greatest pleasure;—James shall get it ready

for you by Satui’day.”

And 1 11 join the companj” at the breakfast-table on

Sunday morning,” said Mrs. Bloss. shall get up on

purpose.”

^‘Very well,” returned Mrs. Tibbs, in her most amiable

tone; for satisfactory references liad “been given and re-

quired,” and it Was quite certain that the new comer had
plenty of money. “ It ’s rather singular,” continued JMrs.

Tibbs, with uhat was meant for a most bewitching smile,

“ that we have a gentleman now ^^'ith us, who is in a very

delicate state of health— a Mr. Gobler.—His apartment is the

back drawing-room.”
“ The next room ? ” inquired Mrs. Bloss.

“The next room,” repeated the hostess.

“ How very promiscuous !
” ejaculated the widow.

“ He hardly ever gets up,” said Airs. Tibbs in a whlspei\
“ Lor !

” cried Mrs. Bloss, in an equally low tone.
“ And when he is up,” said Airs. Tibbs, “ we never can

persuade him to go to bed again.”
“ Dear me !

” said the astonislied Airs. Bloss, drawing her
chair nearer Airs. Tibbs. “ AVhat is his complaint ?

”

“Why, the fact is,” replied Airs. Tibbs, with a moat com*

mimicative air, “he has no stomach whatever.”
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‘‘No inquired Mrs. Bloss, with a look of the mosl

indescribable alarm.

No stomach/* repeated Mrs. Tibbs, with a shake of the

head.

Lord bless us ! what an extraordinary case !
*’ gasped Mrs.

Bloss, as if she understood the communication in its literal

sense, and was astonished at a gentleman without a stomach

finding it necessary to board anjrwhere.

AVhen I say he has no stomach,** explained tlie chatty

little Mrs. Tibbs, “ I mean that his digestion is so much im-

paired, and liis interior so deranged, that his stomach is not

of the least use to him ;—in fact, it *s an inconvenience.**

Never heard such a case in my life !
** exclaimed Mrs.

Bloss. “ Why, he *8 worse than I am.*’

Oh, yes !
** replied Mrs. Tibbs ;

—**
certainly.*’ She said

this with great confidence, for the damson pelisse suggested

that Mrs. Bloss, at all events, was not suffering under Mr.

Gobler’s complaint.

You have quite incited my curiosity,” said Mrs. Bloss, as

she rose to depart. How I long to see him !

**

*‘He generally comes down, once a week,** replied Mrs.

Tibbs
; I dai'e say you *11 see him on Sunday.** With this

consolatory promise Mrs. Bloss was obliged to be contented.

She accordingly walked slowly down the stairs, detailing her

complaints all th^ way
;
and Mrs. Tibbs followed her, utter-

ing an exclamation of compassion at every step. James (who
looked very gritty, for he was cleaning the knives) fed up the

kitchen-stairs, and opened the street-door
;
and, after mutual

farewells, Mrs. Bloss slowly departed, down the shady side of

the street.

It is almost superfluous to say, that the lady whom we
have just sho^vll out at the street-door (and whom the two
female servants are now inspecting from tlie second-floor

windows) was exceedingly vulgar, ignorant, and selfish. Her
deceased better-half had been an eminent cork-cutter, in which
capacity he had amassed a decent fortune. He had no relative

but his nephew, and no friend but his cook. The former had
the insolence one morning to ask for the loan of fifteen

pounds
;

and, by way of retaliation, he married the latter

next day
;
he made a will immediately afterwards, containing

a burst of honest indignation against his nephew, (who sup-
ported himself and two sisters on lOOL a year), and a bequest
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of his whole property to his wife. lie felt ill after breakfast,

and died after dinner. There is a luantelpiece-looking tablet

in a civic parish church, setting forth his virtues, and deidor-

ing his loss. He never dishonoured a bill, or gave away a

h^penny.
The relict and sole executrix of this noble-minded man was

an odd mixture of shrewdness and simplicity, liberality and
meanness. Bred up as she had been, she knew no mode of

living so agreeable as a boarding-house
;
and having nothing

to do, and nothing to wish for, she naturally imagined she

must be very ill—an impression which was most assiduously

promoted by her medical attendant, Dr. Wosky, and her

handmaid Agnes : both of whom, doubtless for good reasons,

encouraged all her extravagant notions.

Since the catastrophe recorded in the last chapter, Mrs.

Tibbs had been very shy of young-lady boarders. Her present

inmates were all lords of the creation, and she availed herself

of the opportunity of their assemblage at the dinner-table, to

announce the oxx)eoted arrival of Mrs. Bloss. The gentlemen

received the commimication with stoical indifference, and Mrs.

Tibbs devoted all her energies to prepare for the reception of

the valetudinarian. The second-floor front was scrubbed,

and washed, and flannelled, tiU the wet went through to

the drawing-room ceiling. Clean white counterpanes, and

tturtains, and napkins, water-bottles as clear as crystal, blue

jugs, and mahogany furniture, added to the splendour, and

increased the comfort, of the apartment. The woi'ming-pan

was in constant requisition, and a fire lighted in the room

every day. The chattels of Mrs. Bloss were forwarded by

inst^ments. First, there came a laige hamper of Ouinness’s

stout, and an umbrella
;
then, a train of trunks

;
then, a pair

of clogs and a bandbox ;
then, an easy chair with an air-

cushion
;
then, a variety of suspicious-looking packages

;
and—

** though last not least”— Mrs. Bloss and Agnes: the

latter in a cherry-coloured merino dress, open-work stockings,

and shoes with sandals : like a disguised Columbine.

The installation of the Duke of Wellington, as Chancellor

of the University of Oxford, was nothing, in point of bustle

and turmoil, to the installation of Mrs. Bloss in her neA\

quarters. True, there was no bright doctor of civil law to

deliver a classical address on the occasion
;
but there were

several other old v omen present, who spoke quite as much tQ
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the purposa, and understood themselves equally Trdl. The
(hop-eater was so fatigued with the process of removal that

she declined leaving her room until the following morning

;

so a mutton-chop, pickle, a pill, a pint bottle of stout, and
other medicines, were carried up-stairs for her consumption.

Why, what do you think, ma’am ? ” inquired the inqui-

sitive Agnt^ of her mistress, after they had been in the house

some tliree hours
;

** what do you think, ma’am ? the lady of

the house is married.”

^'Married! ” said Mrs. Bloss, taking the pill and a draught
of Guinnoss— married ! Unpossible I

”

*‘Slie is indeed, ma’am,” returned the Columbine; "and
her husband, ma’am, lives—he—he—he— lives in the

kitchen, ma’am.”
" In the kitchen ’

”

"Yes, ma’am: and he—he—^he—the housemaid says, he
never goes into the parlour except on Sundays; and that

Mrs. Tibbs makes him clean the gentlemen’s boots
;
and that

he cleans the windows, too, sometimes
;
and that one morning

early, w'hen he was in the front balcony cleaning the drawing-
room windows, he called out to a gentleman on the opposite

side of the way, who used to live here— ^ Ah ! Mr. Calton,

sir, how are you ?
’ ” Here the attendant laughed till Mrs.

Bloss Tvas in serious apprehension of her chuckling herself

into a fit.

" Well, I never !
” said Mrs. Bloss.

"Yes. And please, ma’am, the servants gives him gin-

and-water sometimes
;
and then he cries, and says he hates

his wife and the hoarders, and wants to tickle them,”
" Ticlde the hoarders !

” exclaimed Mrs. Bloss, seriously

alarmed.
" No, ma’am, not the boarders, the servants.”
" Oh, is that all !

” said Mrs. Bloss, quite satisfied.

"He wanted to kiss me as I came up the kitchen-stairs,

just now,” said Agnes, indignantly; "but I gave it him

—

a little wretch !

”

This inbeUigence was hut too true. A long course of snub-

bing and neglect; his days spent in the kitchen, and his

nights in the turn-up bedstead, had completely broken the
little spirit that the unfortxmate volunteer had ever possessed.

Ho had no one to whom he could detail his injmdes but
tlic soiwants, and they were almost of necessity Ids chosen
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confidants. It is no less strange than true, however, that the
little weaknesses which he had incurred, most probably during
his military career, seemed to ircrease as his comforts
diminished. He was actually a sor;. of journeyman Giovanni
of the basement story.

The next morning, being Sund^.y, breakfast was laid in the
front larlour at ten o’clock. Nine was the usual time, but
the fiiraily always breakfasted an hour later on sabbath.
Tibbs enrobed himself in his Sunday costume—a black
coat, and exceedingly short, thin trousers

;
with a very large

white waistcoat, white stockings ai d cravat, and Blucher boots

—and mounted to the parlour aforesaid. Nobody had come
down, and he amused himself by drinking the contents of the

milkpot with a teaspoon.

A pair of slippers were heard descending the stairs. Tibbs
flew to a chair

;
and a stem-looking man, of about fifty, with

very little hair on his head, and a Sunday paper in his hand,

entered the room.
** Good morning, Mr. Evenson,” said Tibbs, very humbly,

with something between a nod and bow.

How do you, Mr. Tibbs?” replied he of the slippers,

as he sat himself down, and began to read his paper without

saying another word.

Is Mr. Wisbottle in town to-day, do you know, sir ?
”

inquired Tibbs, just for the sake of saying something.

I should think he was,” replied the stem gentleman.

He was whistling ^The Light Guitar/ in the next room to

mine, at five o’clock this morning.”

He’s very fond of whistling,” said Tibbs, with a slight

smirk.
“ Yes—I ain’t,” was the laconic reply.

Mr. John Evenson was in the receipt of an independent

income, arising chiefly from various houses he owned in the

different suburbs. He was very morose and discontented.

He was a thorough radical, and used to attend a great variety

of pubHc meetings, for the express purpose of finding fauli

with everything that was proposed. Mr. Wisbottle, on the

other hand, was a high Tory. He was a clerk in the Woods
and Forests Office, which he considered rather an aristocratic

employment; he knew the peerage by heart, and could tell

you, off-hand, where any illustrious personage lived. He had

a gx>od set of teeth, and a capital tailor. Mr. Evenson looked
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on oH these qualifications with profound contempt
;
and the

consequence was that the two were always disputing, much tr>

the edification of the rest of the house. It should be added,

that, in addition to his partiality for whistling, Mr. Wisbottle

had a great idea of his singing powers. There wore two

other boarders, besides the gentleman in the back drawing-

room— Mr. Alfred Tomkins and Mr. Frederick O’Bleary.

Mr. Tomkins was a clerk in a wine-house; he was a con-

noisseur in paintings, and had a wonderful eye for the pictu-

resque. Mr. O’Bleary was an Irishman, recently imported

;

he was in a perfectly wild state; and had come over to

England to be an apothecary, a clerk in a government office,

an actor, a reporter, or anything else that turned up—he was
not particular. lie was on familiar terms with two small

Irish members, and got franks for every body in the house.

He felt convinced that his intrinsic merits must procure him
a high destiny. He wore shepherd’s-plaid inexpressibles, and

used to look iindor all the ladies’ bonnets as he walked along

fhe streets. His manners and appearance reminded one of

Orson.
** Here comes Mr. Wisbottle,” said Tibbs

;
and Mr. Wis-

bottle fortliwitli appeared in blue slippers, and a shawl

dressing-gown, whistling Di piacerJ^

Good morning, sjr,” said Tibbs again. It was almost the

only thing he ever said to anybody.

How are you, Tibbs ? ” condescendingly replied the

amateur
;
and lie walked to the window, and whistled louder

than ever.

Pretty air, that !” said Evenson, with a snarl, and without

taking his eyes off the paper.

Glad you like it,” replied Wisbottle, highly gratified.

Don’t you tliink it would sound better, if you whistled it

a little louder? ” inquired the mastiff.

^^No; I don’t think it woidd,” rejoined the unconscious

Wisbottle.
‘‘ I ’U tell you what, Wisbottle,” said Evenson, who had been

bottling up his anger for some hours— ** the next time you
feel disposed to vdiistle ‘ The Light Guitar ’ at five o’clock in

the morning, 1 ’ll trouble you to whistle it with your head out

o’ window. If you don’t, I ’ll loam the triangle—I will by

—

The entrance of Mrs. Tibbs (with the keys in a little baidtetl

interrupted the threat, and prevented its conclusion.
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Mrs. Tibbs apologised for being down rather late
; the bell

was rung; James brought up the um, and received an un-

limited order for dry toast and bacon. Tibbs sat down at the

bottom of the table, and began eating water-cresses like

a Nebuchadnezasar. Mr. O’Bleary appeared, and Mr. Alfred

Tomkins. The compliments of the morning were exchanged,

and the tea was made.

God bless me !

" exclaimed Tomkins, who had been look-

ing out at the window. “ Here—Wisbottle—^pray come here—^make haste.'*

Mr. Wisbottle started from the table, and every one

looked up.

Do you see,*’ said the connoisseur, placing Wisbottle in

the right position— a little more this way : there—do you
see how splendidly the light falls upon the left side of that

broken chimney-pot at No. 48 ?
'*

Dear me ! I see," replied Wisbottle, in a tone of admi-

ration.

** I never saw an object stand out so beautifully against the

dear sky in my life," ejaculated Alfred. Everybody (except

John Evenson) echoed the sentiment
;
for Mr. Tomkins had a

great character for finding out beauties which no one else

could discover—he certainly deserved it.

**
I have frequently observed a chimney-pot in CoUege-

green, Dublin, which has a much better effect," said the

patriotic O’Bleary, who never allowed Ireland to be outdone

on any point.

The assertion w as received wdth obvious increduht}’-, for

Mr. Tomkins declared that no other chimney-pot in the

United Kingdom, broken or unbroken, could be so beautiful

as the one at No. 48.

The room-door was suddenly thrown open, and Agnes
appeared leading in Mrs. Bloss, who was di’essed in a gora-

nium-coloui’ed muslin gown, and displayed a gold watch of

huge dimensions
;
a chain to match

;
and a splendid assort-

ment of rings, with enormous stones. A general rush was
made for a chair, and a regular introduction took place. Mr.
John Evenson made a slight inclination of the head

;
Mr.

Frederick O’Bleary, ^Ir. Alfred Tomkins, and Mr. Wisbottle,

bowed like the mandarins in a grocer’s shop
;
Tibbs rubbed

hands, and went round in circles. He was observed to close

one eye, and to assume a clock-work sort of expression with
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the other; this has been considered as a wink, and it has

been reported that Agnes was its object. We repel the

calumny, and challenge contradiction.

Mrs. Tibbs inquired after Mrs. Bloss’s health in a low tone.

Mrs. Bloss, with a supreme contempt for the memoiy of

Lindley ]Mun'ay, answered the various questions in a most
satisfactory manner

;
and a pause ensued, during which the

eatables disappeared with awful rapidity.

“You must have been very much pleased with the appear-

ance of the ladies going to the drawing-room the other day,

Mr. O’Bleaiy ? ” said Mrs. Tibbs, hoping to start a topic.

Yes,” replied Orson, with a mouthful of toast.

“ Never saw an}i;hing like it before, I suppose ?” suggested

Wisbottle.

“No— except the Lord Lieutenant’s levees,” replied

O’ Bleary.

“ Are they at all equal to our drawing-rooms ?
”

“ Oh, infinitely superior!
”

Gad 1 I don’t know,” said the aristocratic Wisbottle,
“ the Dowager Marchioness of Publiccash was most magnifi-

cently dressed, and so was the Baron Slappenbachenhausen.”
“ What was he presented on?” inquired Evenson.
“ On liis arrival in England.”
“ I thought so,” gi’owled tlie radical

;
“ you never hear of

these fellows being presented on their going away again.

They know better than that.”

“ Unless somebody pervades them with an apintment,”

said Mrs. Bloss, joining in the conversation in a faint voice.

“ Well,” said Wisbottle, evading the point, “it’s a splendid

sight.”

“ And did it never occur to you,” inquired the radical, who
never would be quiet; “did it never occur to you, that you
pay for these precious ornaments of society ?

”

“ It certainly has occun’ed to me,” said Wisbottle, who
thoTight this answ'er was a j)oser

;
“ it has oeeurred to me, and

1 am willing to pay for them.”
“ Well, and it has occuiTed to me too,” rei)lied John Even-

son, “ and I ain’t willing to pay for ’em. Then "why should
1?—I say, why should I?” contiuued the 2)oliticiau, laying
down the paper, and knocking his knuckles ou the tabla
“ There are two great principles—demand—

”

“ A Clip of tea if you please, dear,” interrupted Tibbs*
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And supply— **

** May I trouble you to hand this tea to Mr. Tibbs ? • said

Mrs. Tibbs, interrupting the argument, and unconsciously

illustrating it.

The thread of the orator’s discourse was broken. He drank
his tea and resumed the paper

If it *8 very fine,” said Mr. Alfred Tomkins, addressing

the company in general, “ I shall ride down to Richmond to-

day, and come back by the steamer. There are some splendid

effects of light and shade on the Thames; the contrast between
the blueness of the sky and the yellow water is frequently

exceedingly beautiful.” Mr. Wisbottle hummed, Flow on,

thou shining river.”

We have some splendid steam-vessels in Ireland,” said

O’Bleaiy.

‘'Certainly,” said Mis. Bloss, delighted to find a subject

broached in which she could take part.

“ The accommodations are extraordinary,” said O’Bleary.

“ Extraordinary indeed,” returned xMrs. Bloss. “ When
Mr. Bloss \vas alive, he was promiscuously obligated to go to

Ireland on business. I went with him, and raly the manner
in which the ladies and gentlemen were accommodated with

berths, is not creditable.”

Tibbs, who had been listening to the dialogue, looked

agliost, and evinced a strong inclination to ask a question, but

was checked by a look from his wife. Mr. Wisbottle laughed,

and said Tomkins had made a pun
;
and Tomkins laughed

too, and said he had not.

The remainder of the meal passed off as breakfasts usually

do. Conversation flagged, and people pla3'ed with their tea-

spoons. The gentlemen looked out at the window
;
walked

about the room
;
and, when they got near the door, dropped

off one by one. Tibbs retired to the back parlour by his

wife’s orders, to check the greengrocer’s weekly account

;

and ultimately Mrs. Tibbs and Mrs. Bloss were left alone

together.

“ Oh dear !
” said the latter, " I feel alarmingly faint

;
it ’s

very singular.” (It certainly was, for she had eaten four

pounds of solids that morning.) “ By-the-by,” said Mrs.

Bloss, “ I have not seen Mr, What’s his name yet ’

**
ilr. Gobler?” suggested Mrs. Tibbs.

“ Yea.”
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** Oh !
” said Mrs. Tibbs, be is a most mysterious person,

lie has bis meals regularly sent up-stairs, and sometimes don’t

leave his room for weeks together.”

I haven’t seen or beard nothing of him,” repeated Mrs.

Bloss.

I dare say you’ll bear him to-night,” replied Mrs.

Tibbs; “he generally groans a good deal on Sunday
evenings.”

“ I never felt such an interest in any one in my life,”

ejaculated Mrs. Bloss. A little double-knock interrupted the

conversation
;
Doctor Wosky was announced, and duly shown

in. He was a little man with a red face,—dressed of course

in black, with a stiff white neckerchief. He had a very good

practice, and plenty of money, which he had amassed by
invariably humouring the worst fancies of all the females of

all the families he had ever been introduced into. Mrs. Tibbs

offered to retire, but was entreated to stay.

“ Well, my dear ma’am, and how are we ? ” inquired

Wosky, in a soothing tone.

“ Very ill, doctor—very ill,” said Mrs. Bloss, in a whisper.
“ Ah ! we must take care of ourselves ;—we must, indeed,”

said the obsequious Wosky, as he felt the pulse of his interest-

ing patient.

“ How is our appetite ?
”

Bloss shook her head.
“ Our ffiend requires great care,” said Wosky, appealing

to Mrs. Tibbs, vho of course assented. “ 1 hope, however,

with the blessing of Providence, that we shall be enabled to

make her quite stout again.” Mrs. Tibbfc wondered in her

own mind what the patient would be when she was made
quite stout.

“We must take stimulants,” said the cunning Woslgr

—

“ plenty of nourishment, and, above all, we must keep our
nerves quiet

; we positively must not give way to our sensi-

bilities. We must take all we can get,” concluded the doctor,

as he pocketed his fee, “ and we must keep quiet.”
“ Dear man !

” exclaimed Mrs. Bloss, as ^e dpotor stepped
into his carriage.

“ Charming creature indeed—quite a lady’s man !
” said

Mrs. Tibbs, and Doctor Wosky rattled away to make fresh

gulls of delicate females, and pocket fresh fees.

As we had occasion, in a former paper, to describe a dinnuir
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at Mrs. Tibbs’s

;
and as one meal went off very like anotliei

on all ordinary occasions
;
we will not fatigue our readers by

entering into any other detailed account of the domestic
economy of the establishment. We will therefore proceed to

events, merely premising that the mysterious tenant of the

back drawing-room was a la^, selhsh, hypochondriac
;
always

complaining and never ill. As his character in many respects

closely assimilated to that of Mrs. Bluss, a veiy warm friend-

ship soon sprung up between them. He was tall, thin, and
pale

;
he always fancied he had a severe pain somewhere or

other^ and his face invariably wore a pinched, screwed-up
expression

;
he looked, indeed, like a man who had got his

feet in a tub of .exceedingly hot water, against his will.

For two or three months alter Mrs. Bloss’s first appearance

in Coram-street, John Evenson was observed to become, every

day, more sarcastic, and more ill-natured
;
and there was a

degree of additional importance in his manner, which clearly

showed that he fancied he had discovered something, which
he only wanted a proper opportunity of divulging. He found

it at last.

One evening, the different inmates of the house were

assembled in the drawing-room engaged in their ordinary

occupations. Mr. Gobler and Mrs. Blo&s were sitting at a

small card-table near the centre window, playing cribbage

;

Mr. Wisbottle was describing semicircles on the music-stool,

turning over the leaves of a book on the piano, and humming
most melodiously

;
Alfred Tomkins was sitting at the round

table, with his elbows duly squared, making a pencil sketch of

a head considerably larger than his own
;

O’Bleary was

reading Horace, and trying to look as if he understood it
;
and

John Evenson had drawn his chair close to Mrs. Tibbs’s work-

table, and was talking to her very earnestly in a low tone.

I can assure you, Mrs. Tibbs,*’ said the radical, laying

his forefinger on the muslin she was at W’ork on
;

I can

assure you, Mrs. Tibbs, that nothing but the interest I take in

your welfare would induce mo to make this communication.

I repeat, I fear Wisbottle is endeavouring to gain the affec-

tions of that young woman, Agnes, and that he is in the habit

of meeting her in the store-room on the first floor, over the

leads. From my bedroom I distinctly heard voices there, last

night. I op'ened my door immediately, and crept very softly

on to the landing : there I saw Mr. Tibbs, who, it seems, had
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been disturbed also.—Bless me, Mrs. 1'ibbs, you change

colour !

**

**No, no—4t’s nothing,'* returned ]Mra. T. in a hunied
manner

;

**
it ’s only the heat of the room.”

flush!” ejaculated Mrs. Bloss from the card-table

;

“ that *8 good for four.”

‘‘If I thought it was Mr. Wisbottle,” said Mrs. Tibbs,

after a pause, “ he should leave this house instantly
”

“Go I ” said Mrs. Bloss again.

“And if I thought, continued the hostess with a most

threatening air, “if I thought he was assisted by Mr.

Tibbs”—
“ One for his nob !

” said Gobler.

“ Oh,” said Evenson, in a most soothing tone—he liked to

make miscliief—“ I should hope Mr. Tibbs was not in any

way implicated. He always appeared to me very harmless.”

“ I have generally foimd him so,” sobbed poor little Mrs.

Tibbs
;
crying like a watering-pot.

“Hush! hush! pray—Mrs. Tibbs—consider—we shall be

observed—^pray, don't !
” said John Evenson, fearing his

whole plan would be interrupted. “We will set the matter

at rest with the utmost care, and I shall be most happy to

assist you in doing so.”

Mrs. Tibbs murmured her thanks.
“ When you think every one has retired to rest to-night,”

said Evenson very 'pompously, “if you'U meet me without a

light, just outside my bedroom-door, by the staircase-window,

I think we can ascertain who the parties really’' are, and you

will afterwards be enabled to proceed as you think proper.”

Mrs. Tibbs was easily persuaded
;
her curiosity’was excited,

her jealousy was roused, and the arrangement was forthwith

made. She resumed her work, and John Evenson walked up
and down the i oom with his hands in his pockets, looking as

if nothing had happened.
.
The game of cribbago was over,

and conversation began again.

“Well, Mr. O‘Bleary,” said the humming top, turning

round on his pivot, and facing the company, “ what did you
think of Yauxhall the other night ?

”

• “ Oh, it 's very fair,” replied Orson, who had been enthu-

siastically delighted with the whole exhibition.

“Never saw anything like that Captain Boss's set-out

-eh?”
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** No,” returned the patriot, with his usual reservation-

—

** except in Dublin.”
“ I flaw the Count de Canky and Captain Fitzthompson in the

Gkirdens,” said Wisbottle
;
“ they appeared much delighted.”

** Then it rrnut be beautiful,” snarled Evenson.

‘'I think the white bears is partickerlerly well done,**

suggested Mrs. Bloss. ** In their shaggy white coats they

look just like Polar bears—don’t you think they do, Mr.
Evenson ?

”

**
I think they look a great deal more like omnibus cads on

all fours,” replied the discontented one.

Upon the whole, I should have liked our evening very

w^U,” gasped Gobler
;

only I caught a desperate cold which
increased my pain dreadfully ! I was obliged to have several

shower-baths, before I could leave my room.”
** Capital things those shower-baths !

” ejaculated Wisbottle.

Excellent !
” said Tomkins.

‘'Delightful!” chimed in O'Bleary. (He had once seen

one outside a tinman’s.)
“ Disgusting machines !

” rejoined Evenson, who extended

his dislike to almost every created object, masculine, feminine,

or neuter.

“Disgusting, Mr. Evenson!” said Gobler, in a tone of

strong indignation.—“Disgusting! -Look at their utility

—

consider how many lives they have saved by promoting per-

spiration.”

“ Promoting perspiration, indeed,” growled John Evenson,

stopping short in his walk across the large squares in the

pattern of the carpet—“ I was ass enough to be persuaded

some time ago to have one in my bed-room. ’Gad, I was in it

once, and it effectually cured me, for the mere sight of it threw

me into a profuse perspiration for six months afterwards.’^

A titter followed this annoimcement, and before it had
subsided James brought up “the tray,” containing the

remains of a leg of lamb which had made its debut at dinner

;

bread
j
cheese

;
an atom of butter in a forest of parsley

;
one

pickled walnut and the third of another, and so forth. The
boy disappeared, and returned again with another tray, con-

taining glasses and jugs of hot and cold water. The gentle-

men brought in their spirit bottles; the housemaid placed

divers plated bedroom candlesticks under the card-table ;
and

the servants retired for the night.

S.B. K
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Chairs were drawn round the table, and the couversation

proceeded in the customary manner. John Evenson, who
never ate supper, lolled on the sofa, and amused himself by
contradicting every body. O’Bleary eat as much as he could

conveniently ca^, and Mrs. Tibbs felt a due degree of indig-

nation thereat
;
Mr. Qobler and Mrs. Bloss conversed most

affectionately on the subject of pill-taking and other innocent

amusements : and Tomkins and Wisbofctle ** got into an argu-

ment ; that is to say, they both talked very loudly and

vehemently, each flattering itself that he had got some
advantage about something, and neither of them having more
than a very indistinct idea of what they were talking about.

An hour or two passed away; and the boarders and the brass

candlesticks retired in pairs to their respective bedrooms.

John Evenson pulled off his boots, locked his door, and
determined to sit up imtil Mr. Gobler had retired. He
always sat in the drawing-room an hour after everybody else

had left it, taking medicine, and groaning.

Great Coram-street was hushed into a state of profound

repose : it was nearly two o’clock. A hackney-coach now
and then rumbled slowly by; and occasionally some stray

lawyer’s clerk, on his way home to Somers’ -town, struck his

iron heel on the top of the coal-cellar with a noise resembling

the click of a smoke-jack. A low, monotonojis, gushing

sound was heard, which added considerably to the romantic

dreariness of the scene. It was the water ‘^coming in” at

number eleven.

He must be asleep by this time,” said John Evenson to

himself after waiting with exemplary patience for nearly an
hour after Mr. Gobler had left the drawing room. He
listened for a few moments

;
the house was perfectly quiet

;

he extinguished his rushlight, and opened his bedroom-door.
The staircase was so dark that it was impossible to see an}’-

thing.

‘‘ S—s—s!” whispered the mischief-maker, making a

noise like the first indication a catherine-wheol gives of the

probability of its going off.

Hush
;
” whispered somebody else.

^as that you, Mrs. Tibbs?”
Yes, sir,”

Where?”
Here ;

” and the misty outline of Mrs. Tibbs appeared at
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the s^mrcase window like the ghost of Queen Anne in the

tent scene in Eichard.
** This way, Mrs. Tihhs/’ whispered the delighted busy-

body :
‘‘ give me your hand—^there ! Whoever these people

are, they are in the store-room now, for J have been looking

down from my window, and I co^dd see that they accidentally

up«ot their candlestick, and are now in darkness. You have

no shoes on, have you
** No/^ said little Mrs. Tibbs, who could hardly speak for

trembling.

“Well; I have taken my boots off, so we can go down,

«^*lose to the store-room-door, and Hstfen over the bsmisters

;

and down stairs they both crept, accordingly, eveiy board

creaking like a patent mangle on a Saturday adPtemoon. .

It’s Wisbottle and somebody I ’ll swear,” exclaimed the

radical in an energetic whisper, when they had listened for a

few moments.

Hush—pray let ’s hear what they say !
” exclaimed Mrs.

Tibbs, the gratification of whose curiosity was now paramount
to every other consideration.

Ah ! if I could but believe you,” said a female voice

coquettishly, 7 ’d be bound to settle my missis for life.”

"V^Tiat does she say?” inquired Mr. Evenson, who was
not quite so well situated as his companion.

She says she’ll settle her missis's life,” replied Mrs.

Tibbs. ** The wTetch ! they ’re plotting murder.”

I know you want money,” continued the voice, which
belonged to Agnes

;

“ and if you ’d secure me the five hundred
l)ound, I warrant she should take fire soon enough.”

What ’s that ? ” inquired Evenson again. He could just

hear enough to want to hear more.

1 think she says she ’ll set the house on fire,” replied the

affrighted Mrs. Tibbs. But thank God I ’m insured in the

Phoenix !

”

The moment I have secured your mistress, my dear,” said

a man’sr voice in a strong Irish brogue, “ you may depend cn

Having the money.”
Bless my soul, it ’s Mr. O'l^leary !

” exclaimed Mrs.

Tibbs, in a parenthesis.

The villain !
” said the indignant Mr. Evenson.

“ The first thing to be done,” continued the Hibernian, is

to poison Mr. Gobler’s mind.”
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** Oil, certainly
;

” returned Agnes.
** What 's that ? inquired Evenson again, m an agony of

curiosity and a whisper.

He says she to mind and poison Mr. Gobier,** replied

Mrs. Tibbs, aghast at this sacrifice of human life.

And in regard of Mrs. Tibbs/' continued O'Bleaiy.—Mrs.

Tibbs shuddered.

Hush I exclaimed Agnes, in a tone of the greatest

alarm, just Jilrs. Tibbs was on tlie extreme verge of a

fu inting-fit.
*
* Hush !

’ *

Hush !
” exclaimed Evenson, at the same moment to

Mrs. Tibbs.
** There 's somebody coming up stairs," said Ag^es to

0*Bleary.

There's somebody coming doim stairs," whispered Even-
son to Mrs. Tibbs.

** Go into tbe parlour, sir," said Agnes to ber companion.
** You will get there, before whoever it is, gets to the top of

the kitchen stairs."

The drawing-room, Mrs. Tibbs !" whispered the astonished

Evenson to his equally astonished companion; and for the
drawing-room they both made, plainly hearing the rustling of

two persons, one coming down stairs, and one coming up.
What can it be ? " exclaimed Mrs. Tibbs. It 's like a

dream. I wouldn’t be found in this situation for the world I

"

Nor I,” returned Evenson, who could never bear a joke
at Ms own expense. Hush ! here they are at the door."
“What fun?" whispered one of the newcomers.—It was

Wisbottle.

“ Glorious !

" repKed Ms companion, in an equally low
tone.—TMs was Alfred Tomkins. “ Who would have thoufirht
it?"

^

I told you so." said Wisbottle, in a most knowing wMsper.
Lord bless you, he has paid her most extraordinary attention

for the last two months. I saw 'em when I was sitting at the
piano to-night."

“Well, do you know I didn’t notice it?" interrupted
Tomkins.

*

“Not notice it!" continued Wisbottle. “Bless you; I
saw Mm wMspering to her, and she crying

; and then I '11

swear I heard Mm say something about to-night when we
were all in bed."
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** They 're talking of m!** exclaimed the agonised Mrs.

Tibbs, as the painful suspicion, and a sense of their situation,

flashed upon her mind.
** I know it—I know it,'' replied Kvenson, with a rnelan*

choly consciousness that there was no mode of escape.

AVhat 's to be done ? we cannot both stop her© I " ejacu-

lated Mrs. Tibbs, in a state of partial derangement.

I 'U get up the chimney," replied Evenson, who really

meant what he said.

You can’t," said Mrs. Tibbs, in despair. “You can't

—

it ’s a register stove."
“ Hush !

" repeated John Evenson.
“ Hush—hush !

’’ cried somebody down stairs.

“ Mliat a d—d hushing I " said AKred Tomkins, who
began to get rather bewildered.

“ There they are !
’’ exclaimed the sapient WisbottJe, as a

rustling noise was heard in the storeroom.
“ Hark !

" whispered both the young men.
“ Hark !

" repeated Mrs. Tibbs and Evenson.
“ Let me alone, sir," said a female voice in the store-

room.
“ Oh, Hagnes !" cried another voice, \\hich clearly belonged

to Tibbs, for nobody else ever ovmed one like it. “ Oh,
Hagnes—lovely creature !

"

“ Be quiet, sir ! " (A bounce.)

“Hag—"
“ Be quiet, sir—I am ashamed of you. Think of your wife

Mr. Tibbs. Be quiet, sir ?
"

“ My wife !
" exclaimed the valorous Tibbs, who was cleaidy

under the influence of gin-and-water, and a misplaced attach-
ment

;
“ I ate her ! Oh, Hagnes ! when I was in the volun-

teer corps, in eighteen hundred and—

"

“ I declare I ’ll scream. Be quiet, sir, will you?" (Ano-
ther bounce and a scuffle.)

“ What ’s that ? " exclaimed Tibbs, with a start,
“ What ’s what ? " said Agnes, stopping short.

“Why, that!"
“ Ah

!
you have done it nicely now, sir," sobbed the

frightened Agnes, as a tapping was heard at Mrs. Tibbs’ bed-
room-door, which would have beaten any dozen woodpeckers
hollow.

“ Mrs. Tibbs! Mrs. Tibbs !
’’ called out Mrs. Bloss. “ Mrs.
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Tibbs, pray get up.** (Here the imitation of a woodpecker

was resumed with tenfold violence.)

Oh, dear—dear !
’* exclaimed the wretched partner of the

depraved Tibbs. “ She *8 knocking at my door. We must be

discovered ! What will they think ?
**

‘‘Mrs. Tibbs! Mrs. Tibbs!** screamed the woodpecker

again.
“ What *s the matter !

** shouted Gk)bler, bursting out of

the back drawing-room, like the dragon at Astley*s.

“ Oh, Mr. Gobler !
** cried Mrs. Bloss, with a proper ap-

proximation to hysterics
;
“I think the house is on fire, or

else there *s thieves in it. I have heard the most dreadful

noises !

**

“The devil you have!** shouted Gobler again, bouncing

back into- his den, in happy imitation of the aforesaid dragon,

and returning immediately with a lighted candle. “ Why,
what*s this? Wisbottle ! Tomkins! O’Bleary ! Agnes!

What the deuce ! all up and dre^ssed ?
”

“ Astonishing !
** said Mrs. Bloss, who had run down stairs,

and taken Mr, Gobler’s arm.
“ Call Mrs. Tibbs directly, somebody,’* said Gobler, turning

into the front drawing-room. “ What ! Mrs. Tibbs and Mr.

Evenson ! !

**

“Mrs. Tibbs and Mr. Evenson!” repeated everybody, as

that unhappy pair were discovered : Mrs. Tibbs seated in an

arm-chair by the fireplace, and Mr. Evenson standing by her

side.

We must leave the scene that ensued to the reader’s imagi-

nation. We could tell, how Mrs. Tibbs forthwith fainted

away, and how it required the united strength of Mr. Wis-

bottle and Mr. Alfred Tomkins to hold her in her chair
j
how

Mr. Evenson explained, and how his explanation was evi-

dently disbelieved; how Agnes repelled the accusations ol

Mrs. Tibbs, by proving that she was negotiating with Mr.
O’ Bleary to influence her mistress’s affections in his behalf,

and how Mr. Gobler threw a damp counterpane on the hopes
of Mr, O’Bleary by avowing that he (Gobler) had alre^y
proposed to, and been accepted by, Mrs. Bloss

;
how Agnea

was discharged from that lady’s service
; how Mr. O’Bleary

discharged himself from Mrs. Tibbs’s house, without going
dirough the form of previously discharging his hill

;
and how

that disappointed young gentleman rails against England and
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the English, and vows there is no virtue or fine feeling extant,

“ except in Ireland.” We repeat that we could tell all this,

but we love to exercise our self-denial, and we therefore prefer

leaving it to be imagined.

The lady whom we have hitherto described as Mrs. Bloss,

is no more. Mrs. Gobler exists : Mrs. Bloss has left us for

ever. In a secluded retreat in Newington Butts, far, far,

removed from the noisy strife of that great boarding-house,

the world, the enviable Gobler and his pleasing wife revel in

retirement
; happy in their complaints, their table, and their

medicine
;
wafted through life by the grateful prayers of all

the purveyors of animal food within three miles round.

We would willingly stop here, but we have a pain^ duty

imposed upon us which we must discharge. Mr. and Mrs.

Tibbs have separated by mutual consent, Mrs. Tibbs receiving

one moiety of 43^. 1 5s. lOd., which we before stated to be the

amount of her husband’s annual income, and Mr. Tibbs the

other. He is spending the evening of his days in retirement

;

and he is spending also, annually, that small but honourable

independence. He resides among the original settlers at Wal-
worth

;
and it has been stated, on unquestionable authority,

that the conclusion of the volunteer story has been heard in a
small tavern in that respectable neighbourhood.
The unfortunate Mrs. Tibbs has determined to dispose of

the whole of her furniture by public auction, and to retire

from a residence in Avhich she has suffered so much. Mr.
Robins has been applied to, to conduct the sale, and the
transcendant abilities of the literary gentlemen connected with
his establishment are now' devoted to tlie task of drawing up
the preliminary advertisement. It is to contain, among a

variety of brilliant matter, seventy-eight words in large

capitals, and six original quotations in inverted commas.
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CHAPTER IT.

MR. MINira AND HIS CODSIH.

Mb. AtTGUSTCJS Minns was a bachelor, of about forty as

be said—of about eight-and-forty as his friends said. He
was always exceedingly clean, precise, and tidy

;
perhaps

somewhat priggish, and the most retiring man in the world.

He usually wore a brown frock-coat without a wrinkle, light

inexplicables without a spot, a neat neckerchief with a remark-

ably neat tie, and boots without a fault
;
moreover, he always

carried a brown silk umbrella with an ivory handle. He was
a clerk in Somerset-house, or, as he said himself, he held
** a responsible situation under Government.’^ He had n

good and increasing salary, in addition to some 10,000?. of

his own (invested in the funds), and he occupied a first floor

in Tavistock-street, Covent-garden\ where he had resided for

twenty years, having been in the habit of quarrelling with his

landlord the whole time : regularly giving notice of his inten^

tion to quit on the first day of every quarter, 'and as regularly

countermanding it on the second. There were two classes of

created objects which he held in the deepest and most un-

mingled horror ; these were dogs, and children. He was not
unomiahl^, but he could, at any time, have viewed the execu-
tion of a dog, or the assassination of an infioint, with the
liveliest satisfaction. Their habits were at variance with his
love of order

; and his love of order was as powerfril as his
love of life, Mr. Augustus Minns had no relations, in or
near London, with the exception of his cousin, Mr, Octavius
Budden, to whose sou, whom he had never seen (for he dis-
liked the father) he had consented to become godfather by
proxy. Mr. Budden having realised a moderate fortune by
exercising the tradp or calling of a corn-chandler, and having
a great predilection for the country, had purchased a cottage
in the vicinity of Stamford-hill, whither he retired with the
wife of his bosom, and his only son, Master Alexander
Augustus Budden. One evening, as Mr. and Mrs. B. were
admiring their son, discussing his various merits, talking over
his education, and disputing whether the dasaics should he
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made an essential part thereof, the lady pressed so strongly

upon her husband the propriety of cultivating the j&iendship

of Mr. Minns in behalf of their son, that Mr. Budden at last

made up his mind, that it should not be his fault if he and

his cousin were not in future more intimate.

1 ’ll break the ice, my love,” said Mr. Budden, stirring up

the sugar at the bottom of his glass of brandy-and-water,

and casting a sidelong look at his sx^ouse to see the effect of

the announcement of his determination, by asking Minns

down to dine with us, on Sunday.”

Then, pray Budden write to your cousin at once,” replied

Mrs. Budden. Who knows, if we cOuld only get him down
here, but he might take a fancy to our Alexander, and leave

him Ilia property ?—Alick, my dear, take your legs off the

rail of the chair !

”

Very true,” said Mr. Budden, musing, very true, indeed,

my love !

”

On the following morning, as Mr. Minns was sitting at his

breakfast-table, alternately biting his dry toast, and casting a

look upon the columns of hia morning x)aper, which he always

read ffom the title to the printer’s name, he heard a loud

knock at the street-door
;

which was shortly afterwards

followed by the entrance of his servant, who put into his

hand a particularly small card, on which was engraven in

immense letters Mr. Octavius Budden, Amelia Cottage,

(Mrs. B.’s name was Amelia,) Poplar-walk, Stamford-hill.”

Budden !
” ejaculated Minns, ‘‘ what can bring that

vulgar man here !—say I ’m asleep—say I ’m out, and shall

never be home again—anything to keep him down stairs.”

“ But please, sir, the gentleman ’s coming up,” replied the

servant: and the fact was made evident by an appalling

creaking of boots on the staircase accompanied by a patter-

ing noise
;
the cause of which, Minns could not, for life

of him, divine.

‘*Hem!—show the gentleman in,” said the unfortunate

bachelor. Exit servant, and enter Octavius preceded by a
large white dog, dressed in a suit of fleecy hosiery, with pink
eyes, large ears, and no perceptible tail.

The cause of the pattering on the stairs was but too plain.

Mr. Augustus l^iinns stagger^ beneath the shock of the dog’s

appearance.

My dear fellow, how are you?” said Budden, as he entered
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He always spoke at the top of his voice, and always saiJ

the same thing half-a-dozen times.

** How are you, my hearty ?
"

‘‘How do you do^ Mr. Budden?—^pray take a chair!*

politely stammered the discomfited Minns.

“ Thank you—thank you—well—how are you, eh ?”

“ Uncommonly well, theink you/’ said Minns, casting a

diabolical look at the dog, who, with his hind legs on the

floor, and his fore paws resting on the table, was dragging

a bit of bread-and-butter out of a plate preparatory to devour-

ing it, with the buttered side next the carpet.

“ you rogue !
” said Budden to his dog

;
“ you see,

Minns, he 's like me, always at home, eh, my boy ?—Egad,

I ’m precious hot and hungry! I ’ve walked all the way firom

Stamford-hiU this morning.”
“ Have you breakfasted? ” inquired Minns.
“ Oh, no !—came to breakfast with you ;

so ring the bell,

my dear fellow, will you ? and let ’s have another cup and

saucer, and the cold ham,—Make myself at home you see I

continued Budden, dusting his boots with a table napkin.

“ Ha !—^ha !—^ha !
—

’pon my life, I ’m hungry.”

Minns rang the bell, and tried to smile.

“ I decidedly never was so hot in my life,” continued

Octavius, wiping his forehead :
“ well, but how are you,

Minns ? ’Pon my soul, you wear capitally !

”

“ D’ ye think so ? ” said Minns
;
and he tried another smile.

“ Ton my life, I do !

”

“ Mrs. B. and—what’s his name—quite well ?
”

“ Alick—my son, you mean, never better—never better

But at such a place as wo ’ve got at Poplar-walk, you know
he couldn’t be ill if he tried. When I first saw it, by Jove .

it looked so knowing, with the front-garden, and the green
railings, and the brass knocker, and all that—I really thought
it was a cut above me.”

“ Don’t you think you ’d like +he ham better,” interrupted

Minns, “if you cut it the other way? ” He saw, with feel-

ings which it is impossible to describe, that his visitor wa.6
cutting or rather maiming the ham, in utter violation of all

established rules.

“ No, thank ye,” returned Budden, with the most barbarous
indifference to crime, “ I prefer it this way—it eats short.
But 1 say Minns, when will you come down and see us ? You
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will be delighted with the place

;
I know you will. Amelia

and I were talking about you the other nighty and Amelia

said—another lump of sugar, please; thank ye—she said,

don’t you think you could contrive, my dear, to say to Mr,

Minns, in a fiiendly way—come down, sir—damn the dog

!

he ’s spoiling your curtains, Minns—^ha !—^ha !—^ha !
” Minns

leaped fi^om his seat as though he had received the discharge

hrom a galvanic battery.
** Come out, sir !

—

go out, hoo !
” cried poor Aug^ustus,

keeping nevertheless, at a very respectM distance from the

dog
;
having read of a case of hydrophobia in the paper of

that morning. By dint of great exertion, much shouting, and

a marvellous deal of poking under the tables with a stick and
umbrella, the dog was at last dislodged, and placed on the

landing outside the door, where he immediately commenced
a most appalling howling; at the same time vehemently

scratching the paint off the two nicely-vomished bottom

panels, until they resembled the interior of a back-gammon
board.

** A good dog for the country that !
” cooUy observed

Budden to the distracted Minns, *‘but he’s not much used

to confinement. But now, Minns, when will you come down
I’ll take no denial, positively. Let’s see, to-day’s Thursday.—^Will you come on Sunday? We dine at five, don’t say

no—do.”
After a great deal of pressing, Mr. Augustus Minns, driven

to despair, accepted the invitation and promised to be at

Poplar-walk on the ensuing Sunday, at a quarter before five

to the minute.

Now mind the direction,” said Budden :
'' the coach goes

from the Flower-pot, in Bishopsgate-street, every half hour.

When the coach stops at the Swan, you ’ll see, immediately
opposite you, a white house.”

“Which is your house— I understand,” said Minns,
wishing to cut short the visit, and the story, at the same
time.

“ No, no, that ’s not mine ; that ’s Grogus’s, the great

ironmonger’s. I was going to say—you turn down by the
side of the white house till you can’t go another step fiirther—^mind that !—and then you turn to your right, by some
stables—^weU

; close to you, you ’ll see a wall with ‘ Beware
of the Dog ’ ^vritten on it in large letters—(Minns shuddered)
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—go along by tbe side of that wall for about a quarter of a

mile—and anybody will show you which is my place.**

Very well—^thank ye—^good bye.**

Be punctual.**

Certainly : good morning.**

say, Minns, you*ve got a card.’*

Yes, I have : thank 3'e.** And Mr. Octavius Budden
departed, leaving his cousin looking forward to his visit of

the following Sunday, with the feelings of a penniless poet to

the weekly ^isit of his Scotch landlady.

Sunday arrived
;
the sky was bright and clear

;
crowds of

people were hurrying along the streets, intent on their dif'

ferent schemes of pleasure for the day
;
ever^dhing and every-

body looked cheerful and happy except Mr. Augustus Minns.

The day was fine, but the heat was considerable
;
when

Mr. Minns liad fagged up the shady side of Fleet-street,

Cheapside, and Threadneedle-street, he had become prett}'

waim, tolerably dusty, and it w'as getting late into the bar-

gain. By the most extraordinaiy good fortune, however, a

coach was waiting at the Flow^er-pot, into which Mr. Augustus

Minns got, on the solemn assurance of the cad that the vehicle

wotdd start in three minutes—that being the very utmost

extremity of time it was allowed to wait by Act of Parlia-

ment. A quarter of an hour elapsed, and there \vere no signs

of moving. Minns looked at his watch for the sixth time.

‘^Coachman, are you going or not?** bawled Mr. Minns,

with his head and half his body out of the coach-window.
Di—rectly, said the coachman, with his hands in

his pockets, looking as much unlike a man in a hurry as

possible.

‘^Bill, take them cloths off.’* Five minutes more elapsed;

at the end of which time the coachman mounted the box,
li'om whence he looked down the street, and up the street,

and hailed all the pedestrians for another five minutes.
Coachman ! if you don’t go this moment, I shall get

out,” said Mr. Minns, rendered desperate by the lateness of
the houi', and the impossibility of being in Poplar-walk at

the appointed time.

Going this minute, sir,” was the reply;—and, accordingly,
the machine trundled on for a couple of hundred yards, and
then stopped again. Minns doubled himself up in a comer
of the coach, and abandoned himself to his late as a child.
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a mother, a bandbox, and a parasol, became his fellow

passengers.

The child was an affectionate and an amiable infant; the

little dear mistook Minns for his other parent, and screamed

to embrace him.

''Be quiet, dear,*' said the mamma, restraining the im-

petuosity of the darling, whose little fat legs were kidring^

and stamping, and twining themselves into the most compli-

cated forms in aijL ecstacy of impatience. ** Be quiet, dear,

that *8 not your papa.**

‘‘ Thank Heaven I am not !
** thought Minns, as the first

gleam of pleasure he had experienced that morning shone like

a meteor through his wetchedness.

Playfulness was agreeably mingled with affection in the

disposition of the boy. When satisfied that Mr. Miims was
not his parent, he endeavoured to attract his notice by scraping

Ids drab trousers with his dirty shoes, poking his chest with

his mamma's parasol, and other nameless endearments peculiar

to infancy, with which ho beguiled the tediousness of the ride,

apparently very much to his own satisfaction.

When the unfortunate gentleman arrived at the Swan, he
found to his great dismay, that it was a quarter past five.

The white house, the stables, the Beware of the Dog,’*

—

every landmark was passed with a rapidity not unusual to a
gentleman of a certain age when too late for dinner. Affer

the lapse of a few minutes, Mr. Minns found himself opposite

a yellow brick house with a green door, brass knocker and
door-plate, green window-frames and ditto railings, with a
garden ’* in finnt, that is to say, a small loose bit of gravelled

ground, with one roupd and two scalene triangular beds, con-

taining a fir-tree, twenty or thirty bulbs, and an unlimited

number of marigolds. The taste of Mr. and Mrs. Budden
was further displayed by the appearance of a Cupid on each
side of the door, perched upon a heap of large chalk flints,

variegated with pink conch-shells. His knock at the door

was answered by a stumpy boy, in drab lively, cotton

stockings, and high-lows, who, after hanging his hat on one
of the dozen brass pegs wHch ornamented the passage,

denominated by courtei^ ''The Hall,*' ushered him into a
front drawing-room, commanding a very extensive view of the

backs of the neighbouring houses. The usual ceremony of

introduction, and so forth, over, Mr. Minns took his seat : not
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a little agitated at Ending that lie was the last oomer, and,

somehow or other, the Lion of about a dozen people, sitting

together in a small drawing-room, getting rid of that most
tedious of all time, the time preceding dinner.

‘‘Well, Brogson,’* said Biidden, addressing an elderly

gentleman in a black coat, drab knee-breeches, and long

gaiters, who, under pretence of inspecting the prints in an
Annual, had been engaged in satis^ng himself on the sub-

ject of Mr. Minus’s general appearance, by looking at him
over the tops of the leaves— “Well, Brogson, what do
Ministers mean to do ? Will they go out, or what ?

”

“ Oh—why—really, you know, I ’m the last person in the'

world to ask for news. Your cousin, from his situation, is the

most likely person to answer the question.”

Mr. Minns assured the last speaker, that although he was
in Somerset-house, he possessed no oHLcial communication
relative to the projects of his Majesty’s Ministers. But his

remark was evidently received incredulously
;
and no further

conjectures being hazarded on the subject, a long pause
ensued, during which the company occupied themselves in

coughing and blowing their noses, until the entrance of Mrs.
Budden caused a general rise.

The ceremony of introduction being over, dinner was
announced, and down stairs the party proceeded accordingly—Mr. Minns escorting Mrs. Budden as far as the drawing-
room door, but being prevented, by the narrowness of the
staircase, from citending his gallantry any farther. The
dinner passed off as such dinners usually do. Ever and anon,
amidst the clatter of knives and forks, and the hum of conver-
sation, Mr. B.’s voice might be heard, asking a friend to take
wine, and assuring him he was glad to seo him

;
and a great

deal of by-play took place between Mrs; B. and the servants,
respecting the removal of the dishes, during which her coun-
tenance assumed all the variations of a weather-glass, from
“ stormy” to “ set fair.”

Upon the dessert and wine being placed on the table, the
servant, in compliance with a sigificant look from Mrs. B.,
Drought down “ Master Alexander,” habited in a sky-blue
suit with silver buttons

; and possessing hair of nearly the
same colour as the metal. After 8un£y praises from his
mother, and various admonitions as to his behaviour from his
father, he was infroduced to Lis godfather.
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Well, my Uttle fellow—^you are a fine boy, am*t you?^*

said Mr; Minns, as happy as a tomtit on birdlime.

** Yes."

How old are you ?

‘‘ Eight, next We’nsday. How old are you f ”

Alexander,” interrupted his moiher, how dare you ask

Mr, Minns how old he is !

”

** He asked me how old I was,” said the precocious child,

to whom Minns had from that moment internally resolved

that he never would bequeath one shilling. As soon as the

titter occasioned by the observation, had subsided, a little

smirking man with red whiskers, sitting at the bottom of the

table, who during the whole of dinner had been endeavouring

to obtain a listener to some stories about Sheridan, called out,

with a very patronising air— Alick, what part of speech

is hef^^

A verb.”
‘‘ That ’s a good boy,” said Mrs. Budden with all a mother’s

pride.
** Now, you know what a verb is ?

”

** A verb is a word which signifies to be, to do, or to suffer;

as, I am—I rule—I am ruled. Give me an apple, Ma.”
I ’U give you an apple,” replied the man with the red

whiskers, who was an established friend of the family, or in

other words was always invited by Mrs. Budden, whether Mr.
Budden liked it or not, if you ’ll tell me what is the

meaning of he"'

*‘Be?” said the prodigy, after a little hesitation—** an
insect that gathers honey.”

No, dear,” frowned Mrs. Budden; ‘^B double E is the

substantive.”

I don’t think h^ knows much yet about common sub-
stantives,” said the smir.ting gentleman, who thought this an
admirable opportunity for letting off a joke. It ’s clear he ’s

not very well acquainted with proper names. He ! He ! He !

”

Gentlemen,” called out Mr. Budden, from the end of the
table, in a stentorian voice, and wjth a very important air,
“ will you have the goodness to charge your glasses ? I have
a toast to propose.”

' ** Hear ! hear !
” cried the gentlemen, passing the decanters.

After they had made the round of the table, Mr. Budden pro-

ceeded— Gentlemen
;
there is an individual present

—

”

Hear ! hear !
” said the little man with red whiskers
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Pmy be qiiiet, JoneB,” remonstrated Budden.
*' I say, gentlemen, there is an individual present,** resumed

the host, ‘‘ in whose society, I am sure we must take great

delight—^and—and—the conversation of that individual must

have afforded to every one present, the utmost pleasure.**

Thank Heaven, he does not mean me !
** thought Minns,

conscious that his diffidence and exclusiveness had prevented

his saying above a dozen words since he entered the house.]

Gentlemen, I am but a humble individual myself, and I

perhaps ought to apologise for allowing any individual feelings

of friendship and affection for the person I allude to, to induce

me to ventiire to rise, to propose the health of that person—

a

person that I am sure—tliat is to say, a person whose virtues

must endear him to those who know him—and those who
have not the pleasure of knowing him, cannot dislike him.**

Hear ! hear !
’* said the company, in a tone of encourage-

ment and approval.

Gentlemen/* continued Budden, ** my cousin is a man
who—who is a relation of my own.** (Hear ! hear

!)
Minns

groaned audibly. “Who I am most happy to see here, and
who, if he were not here, would certainly have deprived us of

the great pleasure we aU feel in seeing him. (Loud cries of

hear
!)

Gentlemen, I feel that I have already trespassed on
your attention for too long a time. With every feeling—of

—

with every sentiment of—of
— **

“ Gratification ”—suggested the friend of the family.
“— Of grath oation, I beg to propose the health of Mr.

Minns.**

“ Standing, gentlemen !
*’ shouted the indefatigable little

man with the whiskers—“ and with the honours. Take your
time from me, if you please. Hip ! hip ! hip !—Za !—Hip 1

hip ! hip !—Za !—Hip ! hip !—Za—a—a !

**

All eyes were now fixed on the subject of the toast, who by
gulping down port-wine at the imminent hazard of suffocation,

endeavom-ed to conceal his confusion. .After as long a pause
as decency would admit, he rose, but, as the newspapers some-
times say in their reports, “ we regret that we were quite
unable to give even the substance of the honourable gentle^
man’s observations.” The words “ present company—^honour—present occasion,” and “great happiness”—heard occasion-
ally

,
and repeated at intervals, with a countenance expressive of

the utmost confusion and miseiy, convinced the company that
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he was making an excellent speech
;
and, accordingly, on his

resuming his seat, they cried ** Bravo !

** and manifested

tumultuous applause. Jones, who had been long watching

his opportunity, then darted up.
** Budden,*^ said he, “ will you allow me to propose a toast?*'

Certainly," replied Budden, adding in an under tone to

Minns right across the table. Devilish sharp fellow that

:

you *11 be very much j3leased with his speech. He talks

equally well on any subject.’* Minns bowed, and Mr. Jones

proceeded

:

“It has on several occasions, in various instances, under

many circumstances, and in dilferent companies, fallen to my
lot to propose a toast to those by whom, at the time, I have

had the lionour to bo surrounded. I have sometimes, I will

cheerfully own—for why should I deny it?—felt the over-

w^helming nature of the task I have undertaken, and my
own utter incapabilHy to do justice to the subject. If such

have been my feelings, however, on former occasions, w^hat

must they be now—now—under the extraordinary circum-

stances in w^hich I am placed. (Hear ! hear !)
To describe

my feelings accurately, would be impossible; but I cannot

give you a better idea of them, gentlemen, than by referring

to a circumstance which happens, oddly enough, to occur to

my mind at the moment. On one occasion, when that truly

gi’eat and illustrious man, Sheridan, was— **

Now, there is no knowing what new villany in the form of

a joke would have been heaped on the grave of that very ill-

used man, Mr. Sheridan, if the boy in drab bad not at that

moment entered the room in a breathless state, to report

that, as it was a very wet night, the nine o’clock stage had
come round, to know whether there was anybody going to

town, as, in that case, he (the nine o’clock) had room for one
insido.

Mr. Minns started up
;
and, de^ite countless exclamations

of surprise, and entreaties to stay, persisted in his determina-
tion to accept the vacant place. But the brown silk umbrella
v'as nowhere to be found

;
and as the coachman couldn’t wait,

ho drove back to the Swan, leaving word for Mr. Minns to

run round ’’ and catch him. However, as it did not occur
to Mr. Minns for some ten minutes or so, that he had left the
brown sillc umbrella with the ivory handle in the other coach
coming down; and, moreover, as he was by no means renutrk-
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aWe for speed, it is no matter of surprise' that when he aoooxn*-

pushed the feat of “ ruimiiig round **
to the Swan, the coach

—^the last coach—^had gone without him.

It was somewhere about three o’clock in the morning, when

Mr. Augustus Minns knocked feebly at the street-door of his

lodgings in Tavistock-street, eold, wet, cross, and miserable.

He made his will next morning, and his professional man
informs us, in that strict confidence in which we inform the

pubUc, that neither the name of Mr. Octavius Budden, nor of

Mrs. Amelia Budden, nor of Master Alexander Augustus

Budden, appears therein.

CHAPTER III.

SENTIMENT.

The Miss Crumptons, or to quote the authority of the

inscription on the garden-gate of Minerva House, Hammer-
smith, ** The Misses Crumpton,” were two unusually tall, par-

ticularly thin, and exceedingly skinny personages ; very

upright, and very yellow. Miss Amelia Crumpton owned to

thirty-eight, and Miss Maria Crumpton admitted she was
forty

;
an admission which was rendered perfectly unnecessary

by the self-evident fact of her being at least fifty. They
dressed in the most interesting maimer—^like twins ; and
looked as happy and comfortable as a couple of marigold run
to seed. They were very precise, had the strictest possible
ideas of propriety, woro false hair, and always smelt very
strongly of lavender.

Minerva House, conducted under the auspices of the two
sisters, was a finishing establisliment for young ladies,”
where some twenty girls of the ages of from thirteen to nine-
teen inclusive, acquired a ema,ttering of everything, and a
knowledge of nothing; instruction in French and Italian,
dancing lessons twice a-week

;
and other necessaries of life.

The house was a wliito one, a little removed from the road-
side, with close palings in front. The bed-room windows
were always left j^artly open, to afford a bird’s eye view of
numerous little bedsteads with very white dimity fuiniture,
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and thereby impress the passer-by with a due sense of the

luxuries of the establishment ;
and there wras a front parloul

hung round with highly varnished maps which nobody ever

looked at, and filled with books which no one ever read,

appropriated exclusively to the reception of parents, who,

whenever they called, could not fail to be struck with the very

deep api)earance of the place.
** Amelia, my dear,” said Miss Maria Crumpton, entering

the school-room one morning, with her false hair in papers :

as she occasionally did, in order to impress the young ladies

with a conviction of its reality. '' Amelia, my dear, here is a

most gratifying note I have just received. You needn^t mind
reading it aloud.**

Miss Amelia, thus advised, proceeded to read the following

note with an air of great triumph

:

** Cofhelius Brook Dingwall, Esq., M.P., presents his com-

pliments to Miss Crumpton, and will feel much obliged by
Miss Crumpton’s calling on him, if she conveniently can, to-

moiTOW morning at one o’clock, as Cornelius Brook Dingwall,

Esq., M.P., is anxious to see Miss Crumpton on the subject of

placing Miss Brook Dingw all under her charge.

Adelphi.

* Monday morning.**

** A Member of Parliaments daughter !
** ejactllated Amelia,

in an ecstatic tone.

‘‘A Member of Parliament’s daughter!” repeated Miss
Maria, with a smile of delight, which, of course, elicited a
<;oncurrent titter of pleasure from all the young ladies.

** It ’s exceedingly delightful !
” said Miss Amelia ; where-

upon all the young ladies murmured their admiration again.
<k>urtior8 are but i^ool-boys, and court-ladies school-girls.

So important an announcement, at once superseded the
business of the day. A holiday was declared, in commemora-
tion of the great event ; the Miss Crumptons retired to their

private apartment to talk it over
; the smaller girls discussed

the probable manners and customs of the daughter of a
Member of Parliament

;
and the young ladies verging on

eighteen wondered whether she was engaged, whether she
was pretty, whether she wore much bustle, and many other

of equal importance.
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The two Miss Crumptons proceeded to the Adelpbi at the

appointed time next day, dressed, of course, in their best

style, and looking as amiable as they possibly could—which,

by the by, is not saying much for them. Having sent in

their cards, through the medium of a red-hot looking footman

in bright livery, they were ushered into the august presence

of the profound Diugwall.

Cornelius Brook Ding'woll, Esq., M.P., was very haughty,

solemn, and portentous. He had, naturally, a somewhat spas-

modic expression of countenance, which was not rendered the

less remarkable by his wearing an extremely stiff cravat. He
was wonderfully proud of the M.P. attached to his name, and

never lost an opportunity of reminding people of his dignity.

He had a great idea of his own abilities, which must have

been a gi’eat comfort to him, as no one else had; and in

diplomacy, on a small scale, in his own family arrangements,

he considered himself unrivalled. He was a county magis-

trate, and discharged the duties of his station with all due

justice and impartiality
;
frequently committing poachers, and

occasionally committing himself. Miss Brook Dingwall was

one of that numerous class of young ladies, who, like adverbs

may be known by their answering to a commonplace question,

and doing nothing else.

On the present occasion, this talented individual was seated

in a small library at a table covered with papers, doing

nothing, but trying to look busy—playing at shop. Acts of

Parliament, and letters directed to Cornelius Brook Ding-

wall, Esq., ^I.P.,” were ostentatiously scattered over the

table
;
at a little distance from w'hich, Mrs. Brook Dingwall

was seated at work. One of those public nuisances, a spoiled

chdd, was plajdng about the room, dressed after the most

approved fashion—in a blue tunic with a black belt a quarter

of a yard wide, fastened -with an immense buckle—looking
like a robber in a melodrama, seen through a diminishing
glass.

iVftcr a little pleasantry from the sweet child, who amused
himself by running away with Miss Maria Crumpton’s chair

as fast as it was placed for her, the visitors were seated, ^d
Cornelius Brook Dingw^all, Esq., opened the conversation.

He had sent for Miss Crumpton, he said, in consequence of

the high character he had received of her establishment from
his friend Sir Alfred Muggs.



SENTIMENT. 309

Miss CJrunipfcon murmiired her aclaiowledgements to liim

(Muggs), and Cornelius proceeded.

One of my jjrincipal reasons, Miss Crumpton, for parting

\vitli my daughter, is, that she has lately acquired some senti

mental ideas, which it is most desirable to eradicate from her

young mind.’* (Here the little innocent before noticed, feU

out of an arm-chair with an awful crasli.)

Naughty boy I*'* said his mamma, who appeared more

surprised at his taking the liberty of falling down, than at

anyt])mg else; ring the bell for James to take him
away.”

Pray don’t check him, my love,” said the diplomatist, as

soon as he coidd make himself heard amidst the unearthly

howling consequent upon the threat and the tumble. “ it all

arises from his great flow of spirits.” This last exphmation

Avas addressed to Miss Crumpton.

Certainly, sir,” replied the antique !Maria : not exactly

seeing, however, the connexion between a llow of animal

spirits, and a fall from an ann-ehair.

Silenee was rc.stored, and tlio M.P. resumed :
“ Now, I

know nothing so likely to efiect this ohjed, Miss Crumpton,

as her mixing constantly in tlie sodety of girls of her own
age

;
and, as I know that in your establishment she Avill meet

such as are not likely to contaminate her young mind, I pro-

pose to send her to you.”

The youngest IMiss Crumpton expressed the acknowledge-

ments of the establishment generally. !Maria was rendered

speechless by bodily pain. The dear little fellow, having
recovered his animal spirits, Avas standing u])on her most
tender foot, by Avay of getting his face (Avhich looked like a
capital 0 in a red lettered play-hill) on a level Avith the

AAiiting-table.

“ Of course, Lavinia Avill be a parlour boarder,” continued
the euAuahle father

;

‘‘ and on one point I Avish my directions

to be strictly obsciwed. 'i'he fact is, that some ridiculous love

affair, with a person much her inferior in life, has been the
cause of her present state of mind. Knowing that of course,

under your care, she can have no oxAiAortunity of meeting this

I>erson, I do not object to—indeed, I should rather prefer

—

her mixing AAdth such society as you see yoiuself.”

This important statement was again iutorruptod by tho

high-spirited little creature, in the excess of his joyousness
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breaking a pane of glass, and nearly precipitating Kimself

into an ac^aoent area. James was rung for; considerable

confusion and screaming succeeded ;
two little blue legs were

seen to kick violently in the air as the man left the room, and

the child was gone.

Mr. Brook Dingwall would like Miss Brook Dingwall to

learn everything,” said Mrs. Brook Dingwall, who hardly

ever said an3rthmg at all.

** Certainly,” said both the Miss Crumptons together.

And as I trust the plan I have devised will be effectual

in weaning my daughter from this absurd idea, ISfiss Crump-

ton,” continued the legislator, I hope you will have the

goodness to comply, in all respects, with any request I may
forward to you.”

The promise was of course made, and after a lengthened

discussion, conducted on behalf of the DingwaUs with the

most becoming diplomatic gravity, and on that of the Crump-
tons with profound respect, it was finally arranged that Miss

Lavinia should be forwarded to Hammersmith on the next

day but one, on which occasion the half-yearly ball given at

the establishment was to take place. It might divert the

dear girl’s mind. This, by the way, was another bit of

diplomacy.

Miss Lavinia was introduced to her future governess, and
both the Miss Crumptons pronounced her ‘' a most charming
girl

;

” an opinion which, by a singular coincidence, they

always entertained f any new pupil.

Courtesies were exchanged, acknowledgements expressed,

condescension exhibited, and the interview terminated.

Preparations, to make use of theatrical phraseology, ''on a
scale of magnitude never before attempted,” were incessantly

made at !Minerva House to give every effect to the forth-

coming ball. The largest room in the house was pleasingly

ornamented witli blue calico roses, plaid tulips, and other
equally natural-looking artificial flowers, the work of the
young ladies themselves. The carpet was taken up, the fold-

ing-doors were taken down, tlie furniture was taken out, and
rout-seats were taken in. The linen-drapers of Hammersmith
were astounded at the sudden demand for blue sarsenet
ribbon, and long white gloves. Dozens of geraniums were
purchased for bouquets, and a luirp and two violins were
bespoke from town, in addition to the grand piano already on
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the premises. The young laxiies who were selected to show
off on the occasion, and do credit to the establishment, prac-

tised incessantly, much to their own satisfaction, and greatly

to the annoyance of the lame old gentleman over the way

;

and a constant correspondence was kept up, between Ihe

Misses Crumpton and the Hammersmith pastrycook.

The evening came
;
and then there W'as such a lacing of

stays, and tying of sandals, and dressing of hair, as never can

take place with a proper degree of bustle out of a boarding-

school. The smaller girls managed to be in everybody’s way,

and were pushed about accordingly; and the elder ones

dressed, and tied, and flattered, and envied, one another, as

earnestly and sincerely as if they had actually come out.

How do I look, dear ? ” inquired Miss Eimly Smithers,

the belle of the house, of Miss Caroline Wilson, who was her

bosom friend, because she was the ugliest girl in Hammer-
smith, or out of it.

** Oh ! charming, dear. How do I ?
”

** Delightful
!
you never looked so handsome,” returned the

belle, adjusting her own dress, and not bestowing a glance on
her poor companion.

** I hope young Hilton will come early,” said another young
lady to Miss somebody else, in a fever of expectation.

“I’m sure he’d be highly flattered if he knew it,” re-

turned the other, who was practising VetS.

“ Oh ! he ’s so handsome,” said ^e first.

“ Such a charming person !
” added a second.

“ Such a distinyui air
;

” said a third.

“ Oh, what do you think ? ” said another girl, running into

the room
;

“ ^liss Crumpton says her cousin ’s coming.”
“ What ! Theodosius Butler ? ” said everybody in raptures.
“ Is he handsome ? ” inquired a novice.

“ No, not particularly handsome,” was ,the general reply

;

“ but, oh, so clever !

”

Mr, Theodosius Butler was one of those immortal geniuses

who are to be met with, in almost every circle. They have,

usually, very deep monotonous voices, lliey always persuade

themselves that they are wonderful persons, and that they

ought to be very miserable, though they don't precisely know
why. They are very conceited, and usually possess half an
idea; but, with en^usiastic young ladies, and silly young
gentlemen, they ore very wonderful persons. The individual
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in question, Mr. Theodosius, had written a pamphlet con-

taining some very weighty considerations on the expediency of

doing something or other
;
and as every sentence contained a

good many words of four syllables, his admii'ors took it for

granted that he meant a good deal.

"‘Perhaps tliat’s he,'' exclaimed several young ladies, as

the first pull of the evening threatened destruction to the bell

of the gate.

iVn awful pause ensued. Some boxes arrived and a young

lady—Miss Brook Dingwall, in full ball costume, with an

immense gold chain round her neck, and her dress looped up

with a single rose
;
an ivory fan in her hand, and a most

interesting expression of despair in her face.

The Miss Crumptons inquired after tlie family, with the

most excruciating anxiety, and INIiss Brook Dingwall was

formally introduced to her future companions. The Miss

Crumptons conversed with the juung ladies in the most

mellifluous tones, in order that Miss Brook Dingwall might

be properly impressed with their amiable treatment.

Another pull at the beU. Mr. Dadson the writing-master,

and his wife. The wife in green silk, with shoes and cap-

trimmings to correspond
;

the writing-master in a white

waistcoat, black knee-shorts, and ditto silk stockings, displapng

a leg large enough for two writing-masters. The young ladies

whispered one another, and the wi’iting-master and his wife

flattered the Miss Crumptons, Tvho were dressed in amber,

with long sashes, like dolls.

Repeated pulls at the beU, and arrivals too numerous to

particularise
: papas and mammas, and aunts and uncles,

the owners and guardians of the different pupils
;
the singing-

master, Signor Lobskini, in a black wig; the piano-forte

player and the Aoolins
;
the harp, in a state of intoxication

;

and some twenty ^young men, who stood near the door, and
talked to one another, occasionally bursting into a giggle. A
general hum of conversation. Coffee handed round, and
plentifully partaken of by fat mammas, who looked like the
stout people who come on in pantomimes for the sole purpose
of being knocked down.

The popular Mr. Hilton was the next arrival; and he
having, at the request of the Miss Crumptons, undertaken the
office ot Master of the Ceremonies, the (][uadrilles commenced
with considerable spirit. The young men by the door gradually
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advanced into the middle of the room, and in time became

sufl&ciently at ease to consent to be introduced to partners.

The writing-master danced every set, springing about with

the most fearful agility, and his wife played a rubber in the

back-parlour—a little room with five book-shelves, dignified

by the name of the study. Setting her down to whist was a

half-yearly piece of generalship on the part of the Miss

Crumptpns
;

it was necessary to hide her somewhere, on

account of her being a fright.

The interesting Lavinia Brook Dingwall was the only girl

present, who appeared to take no interest in the proceedings

of the evening. In vain was she solicited to dance
;
in vain

was the universal homage paid to her as the daughter of a

member of parliament. She was equally unmoved by the

splendid tenor of the inimitable Lobskini, and the brilliant

execution of ^liss Laetitia Parsons, whose performance of

*'The Recollections of Ireland*' was universally declared to

be almost equal to that of Moscheles himself. Not even the

announcement of the anival of Mr. Theodosius Butler could

induce her to leave the comer of the back drawing-room in

which she was seated.

“ Now, Theodosius,’* said Miss Maria Crumpton, after that

enlightened pamphleteer had nearly run the gauntlet of the

whole company, I must introduce you to our new pupil.**

Theodosius looked as if he cared for nothing earthly.

‘'She’s the daughter of a member of parliament,” said

Maria.—Theodosius started,

“ And her name is ? ” he inquired.
“ Miss Brook Dingwall.”
“ Great Heaven !

** poetically exclaimed Theodosius, in a

low tone.

Miss Crumpton commenced the introduction in due form.

]\Iiss Brook Dingwall languidly raised her heaji.

“ Edward !
” she exclaimed, with a half-shriek, on seeing

the well-known nankeen legs.

Fortunately, as Miss Maria Crumpton possessed no remark-
able share of penetration, and as it was one of the diplomatic

arrangements that no attention was to be paid to Miss Lavinia’s

incoherent exclamations, she was perfectly unconscious of the
mutual agitation of the parties

;
and therefore, seeing tliat the

olfer of his hand for the next quadriUe, was accepted, she lefr

him by the side of Miss Brook DingvN’all.
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**
Oil, Edward !

** exclaimed that most romdntio of all

romantio young ladies, as the light of science seated himself

beside her, Oh, Edward, is it you ?
**

Mr. Theodosius assured the dear creature, in the most

impassioned manner, that he was not conscious of being

anybody but himself.

Then why—^why—this disguise ? Oh ! Edward M‘Neville

Walter, what have I not suffered on your account ?
”

‘‘Lavinia, hear me,’* replied the hero, in his most poetic

strain. ‘^Do not condemn me, unheard. If anything that

emanates from the soul of such a wretch as I, can occupy a

place in your recollection—if any being, so vile, deserve your

notice—^you may remember that I once published a pamphlet

(and paid for its publication) entitled ‘ Considerations on the

Policy of Removing the Duty on Bees’-wax.’
”

« I do—I do !
” sobbed Lavinia.

“ That,” continued the lover, ‘‘ was a subject to which your

father was devoted heart and soul.”
** He was—^he was !

” reiterated the sentimentalist.

“ I knew it,” continued Theodosius, tragically; “ I knew it

—I forwarded him a copy. He wished to know me. Could
I disclose : ly real name ? Never ! No, I assumed that name
which you have so often pronounced in tones of endearment.

As M^Neville Walter, I devoted myself to the stirring cause

;

as M^Neville Walter, I gained your heart; in the same
character I was ejected from your house by your father’s

domestics
;

and in no character at all have I since been
enabled to see you. We now meet again, and I proudly own
that I am—Theodosius Butler.”

The young lady appeared perfectly satisfied with this argu-
mentative address, and bestowed a look of the most ardent
affection on the immortal advocate of bees’ -wax.

*‘May I hope,” said he, “that the promise your father’s

violent behaviour interrupted, may be renewed ?
”

“Let us join this set,” replied Lavinia, coquettishly—for

girls of nineteen can coquette.

“No,” ejaculated he of the nankeens; “I stir not from
this spot, writhing under this torture of suspense. May 1—

—

may I—^hope ?
”

“ You may.”
“ The promise is renewed? ”

“ It is.”
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“ I have your permission ?
**

** You have/'

To the fullest extent ?
"

‘‘You know it," returned the blushing Lavinia. Tlie

contortions of the interesting Butler’s visage expressed his

raptures.

We could dilate upon the occurrences that ensued. How
Mr. Theodosius and Miss Lavinia danced, and talked, and

sighed for tlie remainder of the evening—how the Miss

Crumptons were delighted thereat. How the writing-master

continued to frisk about w’th one-horse power, and how his

wife, from some unaccountable freak, left the whist-table in

the little back parlour, and persisted in displa3ring her green

head-dress in the most conspicuous part of the drawing-room.

How the supper consisted of small triangular sandwiches in

trays, and a tart here and there by way of variety ; and how
the visitors consumed warm water disguised with lemon, and
dotted with nutmeg, under the denomination of negus. These,

and other matters of as much interest, however, we pass over,

for the purpose of describing a scene of even more importance.

A fortnight after the date of the ball, Cornelius Brook
Dingwall, Esq., M.P., was seated at the same library table,

and in the same room, as we have before described. He was
alone, and ids face bore an expression of deep thought and
solemn gravity—he was drawing up “A Bill for the better

observance of Easter Monday."
The footman tapped at the door—the legislator started from

his reverie, and '\Iiss Crumpton " was annoimced. Permis-

sion was given for Miss Crumpton to enter the sanctum

;

Maria came sliding in, and having taken her seat with a due
portion of alSectation, the footman retired, and the governess

was left alone with the M.P. Oh; how she longed for the

presence of a third party ! Even the facetious young gentle-

man would have been a relief.

Miss Crumpton began the duet. She hoped Mrs. Brook
Dingwall and the handsome little boy were in good health.

They were. Mrs. Brook Dingwall and little Frederick w^ere

at Brighton.

Much obliged to you. Miss Crumpton," said Comelius, in
his most dignified manner, “for your attention in calling this

morning. I should have driven down to Hammersmith, to

see liavinia, but your account was so very satisfactory; and my
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duties in tlie House occupy me so much, that I determined to

230stpono it for a week. How has she gone on ?

Very well indeed, sii'/’ returned Maria, dreading to inform

the father that she had gone off.

‘‘ Ah, I thought the plan on which I proceeded would he a

match for her.”

Here was a favourable opportunity to say that somebody
else had been a match for her. But the unfortimate governess

was unequal to the task.

^‘You have persevered strictly in the line of conduct I

prescribed, Miss Crumpton?”
“ Strictly, sir.”

You teU me in your note that lier spirits gradually im-

proved.”

Very much iudoed, sir.”

To be sure. I was convinced they would.”

But I fear, sir,” said Miss Crumpton, with visible ex]|;iotion,

I fear the plan has not succeeded, quite so well as we could

have wished.”

No!” exclaimed the prophet. Bless me! Miss Crumpton,
you look alarmed. What has happened ?

”

^‘Miss Brook Dingwall, sir
—

”

Yes, ma’am ?
”

Has gone, sir”—said Maria, exhibiting a strong inclina-

tion to faint.

Gone !

”

Eloped, sir,”
*
‘ Eloped !—MTio with— when—where—how ? ’

’ almost
shrieked the agitated diplomatist.

The natural }^elIow of the unfortunate Maria’s face changed
to all the hues of the rainbow, as she laid a small packet on
the member’s table.

He huiriedly opened it. A letter from his daughter, and
another from Theodosius. He glanced over their contents

—

“ Ere this reaches you, far distant—appeal to feelings—^love

to distraction—bees’-wax—6laver}%” &c., &c. He dashed his
hand to his forehead, and paced the room with fearfully long
strides, to the groat alarm of the precise !Maria.

Now mind
;
from this time forward,” said Mr, Brook

Dingwall, suddenly stopping at the table, and beating time
upon it with his hand

;

** from this time forward, I never
will, under any circumstances whatever, permit a man who
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writes pamphlets to enter any other room of this house but

the kitchen.—I '11 allow my daughter and her husband one

hundred and fifty pounds a-year, and never see their fences

again
;
and, damme i ma'am, I '11 bring in a bill for the

abolition of finishing-schools !

"

Some time has elapsed since this passionate declaration.

Mr. and Mrs. Bailer are at present rusticating in a small

cottage at Ball’s-pond, pleasantly situated in the immediate

vicinity of a brick-field. They have no family. ISIr. Theodosius

looks very important, and writes incessantly
;
but, in conse-

quence of a gross combination on the part of publishers, none

of his productions appear in print. His young wife begins to

think that ideal misery is preferable to real unhappiness
; and

that a marriage, contracted in haste, and repented at leisure,

is the cause of more substantial wretchedness than she ever

anticipated.

On cool reflexion, Cornelius Brook Dingwall, Esq., M.P.,

was reluctantly compelled to admit that the untoward result

of his admirable arrangements was attributable, not to the

Miss Crumptons, but his own diplomacy. He however con-

soles himself, like some other small diplomatists, by satisfactorily

proving that if his plans did not succeed, they ought to have
done so. Minerva House is in statu quoj and The Misses
Crumpton " remain in the peaceable and undisturbed enjoy-

ment of all the advantages resulting from their Finishing-

School.

CHAPTER lY.

THB TUOQS'S AT BAMBQATB.

OiTCE upon a time, there dwelt, in a narrow street on the

Surrey side of the water, within three minutes* walk of old

liondon Bridge, Mr. Joseph Tuggs—a little dark-figu^ m^n,
with shiny hair, twinkling eyes, short legs, and a body of

very considerable thickness, measuring from the centre button
of his waistcoat in front, to the ornamental buttons of his coat

behind. The figure of the amiable Mrs. Tuggs, if not per-

fectly sjrmmetrical, was decidedly comfortable
; and the form

of her only ^daughter, the accomplished Miss Charlotte Tuggs.
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was fast ripening into that state of luxuriant plumpness

which had enchanted the eyes, and captivated the heart, of Mr.

Joseph Tuggs in his earlier days. Mr. Simon Tuggs, his only

son, and Miss Charlotte Tuggs’s only brother, was as differently

formed in body, as he was differently constituted in mind,

from the remainder of his family. There was that elongation

in his thoughtful face, and that tendency to weakness in his

interesting legs, which tell so forcibly of a great mind and
romantic disposition. The slightest traits of character in such

a being, possess no mean interest to speculative minds. He
usually appeared in public, in capacious shoes with black cotton

stockings
;
and was observed to be particularly attached to a

black glazed stock, without tie or ornament of any description >

.There is perhaps, no profession, however useful
;
no pursuit,

however meritorious
;
which can escape the petty attacks of

vulgar minds. Mr, Joseph Tuggs was a grocer. It might

be supposed that a grocer was beyond the breath of calumny
;

but no—the neighbours stigmatised him as a chandler
;
and

the poisonous voice of envy distinctly asserted that he dis-

pensed tea and coffee by the quartern, retailed sugar by the

ounce, cheese by the slice, tobacco by the screw, and butter

by the pat. These taunts, however, were lost upon the

Tuggs’ 8. Mr. Tuggs attended to the grocery department

;

Mrs. Tuggs to the cheesemongery
;
and Miss Tuggs to her

education. Mr. Simon Tuggs kept his father’s books, and his

own counsel.

One fine spring afternoon, the latter gentleman was seated

on a tub of weekly Dorset, behind tlie little red desk with a
wooden rail, which ornamented a comer of the counter

;
when

a stranger dismounted from a cab, and hastily entered the
shop. He was habited in black cloth, and bore with him, a
green umbrella, and a blue bag.

Mr. Tuggs ? ” said the stranger, inquiringly.

My name is Tuggs,” replied Mr. Simon.
It ’s the other Mr. Tuggs, said the stranger, looking

towards the glass door which led into the parlour behind the
shop, and on the inside of which, the round face of Mr. Tuggs,
senior, was distinctly visible, ];)eeping over the curtain.

Mr. Simon gracefully waved his pen, as if in intimation of
his wish that his father would advance. Mr. Joseph Tuggs,
with considerable celerity, removed his face from the curtain^
and placed it before the stranger.
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** I come from the Temple,” said the man with the bag.
** Prom the Temple !

” said Mrs. Tuggs, flinging open the

door of the little parlour and disclosing Miss Tuggs in

perspective.
** From the Temple !

” said Miss Tuggs and Mr. Simon

Tuggs at the same moment.

‘‘From the Temple!” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs, turning as

pale as a Dutch cheese.

‘'From the Temple,” repeated the man with the btg;

“from Mr. Cower’s, the solicitor's. Mr. Tuggs, I congratu-

late you, sir. Ladies, I wish you joy of your prosperity!

We have been successfrd.” And the man with the bag

leisurely divested himself of his umbrella and glove, as a

preliminaiy to shaking hands with Mr. Joseph Tuggs.

Now the words “we have been successfiil,” had no sooner

issued from the mouth of the man with the bag, than Mr.

Simon Tuggs rose from the tub of weeldy Dorset, opened his

eyes very wide, gasped for breath, made figures of eight in

the air with his pen, and finally fell into the arms of liis

anxious mother, and fainted away, without the slightest

ostensible cause or pretence.

Water !
” screamed Mrs. Tuggs.

“ Look up, my son,” exclaimed Mr. Tuggs.
“ Simon ! dear Simon !

” shrieked Miss THiggs.

“I^m better now,” said Mr, Simon Tuggs. “What!
successful !

” And then, as corroborative evidence of his

being better, he fainted away again, and was borne into the

little parlour by the united efforts of the remainder of the

family, and the man witli the bag.
To a casual spectator, or to any one unacquainted with the

position of the family, this fainting would have been unac-
countable. To those who understood the mission of the man
with the beig, and were moreover acquainted with the

excitability of the nerves of Mr. Simon Tuggs, it was quite

comprehensible. A long pending law suit respecting the

validity of a will, had been unexpectedly decided
;
and Mr.

Joseph Tuggs was the possessor of twenty thousand pounds.
A prolonged consxiltation took place that night, in the

little parlour—a consultation that was to settle the future

destinies of the Tuggs’s. The shop w’^as shut up at an unusually
early hour

; and many were the unavailing kicks bestowed
upon the closed door by applicants for quarterns of sugar, oi
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half-quarterns of "bread, or penn’orths of pepper, which were

to have been ‘^leffc till Saturday,” but which fortune had
decreed were to be left; alone altogether.

''We must certainly give up business/’ said Miss Tuggs.
" Oh, decidedly,” said Mrs. Tuggs.
" Simon shall go to the bar,” said Mr, Joseph Tuggs.
” And I shall always sign myself ' Cymon ’ in future,” said

his son,

" And I shall caU myself Charlotta,” said Miss Tuggs.
“ And you must always call me ' Ma,’ and father ' Pa,’

”

said Mrs. Tuggs.

Yes, and Pa must leave off all his vulgar habits,” inter-

posed Miss Tuggs.
" I ’ll take care of all that,” responded Mr. Joseph Tuggs,

complacently. He was, at that very moment, eating pickled

salmon with a pocket-knife.

"We must leave to^\^l immediately,” said Mr. Cymon
Tuggs.

Everybody concurred that this was an indispensable pre-

liminary to being genteel. The question then arose. Where
should they go ?

"Gravesend?” mildly suggested Mr. Joseph Tuggs. The
idea was unanimously scouted. Gravesend was low.

" Margate ? ” insinuated Mrs. Tuggs. Worse and worse

—

nobody there, but tradespeople.
" Brighton? ” Mr. Cymon Tuggs opposed an insurmount-

able objection. All the coaches had been upset, in turn,

within the last tliree weeks
;
each coach had averaged two

passengers killed, and six wounded
;
and, in every case, the

newspapers had distinctly understood that "no blame what-
ever was attributable to the coachman.”

" Bamsgate ? ” ejaculated Mr. Cymon, thoughtfully. To
be sure : how stupid they must have been, not to have thouglit
of that before ! llamsgate was just the place of all others.
Two months after tliis conversation, the City of London

Kamsgate steamer was running gaily doT\Ti the river. Hex
flag was fl}nng, her hand was playing, her passengers were
conversing

; evor3dhing about her seemed gay and lively.

—

No wonder—the Tuggs’s 'were on board.
Charming, ain’t it?” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs, in a bottle-

green great-coat, with a velvet collar of the same, and a blue
travelling-cap with a gold band.
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Soul-inspiring/^ replied Mr. Cymon Tuggs—he wa#?

entered at the bar. ** Soul-inspiring !

**

“ Delightful morning, sir !
*’ said a stoutish, military-looking

gentleman in a blue surtout buttoned up to his chin, and ^hite

trousers chained do^ii to the soles of his boots.

Mr. Cymon Tuggs took upon himseK the responsibility of

answering the observation. Heavenly ! he replied.

You are an enthusiastic admirer of the beauties of Nature

sir ? said the military gentleman.

I am, sir," replied Mr. Cymon Tuggs.
“ I'raveUed much, sir ? " inquired the military gentleman.

Not much," replied Mr. Cymon Tuggs.
‘‘ You Ve been on the continent, of course?" inquired the

military gentleman.

Not exactly," replied Mr. Cymon Tuggs—in a qualified

tone, as if he wished it to be implied that he had gone half-

way and come back again.
‘‘ You of course intend your son to make the grand tour,

sir ? " said the military gentleman, addressing Mr. Joseph

Tuggs.

As Mr. Joseph Tuggs did not precisely understand what the

grand tour was, or how such an article was manufactured, he
replied, “ Of course." Just as he said the word, there came
tripping up, from lier seat the stern of the vessel, a young
lady in a puce-coloured silk cloak, and boots of the same;
with long black ringlets, large black eyes, brief petticoats, nnd
unexceptionable ankles.

“ Walter, ray dear," said the young lady to the military

gentleman.

Yes, Belinda, my love," responded the militaiy gentleman
to the black-eyed young Lady.

What have you left me alone so long for?" said the
yoimg hid}". “ I have bt^en stared out of countenance by those
rude young men."

“What! stared at?” exclaimed the military gentleman,
with an emphasis wliic’h made Mr, Cymon Tuggs withd^’aw
his eyes from the young lady's face with inconceivable rapidity.

Which young men—where?" and the military gentleman
clenched his fist, and glared foai*fully on the cigar-smokers
around.

“ Be calm, Walter, I entreat,” said the young lady.
I won’t," said the military gentleman.

S.B. L
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^*Do, sir/’ interposed Mr. Cyraon Tugjs. ''Thqr ain’t

worth, your notice.”

<< No—^no—^they are not, indeed,” urged the young lady.

I wiU he calm,” said the military gentleman. You

speak truly, sir. I thank you for a timely remonstrance,

which may have spared me the guilt of manslaughter.”

Calming his wrath, ^e military gentleman wwimg Mr, Cymon
Tuggs by the hand.

My sister, sir !
” said Mr. Cymon Tuggs

;
seeing that the

military gentleman was casting an admiring look towards

Miss Charlotta.
(( My wife, ma’am—Mrs. Captain Waters,” said the military

gentleman, presenting the black-eyed young lady.

My mother, ma’am—Mrs. Tuggs,” said Mr. Cymon.
The military gentleman and his wife murmured enchanting

courtesies
;
and the Tuggs’ s looked as imembarrassed as they

could.

^‘Walter, my dear,” said the black-eyed young lady, after

tliey had sat chatting with the Tuggs’s some half hour.

Yes, my love,” said the military gentleman.
** Don’t you think this gentleman (with an inclination of

the head towards Mr. Cymon Tuggs) is very much like the

Marquis Carriwini ?
”

Lord bless me, very !
” said the military gentleman.

**
It struck me, the moment I saw him,” said the young

lady, gazing intently, and with a melancholy air, on the

scarlet countenance of Mr. Cymon Tuggs. Mr. Cymon Tuggs
looked at everybody

;
and finding that everybody was looking

at him, appeared to feel some temporary difficulty in disposing
of his eyesight.

So exactly the air of the marquis,” said the miKtary
gentlemnn.

Quite extraordinary I
” sighed the military gentleman’s

lady.

“You don’t know the marquis, sir? ” inquired the military
gentleman.

Mr. Cymon Tuggs stammered a negative.
“ If you did,” continued Captain Walter Waters, you

would feel how much reason you have to be proud of the
resemblance a most elegant man, with a most prepossessing
appearance.”

''He is—he is indeed!” exclaimed Belinda Waters ener-
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getically. As her eye caught that of Mr. Cymon Tugga, she

vrith<irer\i^ it from his features in bashful coni^sion.

All this, was highly gratifying to the feelings of the Tuggs's

;

and when, in the course of farther conversation, it was dis-

covered that Miss Charlotta Tuggs was the/ac simile of a tided

relative of Mrs. Belinda Waters, and that Mrs. Tuggs herself

was the very picture of the Dowager Duchess of Dobhleton,

their delight in the acquisition of so genteel and friendly an
acquaintance, knew no boimds. Even the dignily of Captain
Walter Waters relaxed, to that degree, that he suffered himself
to 1)6 prevailed upon by Mr. Joseph Tuggs, to partake of cold

pigeon-pie and sherry, on deck; and a most delighful con-

versation, aided by these agreeable stimulants, was prolonged,

until they ran alongside Ramsgate Pier.
*

Good by^G, dear!’^ said Mrs. Captain Waters to Miss
Charlotta Tuggs, just before the bustle of landing commenced

;

** we shall see you on the sands in the morning
;
and, as we

are sure to have found lodging^s before then, I hope we shall

be inseparables for many weeli to come.”
Oh ! I hope so,” said Miss Charlotta Tuggs, emphatically.

'' Tickets, ladies and gen’lm'n,” said the man on the
paddle-box.

‘‘Want a porter, sir?” inquired a dozen men in smock-
frocks.

Now, my dear !
” said Captain Waters.

“ Good by’e !
” said Mrs. Captain Waters—“ good by’e,

Mr. Cymon !
” and with a pressure of the hand which threw

the uiniahle young man’s nerves into a state of considerable
derangement, Mrs. Captain Waters disappeared among the
crowd. A pair of puce-coloured boots were seen ascending
the steps, a white handkerchief fluttered, a black eye gleamed.
The Waters’s were gone, and Mr. Cymon Tuggs was alone in
a heartless world.

Silently and abstractedly did that too sensitive youth follow
his revered parents, and a train of smock-frocks and wheel-
barrows, aloug the pier, until the hustle of the scene around,
recalled him to himself. The sun was shining brightly

;
the

sea, dancing to its own music, rolled merrily in
;
crowds of

people promenaded to and fro; young ladies tittered; old
ladies talked; nurse-maids dii^layed their charms to the
greatest possible advantage; and their little charges ran up
aud down, and to and fro, and in and out, under the feet, and
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between the legs, of tlie assembled concourse, in the most

playful and exhilarating manner. There were old gentlemen,

trying to make out objects through long telescopes
;
and young

ones, making objects of themselves in open shirt-collars

;

ladies, carrying about portable chairs, and portable chairs

carrying about invalids
;

parties, waiting on the pier for

parties who had come by the steamboat
;
and nothing was to

be heard but talking, laughing, welcoming, and merriment.

Fly, sir ? ” exclaimed a chorus of fourteen men and six

boys, the moment Mr. Joseph Tuggs, at the head of his little

party, set foot in the street.

Here’s the gen’lm’n at last !
” said one, touching his hat

with mock politeness. ** Werry glad to see you, sir,—been

a-waitin’ for you these six weeks. Jump in, if you please,

sir !

”

Nice light fly and a fast trotter, sir,” said another

:

fourteen mile a hour, and surroundin’ objects rendered

inwisible by ex-treme welocity !

”

Large fly for your luggage, sir,” cried a third. Werry
large fly here, sir—reg’lar bluebottle !

”

‘‘ Here ’s your fly, sir !
” shouted another aspiring charioteer,

mounting the box, and inducing an old gray horse to indulge

in some imperfect reminiscences of a canter. Look at him,

sir !—temper of a lamb and haction of a steam-ingeiq !

”

Resisting even the temptation of securing the services of so

valuable a quadruped as the last-named, Mr. Joseph Tuggs
beckoned to the ]j/ oprietor of a dingy conveyance of a greenish

hue, lined with faded striped calico
;
and, the luggage and

the family having been deposited therein, the animal in the

shafts, after describing circles in the road for a quarter of an
hour, at last consented to depart in quest of lodgings.

” How many beds have you got?” screamed Mrs. Tuggs
out of the fly, to the woman who opened the door of the first

house which displayed a bid intimating that’ apartments were
to be let within.

“ IIow many did you want, ma’am?” was, of course, the
reply.

“Three.”
“ WjU you step in, ma’am?” Down got Mrs. Tuggs.

Tlie family were delighted. Splendid view of the sea from
the front windows—charming ! A short pause. Bock came
Mrs. Tuggs again.—One parlour and a mattress.
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Why the devil didn’t they say so at first ? ” inquired Mr.

Joseph Tuggs, rather pettishly.

Don’t know,” said Mrs. Tuggs.

Wretches !
” exclaimed the nervous Cjmon. Another bill

—another stoppage. Same question—same answer—similar

result.

What do they mean by this ? ”, inquired Mr. Joseph

Tuggs, thoroughly out of temper.
** Don’t know,” said the placid Mrs. Tuggs.

Orvis the vay here, sir,” said the driver, by way of

accounting for the circumstance in a satisfactory manner
;
and

oil* they went again, to make fresh inquiries, and encounter

fresh disappointments.

It had grown dusk when the ^'fly”—the rate of whose

progress greatly belied its name—after climbing up four or

dve perpendicular hills, stopped before tlie door of a dusty

house, with a bay window, from which you could obtain a

beautiful glimpse of the sea—if you thrust half your body

out of it, at the imminent peril of falling into the area. Mrs.

Tuggs alighted. Cue ground-floor sitting-room, and three

cells with beds in them up stairs. A double house. Family

on the opposite side. Five children milk-and-watering in the

parlour, and one little boy, expelled for bad behaviour,

screaming on his back in the passage.

What’s the terms?” said Mrs. Tuggs. The mistress ot

the house was considering the expediency of putting on an
extra guinea; so, she coughed slightly, and afTected not to

hear the question.

What ’s the terms? ” said Mrs. Tuggs, in a louder key.

Five guineas a week, ma’am, with attendance,” replied

the lodging-house keeper. (Attendance means the j)rivilege

of ringing the b(*ll as often as you like, for your own
amusement.)

Rather dear,” said Mrs. Tuggs.
Oh dear, no, ma’am !

” replied the mistress of the house,

wdth a benign smile of pity at the ignorance of manners and
customs, which the observation betrayed. Very cheap !

”

Such an authority was indisputable. Mrs. Tuggs paid a

week’ll rent in advance, and took the lodgings for a month.
In an hour’s time, the family were seated at tea in their new
abode

Capital srimps !
” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs.
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Mr. Cymon eyed his father with a rebellious scowl, as ha

emphatically said “ Shrimps.

^‘Well then, shrimps,” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs. ‘‘ Srimps

or shrimps, don’t much matter.”

There was pity, blended with malignity, in Mr. Cymon’s

eye, as he replied, “Don’t matter, father! What would

Captain Waters say, if he heard such vulgarity?”

“ Or wliat would dear Mrs. Captain Waters say,*' added

Charlotta, “if she saw mother—ma, I mean—eating then

whole, heads and all !

”

“ It won’t l)ear thinking of! ” ejaculated Mr. Cymon, with

a shudder. “How different,” he thought, “ from the Dowage t-

Duchess of Dobbleton !

”

“Very pretty woman, Mrs. Captain Waters, is she not.

Cymon ? ” in(piircd Miss Charlotta.

A glow of nervous excitement passed over the countenance

of Mr. Cymon Tuggs, as he replied, “ An angel of beauty! *'

“Hallo!” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs, “Hallo, Camion, my
boy, take care. Married lady you know

;

” and he winked

one of liis twinkling eyes knowingly.
“ Why,” exclaimed Cymon, starling up with an ebullition

of fury, as unexpected as alarming, “ Why am I to bo

reminded of that blight of my happiness, and ruin of my
hopes ? Why am I to be taunted with the miseries which

are heaped upon my Load ? Is it not enough to—to—to,”

and the orator paused
;
but whether for want of words, or

lack of breath, w'^s ncvei distinctly ascertained.

There was an imprcsf.ive solemnity in tlie tone of this

address, and in the air with which the romantic Cymon, at

its conclusion, rang the beH, and deT>landed a flat candlestick,

which effectually forbade a reply. He stalked dramatically to

bed, and the Tuggs’ s went to bed too, half an hour afterwards
in a stale of considerable raj^stificatiou and perplexity.

If the pier had presented a scene of life and bustle to the
Tuggs’ s on their first landing at Kamsgato, it was far sur-

passed by the appearance of the sands on the morning after

their arrival. It was a fine, bright, clear day, with a light

breeze from the sea. There were the same ladies and gentle-
men, the same children, the same nursemaids, the same
telescopes, the same portable chairs. The ladies were employed
in needlework, or ^^atchguard making, or knitting, or reading
novels; the gentlemen were reading newspapers and maga-
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zinea ;
the children were digging holes in the sand vdth

wooden spades, and collecting water therein
;
the nursemaids,

with their youngest charges in their arms, were running in

after the waves, and then running back with the waves after

them
;
and, now and then, a little sailing-boat either departed

with a gay and talkative cargo of passengers, or returned with

a very silent, and particularly uncomfortable-looking one.

Well, I never !

** exclaimed Mrs. Tuggs, as she and Mr.

Joseph Tuggs, and Mias Charlotta Tuggs, and Mr. CjTnoii

Tuggs, with tlieir eight feet in a corresponding number of

yellow shoes, seated themselves on four rush-bottomed chairs,

which, being placed in a soft part of the sand, forthwith

sunk down some two feet and a half.— Well, I never

!

Mr. Cyinon, by an exertion of great personal strength,

uprooted the chairs, and removed them further back.

“Why, I’m bless’d if there ain’t some ladies a-going in I

”

exclaimed Mr. Joseph Tuggs, with intense astonishment.

“ Lor, pa! ” exclaimed Miss Charlotta.

“ There is, iny dear,” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs. And, sure

enough, four young ladies, each furnished with a towel,

tripped up the steps of a bathing-machine. In wnnt the horse,

floundering about in the wnter
;
round turned the machine

;

down sat the driver
;
and presently out burst the young ladies

aforesaid, with four distinct splashes.

“ Well, that ’s sing’ler, too !
” ejaculated Mr. Joseph Tuggs,

after an awkw'ard pause. Mr. Cymon coughed slightly.

“ Why, here ’s some gentlemen a-going in on this side,”

exclaimed Mrs. Tuggs, in a tone of horror.

Three machines—three horses—three flounderings—three

turniitgs round—three splashes—tlxree gentlemen, disporting

themselves in the water hke so many dolphins.
“ Well, that ’s sing’lor !

” said Mr. Joseph Tuggs again.

Miss Charlotta coughed this time, and another pause ensued.

It was agreeably broken.
“ How d’ ye do, dear ? We have been looking for you, all

the morning,” said a voice to Miss Charlotta Tuggs. Mrs.

Captain Waters was the owner of it.

“ How d’ ye do ? ” said Captain Walter Waters, all suavity;

and a most cordial interchange of greetings ensued.
“ Beliuda, my love,” said Captaiu Walter Waters, applying

liis glass to his eye, and looking in the direction of the sea.

“Yes, my dear,” replied Mrs. Captain Waters.
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** There 's Harry Thompson !

’’

Where ? said Belinda, applying her glass to her eye.

** Bathing.’^

Lor, so it is ! He don’t see us, does he ?
”

‘‘ No, I don’t think he does,” replied the captain. Bless

my soul, how very singular !

”

“ What? ” inquired Belinda.
** There ’s Mary Golding, too.”
** Lor !—where ? ” (Up went the glass again.)

There !
” said the captain, pointing to one of the young

ladies before noticed, who, in her bathing costume, looked

ns if she was enveloped in a patent Mackintosh, of scant}'

dimensions.

^^So it is, I declare!” exclaimed Mrs. Captain Waters.

How very curious we should see them both 1

”

Very,” said the captain, with perfect coolness.

‘‘It’s the reg’lar thing here, you see,” whispered Mr.

Cymon Tuggs to his father.

I see io is,” whispered Mr. Joseph Tuggs in reply.

Queer though—ain’t it ? ” Mr. Cymon Tuggs nodded

assent.

‘^What do you think of doing with yourself this morn-

ing?” inquired the captain. Shall we lunch at Pegwell ?
”

I should like that very much indeed,” interposed Mrs.

Tuggs. She had never heard of Pegwell; but the word

“lunch” had reached her ears, and it sounded very agreeably

“How shall we go?’' inquired the captain; “it’s too

warm to walk.”

“A shay?” suggested Mr. Joseph Tuggs.

“Chaise,” whispered Mr. Cymon.
“ I should think one would bo enough,” said Mr. Josepli

Tuggs aloud, quite luiconscious of the meaning of the correc-

tion. “However, two shays if you like.”
“ I should like a donkey so much,” said Belinda.
“ Oh, so shv^uld I !

” echoed Charlotta Tuggs.
“Well, we can have a fiy,” suggested the captain, “and

you can have a couple of donkeys.”
A fresh difficulty arose. Mrs. Captain Waters declared it

would be decidedly improper for two ladies to ride alone.
The remedy was obvious. Perhaps young Mr. Tuggs would
be gallant enough to accompany them.

Mr. Cymon Tuggs blushed, smiled, looked vacant, and
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faintly protested that he was no horseman. The objection

was at once overruled. A fly was speedily found
;
and three

donkeys—which the proprietor declared on his solemn asseve-

ration to be ** three parts blood, and the other com **—^were

engaged in the service.

Kim up ! shouted one of the two boys wno followed

behind, to propel the donkeys, when Belinda Waters and

Charlotta Tuggs had been hoisted, and pushed, and pulled,

into their respective saddles.

Hi—hi—hi !

” groaned the other boy behind Mr. Cymon
Tuggs. Away went the donkey, with the stinups jinglirig

against the heels of Cymon's boots, and Cjinon's boots nearly

scraping the ground.
** Way—way! Wo—o—o—o— ! cried Mr. Cymon Tuggs

as well as he could, in the midst of the jolting.

Don’t make it gallop! ” screamed Mrs. Captain Waters,

behind.
** My donkey will go into the public-house !

” shrieked Miss

Tuggs in the rear.

‘^Hi—hi—hi!” groaned both the boys together; and on

went the donkeys as if nothing would ever stop them.

Everything has an end, however; even the galloping of

donkeys will cease in time. The animal which Mr. Cymon
Tuggs bestrode, feeling sundry uncomfortable tugs at the bit,

the intent of which he could by no means divine, abruptly

sidled against a brick wall, and expressed his imeasiness b}"

grinding Mr. Cymon Tuggs’ s leg on the rough surface. Mrs.

Captain Waters’s donkey, apparently under the influence of

some playfulness of spirit, rushed suddenly, head first, into a

hedge, and declined to come out again ; and the quadruped
on which Miss Tuggs was mounted, expressed his delight at

tliis humorous proceeding by flrinly planting his fore-feet

against the ground, and kicking up his liinddegs in a very
agile, but somewhat alarming manner.

This abrupt termination to the rapidity of the ride, naturally

occasioned some confusion. Both the ladies indulged in vehe
ment screaming for several minutes

; and Mr. Cymon Tuggs
besides sustaining intense bodily pain, had the additional

mental anguish of witnessing their distressing situation, with-

out having the power to rescue them, by reason of his leg

being firmly screw^ed in between the animal and the wall.

The efforts of the boys, however, assisted by the ingenious
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expedient of tnnsting the tail of the most rebellious donkey,

restored order in a much shorter time than could have reason-

ably been expected, and the little party jogged slowly on

together.

Now let ’em walk,*' said Mr. Cymon Tuggs. It ’s cruel

to overdrive ’em.’*

“ Werry well, sir,” replied the boy, with a grin at his com-

panion, as if he understood Mr. Cjunon to mean that the

cruelty applied less to tlie animals than to tlioir riders.

** What a lovely day, dear !
” said Charlotta.

** Charming
;
enchanting, dear !

” responded Mrs. Captain

Waters, AVkat a beautiful prospect, Mr. Tuggs !

”

Cymon looked full in Belinda’s face, as he responded

—

Beautiful, indeed !

’* Tlie lady cast down her eyes, and
suffered the animal she was riding to fall a little bock.

Cymon Tuggs instinctively did the same.

There a brief silence, broken only by a sigh from Mr
Cymon Tuggs.

‘‘ Mr. Cymon,” said the lady suddenly, in a low tone,
** Mr. Cymim—I am another’s.”

Mr. Cymon expressed his perfect concurrence in a statement

which it was impossible to controvert.

If I had not been— ” resumed Belinda; and there she
stopped.

What—what?” said Mr. C\Tnon earnestly. not
torture me. What would you say ?

”

If I had uot been ”—continued Mrs. Captain Waters

—

**
if, in earlier life, it liad been my fate to have known, and

been beloved by, a noble youth- -a kindred soul—a congenial
spirit—one capable of feeling and appreciating the sentimimts
which—

”

** Heavens ! what do I hear ? ** exclaimed Mr. Cymon
Tuggs. “Is it possible! can I believe my—Come up!”
(This last unsentimental parenthesis was addressed to the
donkey, who with his head between his fore-legs, appeared to
be examining the state of his shoes with great anxiety.)

* Hi hi hi,” said the boys beliind. “Come up,** ex-
postulated Cymon Tuggs again. “ Hi—hi—hi !

** repeated
the boys. And whether it was that the animal felt indignant
at the tone of Mr. Tuggs’ s command, or felt alarmed by the
noise of the deputy proprietor’s boots running behind liim

;

or whether h« burned with a noble emulation to outstrip the
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other donkeys ;
certain it is that he no sooner heard the

second series of hi—hi’s,” than he started away, with a

celerity of pace which jerked Mr. Cymon’s hat oflP, instanta-

neously, and carried him to the Pegwell Bay hotel in no

time, where he deposited his rider without giving him the

trouble of dismounting, by sagaciously pitching him over

his head, into the very doorwaj’^ of the tavern.

Great was the confusion of Mr. Cymon Tuggs, when he

was put, right end uppermost, by two waiters
;
consideral »le

was the alarm of Mrs. Tuggs in behalf of her son
;
agonising

were the apprehensions of Mrs. Captain Waters on his aocount.

It was speedily discovered, however, that he had not sustained

much more injury than the donkey—he was grazed, and the

animal was grazing—and then it was a delightful party to be

sure ! Mr. and Mrs. Tuggs, and the captain, had ordered

lunch in the little garden behind :—small saucers of large

shrimps, dabs of butter, crusty loaves, and bottled ale. Tlje

sky was without a cloud
;
there were flower-pots and tuif

before them
;
the sea, from the foot of the clilf, stretching

away as far as the eye could discern anything at all
;
vessels

in the distance with sails as white, and as smiiU, as nicely-got-

up cambric handkerchiefs. The shrimps were delightful, the

ale better, and the captain even more pleasant than either.

Mrs. Captain Waters was in such spirits after lunch!—chasing,

first the captain across the turf, and among the flower-pots
;

and then Mr Cymon Tuggs
;
and then Miss Tuggs

;
and

laughing, too, quite boisterously. But as the captain said,

it didn^t matter
;
who knew what they v ere, there ? For all

the people of the house knew, they might be common people.

To which Mr. Joseph Tuggs responded, ‘'To be sure.” And
then they went down the steep wooden steps a little further

on, which led to the bottom of the cliff
;
and looked at the

crabs, and the seaweed, and the eels, till it was more than
fully time to go back to Ramsgate again. FinaDy, Mr.
Cymon Tuggs ascended tlie steps last, and ]Mrs. Captain
Waters last but one;, and Mr. C}unon Tuggs discovered that,

the foot and ancle of Mrs, Captain Waters, were even more
unexceptionable than he had at first supposed.

Taking a donkey towards his ordinary place of residence,

is a very different thing, and a feat much more easily to be
accomplished, than taking him from it. It requires a great
deal of foresight and presence of mind in the one ca8e,ft<i
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anticipate the numerous flights of his discursive imaginatioii

,

whereas, in the other, all you have to do, is, to hold on, and

place a blind conddence in the animal Mr. Cfmon Tuggs

adopted the latter expedient on his return; and his nerves

were so little discomposed by the journey, that he distinctly

understood they were all to meet again at the library in the

evening.

The library was crowded. There were the same ladies,

and the same gentlemen, who had been on the sands in the

morning, and on the pier the day before. There were young

ladies, in maroon-coloured gowns and black velvet bracelets,

dispensing fancy articles in the shop, and presiding over

games of chance in the concert-room. There were marriage-

able daughters, and marriage-making mammas, gaming and

promenading, and turning over music, and flii-ting. There

were some male beaux doing the sentimental in whispers, and

others doing the ferocious in moustache. There were Mrs.

Tuggs in amber. Miss Tuggs in sky-blue, Mrs. CajUain Waters

in pink. Ihere was Captain Waters in a braided eurtout

;

there was Mr. C5Tnon Tuggs in pumps and a gilt waistcoat

;

there was Mr. Joseph Tuggs in a blue coat, and a shirt-frill.

‘‘Numbers three, eight, and eleven!'^ cried one of the

young ladies in the maroon-coloured gowns.
“ Numbers three, eight, and eleven!” echoed another young

lady in the same uniform.

“Number three’s gone,” said the first young lady.

“Numbers ei^;].t and eleven !

”

“ Numbers eight and eleven !
” echoed the second young

lady.

“Number eighl’s gone, Mary Ann,” said the first young
lady.

“ Number eleven !
” screamed the second.

“
'Ihe members are all taken now, ladies, if you j)lease,” said

the first. The representatives of numbers three, eight, and
eleven, and the rest of the numbers, crowded round the table.

“Will you throw, ma’am?” said the presiding goddes
handing the dice-box to the eldest daughter of a stout lady,
with four girls.

lliere was a profound silence among tho lookers on.
“Ihrow, Jane, my dear,” said the stout lady. An inte-

restiug display of bashfuiness—a httle blushing in a cambric,
handkerchief—a whispering to a younger sister.
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** Amelia, my dear, throw for your sister,*’ said the stout

lady; and then she turned to a walking advertisement of

Rowland’s Macassar Oil, who stood next her, and said, ‘‘ Jane

IS so very modeat and retiring; but I can’t be angry with her

for it An artless and unsophisticated girl is so truly amiable,

that I often wish Amelia was more like her sister !

”

The gentleman with the whiskers, whispered his admiring

approval.

Now, my dear !
” said the stout lady. Miss Amelia

threw—eight for her sister, ten for herself.

Nice figure, Amelia,” wliispered the stout lady, to a thin

youth beside her.

Beautiful !

”

And such a spirit ! I am like you in that respect. I can

not help admiring that life and vivacity. Ah
!
(a sigh) I

wish I could make poor Jane a little more like my dear

Amelia !

”

The young gentleman cordially acquiesced in the sentiment

;

both he, and tlie individual first addressed, were perfectly

contented.

Who’s this?” inquired Mr. C}Tnon Tuggs of Mrs.

Captain Waters, as a short female, in a blue velvet hat and

feathers, was led into the orchestra, by a fat man in black

tights, and cloudy Berlins.

‘‘Mrs. Tippin, of the London theatres,” replied Belinda,

referring to the programme of the concert.

The talented Tippin having condescendingly acknowledged

the clapping of hands, and shouts of “ bravo I
” which greeted

her appearance, proceeded to sing the poj^ular cavatina of

“Bid me discourse,” atcompanied on the piano by Mr. Tippin;

after which, Mr. Tippin sang a comic song, accompanied on
the piano by Mrs. Tippin : the applause consequent upon
which, was only to be exceeded by the enthusiastic approba-

tion bestowed upon an air with variations on the guitar, by
Miss Tippin, accompanied on tlie chin by Master Tippin.

Thus passed the evening
;

tlius passed the days and even-

ings of the Tuggs’ 8, and the Waters’s, for six weeks. Sands
in the morning—donkeys at noon—j)ier in the afternoon

—

library at night—and the same people everywhere.

On that very night six weeks, the moon was shining
brightly over the calm sea, which dashed against the feet of

the tali gaunt cliffs, witli just enough noise to lull the old fish
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to sleep, without disturbing the young ones, when two figures

were discernible—or would have been, if anybody had looked

for them—seated on one of the wooden benches which are

stationed near the verge of the western cliff. The moon had

climbed higher into the heavens, by two hours* journeying,

since those figures first sat down—and yet they had moved

not. The crowd of loungers had thinned and dispiirsed
;
the

noise of itinerant musicians had died away
;
light after light

had appeared in the windows of the different houses in the

distance
;

blockade-man after blockade-man had passed the

spot, wending his way towards his solitary post
;
and yet

those figures had remained stationary. Some portions of the

two forms were in deep shadow, but the light of the moon
fell strongly on a puce-coloured boot and a glazed stock. Mr.

CjTuon Tuggs, and Mrs. Captain Waters, were seated on that

bench. They spoke not, but were silently gazing on the sea.

“ Walter will return to-morrow,** said Mrs. Captain Waters,

mournfully breaking silence.

Mr. Cymon Tuggs sighed hke a gust of wind through a

forest of gooseberry bushes, as he replied, Alas lie will.**

Oh, Cymon I
’* resumed Belinda, the chaste deliglit, the

calm happiness, of this one week of Platonic love, is too much
for me I

**

Cymon was about to suggest that it was too little for him,
but he stopped liimself, and murmured unintelligibly.

And to tliink that even this glimpse of happiness, inno-

cent as it is,*’ exclaimed Belinda, “ is now to be lost for
ever !

**

** Oh, do not say for ever, Belinda,** exclaimed the excitable

Cymon, as two strongly-defined tears chased each otlier down
his pale face—it was so long that there was plentj’^ of room
for a chase—** Do not say for ever !

*’

‘‘ I must,’* replied Belinda,

‘‘Why?’* urged Cymon, “oh why?. Such Platonic
acquaintance as ours, is so harmless, that even your husband
can never object to it.”

“ My husband !
** exclaimed Belinda. “ You little know

him.^ Jealous and revengeful
; ferocious in** his revenge—

a

maniac in his jealousy ! Would you be assassinated before
my eyes ? ** Mr. CjTiion Tuggs, in a voice broken by emotion,
expressed his disinclination to undergo the process of asaaasi*
nation before the eyes of anybody.
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'‘Then leave me,” said Mrs. Captain Waters. “ Leave me,
this night, for ever. It is late

;
let us return.”

Mr. Cymon Tuggs sadly offered the lady his arm, and
escorted her to her lodgings. He paused at the door—he felt

a Platonic pressure of his hand. Good night,” he said,

hesitating.

Good night,” sobbed the lady. Mr. Cymon Tuggs paused
again.

“ Won^t you walk in, sir ? ” said the servant. Mr. Tuggs
hesitated. Oh, that hesitation ! He did walk in.

“Good night!” said Mr. Cymon Tuggs again, when he
reached the drawing-room.

“ Good night !
” replied Belinda

;
“ and, if at any period of

my life, I—Hush!” The lady paused and stared, with a

steady gaze of horror, on the ashy countenance of Mr. Cymon
Tuggs. There was a double knock at the street-door.

“It is my husband !
” said Belinda, as the captain’s voice

was heard below.
“ And my family !

” added Cymon Tuggs, as the voices of

his relatives floated up the staircase.

“ The curtain ! The curtain ! ” gasped Mrs. Captain
Waters, pointing to the window, before which some chintz

hangings w^ere closely drawn.
“ But I have done nothing wrong,” said the hesitating

C^mon.
“The curtain !

” reiterated the frantic lady: “you will be
n\ ordered.” This last appeal to his feelings was irresistible.

TJie dismayed Cymon concealed himself behind the curtain,
with pantomimic suddenness.

Enter the captain, Jo.soph Tuggs, Mrs. Tuggs, and Charlotta.
“ My dear,” said the captain, “ Lieutenant Slaughter.”

Two iron-shod boots and one gruff voice were heard by Mr.
Cymon to advance, and acknowledge the honour of the intro-
duction. The sabre of the lieutenant rattled lieavily upon the
floor, as he seated himself at the table. Mr. Cymon’s fears
almost overcame his reason.

“ The brandy, my dear !
” said the captain. Here was a

situation ! They were- going to make a niglit of it ! And
Mr. Cymon Tuggs was pent up behind the curtain and ofrraid

to breathe ’

“ Slaughter,” said the captain, “ a cigar?”
NoW| Mr. Cymon Tuggs never could smoke, without feeling
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it indispensably necessary to retire, immediately, and never

could smell smoke without a strong disposition to cough. The
cigars were introduced

;
the captain was a professed smoker

so was the lieutenant
;
so was Joseph Tuggs. The apartment

was small, the door was closed, the smoke powerful : it hung
in heavy wreathes over the room, and at length found its way
behind the curtain. Cymon Tuggs held his nose, his mouth,

Ills breath. It was all of no use—out came the cough.

Bless my soul ! said the captain, I beg your pardon,

Mjs3 Tuggs. You dislike smoking?*^

Oh, no
;

I don’t indeed,” said Charlotta.

“ It makes you cough.”

Oh dear no.”

You coughed just now.”
Me, Captain Waters ! Lor ! how can you say so ?

”

Somebody coughed,” said the captain.

I certainly thought so,” said Slaughter. No ;
every-

body denied it.

Fancy,” said the captain.

Must be,” echoed Slaughter.

Cigars resumed—more smoke—another cough—smothered,

but violent.

Damned odd !
” said the captain, staring about him.

“ Sing’ler !
” ejaculated the unconscious Mr. Joseph Tuggs.

Lieutenant Slaughter looked first at one person mysteriously,

then at another
;
then, laid down his cigeu*

;
then, approached

the window on tiptoe, and pointed with his right thumb over

his shoulder, in the direction of the curtain.

Slaughter !
” ejaculated the captain, rising from table,

“ what do you mean ?
”

The lieutenant, in reply, drew back the curtain and dis»

covered Mr. C}Tnon Tuggs behind it
;

pallid with appre-
hension, and blue v ith wanting to cough.

“ Aha !
” exclaiimed the captain furiously, Whai do I

see ? Slaughter, your sabre !

”

Cymon !
” screamed the Tuggs’ s.

Mercy I
” said Belinda.

Platonic 1 ” gasped Cymon.
^‘\our sabre! ” roared the captain: Slaughter—unliand

me—the villain’s life !

”

'' Murder !
” scr<iamod the Tuggs’s,

Hold him fast, sir !
” faintly articulated Cymon.
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** Water !
” exdaimed Josepli Tuggs—and Mr. Cymon

Tuggs and aH the ladies forthwith fainted away, and formed a

tableau.

Most willingly would we conceal the disastrous termination

of the six weeks’ acquaintance. A troublesome form, and an

arbitrary custom, however, prescribe that a story should have

a conclusion, in addition to a commencement ; we have therefore

no alternative. Lieutenant Slaughter brought a message

—

the captain brought an action. Mr. Joseph Tuggs interposed

—^the lieutenant negotiated. When Mr. Cymon Tuggs
recovered from the nervous disorder into which misplaced

affection, and exciting circumstances had plunged him, he

foimd that his family had lost their pleasant acquaintance

;

that his father was minus fifteen hundred pounds
;
and the

captain plus the precise sum. The money was paid to hush
the matter up, but it got abroad notwithstanding

;
and there

are not wanting some who affirm that three designing im-

postors never found more easy dupes, than did Captain Waters,

Mrs. Waters, and Lieutenant Slaughter, in the Tuggs’s at

Ramsgate.

CHAPTER V.

HORATIO SPARKINS.

** Indeed, my love, he paid Teresa very great attention on
the last assembly night,'’ said Mrs. Malderton, addressing her

spouse, who, after the fatigues of the day in the City, -was

sitting with a silk handkerchief over his head, and his feet on
the fender, drinking his port;—‘Wery great attention; and
I say again, every possible encouragement ought to be given
him. He positively must be asked down here to dine.’^

Who must?” inquired Mr. Malderton.

Why, you know whom I mean, my dear—the young man
with the black whiskers and the white cravat, who has just

come out at our assembly, and whom till the girls are talking

about. Young dear me! what’s his name?—Marianne
what is his name ? ” continued Mrs. Malderton, addressing

her youngest daughter, who was engaged in netting a purse

4ind looking sentimental
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** Mr. Horatio Sparkins, ma ” replied Miss Marianne, witli

a sigh.

Oh
!

yes, to be sure— Horatio Sparkins,” said Mrs.

Malderton. “ Decidedly the most gentleman-like young man
I ever saw. T am sure, in the beautifully made coat he wore

the other night, he looked like—like
”

Like Prince Leopold, ma—so noble, so full of sentiment !

”

suggested Marianne, in a tone of enthusiastic admiration.

You should recollect, my dear,” resumed Mrs. Malderton,

that Teresa is now eight-and-twenty
;
and that it really is

very important that something should be done.”

Miss Teresa Malderton was a very little girl, rather fat,

with vermilion cheeks, but good-humoured, and still dis-

engaged, although to do her justice, the misfortune arose

from no lack of perseverance on her part. In vain, had she

airted for ten years; in vain, had Mr. and Mrs. Mfddertou

^siduously kept up an extensive acquaintance among the

young eligible bachelors of Camberwell, and even of Wands-
worth and Brixton

;
to say nothing of those who dropped

in ” from town. Miss Malderton was as well known as the

lion on the top of Northumberland House, and had an equal

chance of going off.”

‘‘I am quite sure you’d like him,” continued Mrs.
Malderton

;
he is so gentlemanly !

”

So clever !
” said Miss Marianne.

And has such a flow of language !
” added Miss Teresa.

He has a great respect for you. my dear,” said Mrs.
Malderton to her Lusband. Mr. Malderton coughed, and
looked at the fire.

Yes, I’m sure he ’s very much attached to pa’s society,”

said Miss Marianne.

No doubt of it,” echoed Miss Teresa.
“ Indeed, he said as much to me in confidence,” observed

^Irs. Malderton.

Well, well,” returned Mr. Malderton, somewhat flattered;
If I see him at the assembly to-morrow, perhaps I ’ll ask

him down. I hope he knows we live at Oak Lodge, Camber-
well, my dear ?

”

Of course—and that you keep a one-horse carriage,”
I 11 see about it,” said Mr. Malderton, composing himself

for a nap
;

I ’ll see about it.”

Mr. Malderton was a man whose whole scope of ideas was
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limited to Lloyd’s, the Exchange, the India House, and the

Bank. A few successful speculations had raised him from a

situation of obscurity and comparative poverty, to a state of

affluence. As frequently happens in such cases, the ideas of

himself and his family became elevated to an extraordinary

pitch as their means increased; they affected fashion, taste,

and many other fooleries, in imitation of their betters, and

had a very decided and becoming horror of anytldng which

could, by possibility, be considered low. He was hospitable

from ostentation, illiberal from ignorance, and prejudiced

fr-om conceit. Egotism and the love of display induced him

to keep an excellent table : convenience, and a love of good

things of this life, ensured him plenty of guests. He liked to

liave clever men, or what he considered such, at his table,

because it was a great thing to talk about; but he never

could endure what he called sharp fellows.” Probably, he

cherished this feeling out of comphment to his two sons, who
gave their respected parent no uneasiness in that particular.

The family were ambitious of forming acquaintances and

connexions in some sphere of society sui^erior to that in which

they themselves moved
;
and one of the nocessaiy consequences

of this desire, added to their utter ignorance of the world

beyond their own small circle, was, that any one who could

lay claim to an acquaintance with people of rank and title,

had a sure passport to the table at Oak Lodge, Camberwell.

The appearance of Mr. Horatio Sparkins at the assembly

had excited no small degree of surprise and curiosity among
its regular frequenters. Who could he he ? He was evidently

reserved, and apparently melancholy. Was he a clergyman?
—He danced ^oo well, A barrister ?—He said lie was not
called. He used very fine words, and talked a great deaL
Could he be a distinguished foreigner, come to England for the

purpose of describing the country, its manners and customs

;

and frequenting public balls and public dinners, with the view
of becoming acquainted with high life, polished etiquette and
English refinement?—No, he had not a foreign accent. Was
he a surgeon, a contributor to the magazines, a writer of

fashionable novels, or an artist ?—No
;
to each and aU of

these surmises, there existed some valid objection.—“ Then,”
said every body, ** he must be somebody ,**— ** I should think he
must be,” reasoned Mr. Malderton, with himself, “ because he
poroeivos our superiority, and pays us so much attention.”
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The night succeeding the conversation we have just

recorded, was assembly night/* The double-fly was ordered

to be at the door of Oak Lodge at nine o*clock precisely. The

Miss Maldertons were dressed in sky-blue satin trimmed with

artiflcial flowers
;
and Mrs. M. (who was a little fat woman),

in ditto ditto, looked like her eldest daughter multiplied by

two.
,
Mr. Frederick Malderton, the eldest son, in full-dress

costume, was the very beau ideal of a smart waiter
;
and Mr.

Thomas Malderton, the youngest, with his white dress-stock,

blue coat, bright buttons, and red watch-ribbon, strongly

resembled the portrait of that interesting, but rash young
gentleman, George BamweU. Every member of the party

had made up his or her mind to cultivate the acquaintance of

Mr. Horatio Sparkins. Miss Teresa, of course, was to be as

amiable and interesting as ladies of eight-and-twenty on the

look-out for a husband, usually are. Mrs. Malderton would
be all smiles and graces. Miss Marianne would request the

favour of some verses for her album. Mr. Malderton would
patronise the great unknown by asking him to dinner. Tom
intended to ascertain the extent of his information on the

interesting topics of snuff and cigars. Even Mr. Frederick

Malderton himself, the family authority on all points of taste,

dress, and fashionable arrangement
; who had lodgings of his

own in town; who had a j^-ee admission to Covent-garden
theatre

;
who always dressed according to the fashions of the

months
; who went up the water twice a-week in the season

;

and who actually had an intimate friend who once knew a
gentleman who formerly lived in the Albany,—even he had
determined that Mr. Horatio Sparkins must be a devilish

good fellow, and that he would do him the honour of chal-

lenging him to a game at billiards.

The first object that met the anxious eyes of the expectant
family on their entrance into the ball-room, was the interesting
Horatio, with his hair brushed off his forehead, and his eyes
fixed on the ceiling, reclining in a contemplative attitude on
one of the seats.

There he is, my dear/* whispered Mrs. Malderton to Mr.
Malderton.

How like Lord Byron !
** murmured Miss Teresa.

'' Or Mol .^mery !
** whispered Miss Marianne.

“ Or the poi^raits of Captain Cook !
*’ suggested Tom.

dom don t be an ass ^ ’* said his father, who checked him
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on all occasions, probably with a view to prevent his becoming
** sharp —^which was very unnecessary.

The elegant Sparkins attitudinised with admirable effect,

until the family had crossed the room. He then started up,

with the most natural appearance of surprise and delight

;

accosted Mrs. Malderton with the utmost cordiality ;
saluted

the young ladies in the most enchanting manner
;
bowed to,

and shook han4s with, Mr. Malderton, with a degree of

respect amounting almost to veneration; and returned the

greetings of the two young men in a half-gratified, half-

patronising manner, which fully convinced them that he must

be an important, and, at the same time, condescending per-

sonage.
“ Miss Malderton,” said Horatio, after the ordinary salu-

tations, and bowing very low, may I be permitted to

presume to hope that you will allow me to have the

pleasure ”

1 don't think 1 am engaged,” said Miss Teresa, with a

dreadful affectation of indifference—*^but, really—so many—

”

Horatio looked handsomely miserable.

“ I shall be most happy,” simpered the interesting Teresa,

at last. Horatio’s countenance briglitened up, like an old hat

in a shower of rain.

A very genteel young man, certainly !
” said the gratified

IMr. Malderton, as the obsequious Sparkins and his partner

joined the quadrille which was just forming.

^‘He has a remarkably good address,” said Mr. Frederick.

‘‘Yes, he is a prime fellocv,” iutci’posed Tom, who always

managed to put his foot in it
— “he tallcs just like an

auctioneer.”

“ Tom !
” said his father solemnly, “ I think I desired you,

before, not to be a fool.” Tom looked as happy as a cock on

a drizzly morning.
“ How delightful !

” said the interesting Horatio to his

partner, as they promenaded the room at the conc lusion of the

set—“how delightful, how refreshing it is, to retire from the

cloudy storms, the vicissitudes, and the troubles, of life, even

if it be but for a few short fleeting moments
;
and lo spend

those moments, fading and evanescent though they bo, in the

delightful, the bkessed, society, of one individuiil— whose

frowns would be dcBath, whose coldness would be madness,

whose falsehood would be ruin, whose constancy would he
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bliss
;
the possession of whose affection would be the brightest

and best reward that Heaven could bestow on man

!

What feeling ! what sentiment ! thought Miss Tei-esa, as

she leaned more heavily on her companion’s arm.

But enough—enough ! resumed the elegant Sparkins,

with a theatrical air. What have I said ? what have I—

I

—to do with sentiments like these ! Miss Malderton— ’’ hero

he stopped short—‘^may I hope to be permitted to offer the

humble tribute of

Really, Mr. Sparkins/’ returned the enraptured Teresa,

blushing in the sweetest confusion, *' I must refer you to papa.

I never can, wuthout his consent, venture to
—

”

Surely he cannot object— ”

Oh, yes. Indeed, indeed, you know him not !
” inter-

rupted IMiss Teresa, 'well knowuiig tliero W'as nothing to fear,

but wishing to make the interview resemble a scene in some
romantic novel.

He cannot object to m}'- offering you a glass of negus,”
returned the adorable Sparkins, with some surprise.

Is that all ? ” thought the disappointed Teresa. Mhat
a fuss about nothing !

”

It will give me the greatest pleasure, sir, to see you to

dinner at Oak Lodge, Camberwell, on Sunday next at fivt^

o^clock, if you have no better engagement,” said Mr. Malderton,
at the conclusion of the evening, as he and his sons weri^

standing in conversation wdth Mr. Horatio Sparkins.
Horatio bowed his acknowdt^dgmonts, and accepted th{'

flattering invitation.

I must coufess,” continued tlje father, offering his snuff-

box to his new acquaintance, '‘that I don’t enjoy these
a.sseniblies half so much as the ooinf()rt—I had almost said
the luxury of Oak Lodge, d'hey Iiavo no great charms foi
an elderlj' m^n.”

.And, after all, sir, what is m.an?” said the metaphysical
Sparkins. “ I say, what is man ’*

Ah! very true, said Mr. Malderton
j
“very true,”

(< ,

^ know that tve live and breathe,” continued Horatio;
“ that we nave wants and wishes, desires and appetites—”

^

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Frederi(*k Malderton, looking pro-

“I say we know that we exist,” repeated Horatio, raising
lus voice, but there, we stop

; there is an end to our know-
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ledge ;
there, is the summit of our attainments

;
there, is the

termination of our ends, 'Wliat more do we know ? ''

‘^Nothing,’* replied Mr. Frederick—than whom no one was

more capable of answering for liimself in that particular. Tom
was about to hazard something, but, fortunately for his repu-

tation, he caught his father’s angry eye, and slunk off like a

puppy convicted of petty larceny.

Upon my word,” said Mr. Malderton the elder, as they

were returning home in the Fly, ** that Mr, Sparkins is a

wonderful young man. Such surprising knowledge ! such

extraordinary information ! and such a splendid mode of

expressing himself!
”

**
I think he must be somebody in disguise,” said Miss

Marianne. How charmingly romantic !

”

“ He talks very loud and nicely,” timidly observed Tom,
but I don’t exactly understand what he means.”
**

I almost begin to despair of your understanding an^dhing,

Tom,” said his father, who, of course, had been much
enlightened by Mr. Horatio Sparkins’ conversation.

** It strikes me, Tom,” said Miss Teresa, “that you have

made yourself very ridiculous this evening.”

“No doubt of it,” cried everybody—and the unfortunate

Tom reduced liimself into the least possible space. That

night, Mr. and Mrs. Malderton had a long conversation

respecting their daugliter’s prospects and future arrange-

ments. Miss Teresa went to bed, considering whether, in the

event of her marrying a title, she could conscientiously

encourage the visits of her present associates
;
and dreamed,

all night, of disguised noblemen, large routs, ostrich plumes,

bridal favours, and Horatio Sparkins.

Various surmises were hazarded on the Sunda}^ morning, as

to the mode of conveyance wliich the anxiously expected

Horatio would adopt. Did he keep a gig ?—was it possible

he could come on horseback ?—or would he patronize the

stage? These, and various other conjectures of equal im-

portance, engrossed the attention of Mrs. Malderton and her

daughters during the whole morning after church.
“ Upon my word, my dear, it ’s a most annoying thing that

that vulgar brother of yours should have invited himself to

dine here to-day,” said Mr. Malderton to his wife. On
account of Mr. Sparkins’s coming dowm, I purposely abstained

from asking anyone but Fiamwell. And then to think ot
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your brother—a tradesman—^it ’s insufferable ! I declare 1

wouldn’t have him mention his shop, before our new guest

—

no, not for a thousand pounds ! I wouldn’t care if he had the

good sense to conceal the disgrace he is to the family
;
but

lie ’s so fond of his horrible business, that he will let people

Imow what he is.”

Mr. Jacob Barton, the individual alluded to, was a large

grocer
;
so vulgar, and so lost to all sense of feeling, that he

actually never scrupled to avow that he wasn’t above his

business: ‘’he’d made his money by it, and he didn’t care

who know’d it.”

“Ah! Flamwell, my dear fellow, how d’ye do?” said

Mr. Malderton, as a little spoffish man, with green spectacles,

entered the room. “You got my note ?
”

“Yes, I did
;
and here I am in consequence.”

“You don’t happen to know this Mr. Sparkins by name?
You know everybody ?

”

Mr. Flamwell was one of those gentlemen of remarkably

extensive information whom one occasionally meets in society,

who pretend to know everybody, but in reality know nobody.

At Malderton’s, where any stories about great people were
received with a greedy ear, he was an especial favourite

;
and,

knowing the kind of people he had to deal with, he carried

his passion of claiming acquaintance with everybody, to the

most immoderate length. He had rather a singular way of

telling his greatest lies in a parenthesis, and with an air of

self-denial, as if he feared being thought egotistical.
“ Why, no, I don’t know him by that name,” returned

Flamwell, in a low tone, and with an air of immense import-
ance. I have no doubt I know him, though. Is he
taU?”

“ Middle sized,” said Miss Teresa,
“ With black hair? ” inquired Flamwell, hazarding a bold

guess.

“Yes,” returned Miss Teresa, eagerly.
“ Rather a snub nose ?

”

“No,” said the disappointed Teresa, “ he has a Roman
nose.”

“I said a Roman nose, didn’t I?” inquired Flamwell.
“ He ’s an elegant young man ?

”

“ Oh, certainly.”

“ With remarkably prepossessing manners ?
”
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Oh, yes ! said all the family together. You must

know him.*'

*‘Yes, I thought you knew him, if he was anybody,”

triumphantly exclaimed Mr. Malderton. Who d* ye think

he is?"
** Why, firom your description," said Flamwell, ruminating,

and sinHng his voice, almost to a whisper, ‘‘ he bears a strong

resemblance to the Honourable Augustus Fitz-Edward Fitz-

John Fitz-Osbome. He *s a very talented young man, and

rather eccentric. It 's extremely probable he may have

changed his name for some temporary purpose."

Teresa’s heart beat high. Could he be the Honourable

Augustus Fitz-Edward Fitz-John Fitz-Osbome! What a

name to be elegantly engraved upon two glazed cards, tied

together with a piece of white satin ribbon ! *‘The Honourable

Mrs. Augustus Fitz-Edward Fitz-John Fitz-Osborne I
" The

thought was transport.

It *8 five minutes to five," said Mr. Malderton, looking at

his Wfitch : I hope he ’s not going to disappoint us."

There he is !
" exclaimed Miss Teresa, as a loud double-

knock was heard at the door. Everybody endeavoured to

look—as people when they particularly expect a visitor always

do—as if they were perfectly unsuspicious of the approach of

anyoody.

The room-door opened—^^Mr. Barton !
" said the servant.

Confound the man !
" murmured Malderton. Ah ! my

dear sir, how d’ ye do ! Any news ?
"

‘‘ Why no," returned the grocer, in his usual bluff manner.
‘‘No, none partickler. None that I am much aware of.

How d* ye do, gals and boys ? Mr. Flamwell, sir—glad to

see you."
“ Here ’s Mr. Sparkins !

" said Tom, who had been looking

out at the window, “on such a black horse!" There was
Horatio, sure enough, on a large black liorse, curvetting and
prancing along, like an Astley’s supernumerary. After a
great deal of reining in, and pulling up, with the accompani-

ments of snorting, rearing, and kicking, the animal consented

to stop at about a hundred yards from the gate, where Mr.
Sparkins dismounted, and confided him to the care of Mr
Malderton’ 8 groom. The ceremony of introduction was gone
through, in all due form. Mr. Flamwell looked from behind

his green spectacles at Horatio with an air of mysterious
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importance
;
and the gallant Horatio looked unutterable things

at Teresa.

Is he the Honourable Mr. Augustus what his name ?
*

whispered Mrs. Malderton to Flamwell, as he was escorting

her to the dining-room.

‘^Why, no—at least not exactly,^’ returned that great

authority—‘^not exactly.’*

‘‘ Who is he then ?
”

Hush !
” said Flamwell, nodding his head with a grave

ail', importing that he knew very well
;
but was prevented, by

some grave reasons of state, from disclosing the importani

secret. It might be one of the ministers making liimself

acquainted with the views of the people.

^^Mr. Sparkms,” said the delighted Mrs. Malderton, ^^pray

divide the ladies. John, put a chair for the gentleman

between Miss Teresa and Miss Marianne.” This was addressed

to a man who, on ordinary occasions, acted as half-groom,

half-gardener; but who, as it was important to make an

impression on Mr. Sparkins, had been forced into a white

neckerchief and shoos, and touched u^), and brushed, to look

like a second footman.

The dinner was excellent
;
Horatio was most attentive to

Miss Teresa, and everyone felt in high spirits, except Mr.

Malderton, who, knowing the propensity of his brother-in-law',

Mr. Barton, endured that sort of agony which the newspapers

inform us is experienced by the surrounding neighbourhood

when a pot-boy liangs himselt in a hay-loft, and which is

“much easier to bo imagined than described.”
“ Have you seen your friend. Sir Thomas Noland, lately,

Flamwell?” inquired Mr. Malderton, casting a sidelong look

at Horatio, to see what effect the mention of so great a man
had upon him.

“MTi}, no—not very lately. I saw Lord Gubbleton the

day before yesterday.”
“ Ah ! I hoptj his lordship is very well?” said Malderton,

in a tone of the greatest interest. It is scarcely necessary to

say that, until that moment, he had been quite innocent of

the existence of such a person.
“ Why, yes

;
he was very well—very well indeed. He *8 a

devilish good fellow. I met him in the City, and had a long
chat with liim. Indeed, I ^m rather intimate with him. 1

couldn’t stop to talk to him as long as I could wish, though,
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because I was on my way to a banker’s, a very rick man, and

a member of Parliament, with whom I am also rather, indeed

I may say very, intimate.”

I know whom you mean,” returned the host, consequen-

tially—in reality knowing as much about the matter as

Flamwell himself. He has a capital business.-’

This was touching on a dangerous topic.

Talking of business,” interposed Mr. Barton, from the

centre of the table. ”A gentleman whom you knew very

well, Malderton, before you made that first lucky spec of

yours, called at our shop the other day, and— ”

Barton, may I trouble you for a potato,” interrupted the

WTetched master of the house, hoping to nip the story in

the bud.

Certainly,” returned the grocer, quite insensible of his

brother-in-law’s object— and he said in a very plain

manner ”

Floury^ if you please,” interrupted Malderton again

;

dreading the termination of the anecdote, and fearing a

repetition of the w^ord shop.”

He said, says he,” continued the culprit, after despatch-

ing the potato
;

^‘says he, how goes on your business? So

I said, jokingly—you know my way—says I, I ’m never

above my business, and I hope my business will never bo

above me. Ha, ha !

”

Mr. Sparkius,” said the host, vainly endeavouring to

conceal his dismay, a glass of wrine ?
”

With the utmost pleusui’o, sir.’'

Happy to see you.”

Tuank you.”

^‘We \vere talking the other evening,” resumed the host,

addressing Horatio, partly with the view of displaying the

conversational powers of his new acquaintance, and partly in

the hope of drowming the grocer’s stories— we were talking

the other niglit about the nature of man. Your ai'gument

struck me very forcibly.”

“ And me,” said Mr. Frederick. Horatio made a graceful

inclination of tho head.

‘‘Pray, w^hat is your opinion of woman, Mr. Sparkins?”
inquired Mrs. Malderton. The young ladies simpered.

‘^Man,” rejdied Horatio, ‘‘man, whether ho ranged the

bright, gay, flowery plains of a second Eden, or tho more
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sterile, barren, and I may say, common-place regions, tu

which we are compelled to accustom ourselves, in times such

as these
;
man, under any circumstances, or in any place—

whether he were bending beneath the withering blasts of the

frigid zone, or scorching under the rays of a vertical sun

—

man, without woman, would be—^alone/*

I am very happy to find you entertain such honourable

opinions, Mr. Sparkins,^* said Mrs. Malderton.

“ And I,” added Miss Teresa. Horatio looked his delight*

and the young lady blushed.

Now it ’ 8 my opinion, said Mr. Barton

I know what you ’re going to say,” interposed Malderton,

determined not to give his relation another opportunity, and

I don’t agree with you.”

What?” inquired the astonished grocer.

I am sorry to differ from you, Barton,” said the host, in

as positive a manner as if he really were contradicting a

position which the other had laid down, but I cannot give

my assent to what I consider a very monstrous proposition.”

But I meant to say— ”

You never can convince me,” said Malderton, with an air

of obstinate determination. Never.”

And I,” said Mr. Frederick, following up his father’s

attack, cannot entirely agree in Mr. Sparkins’s argument.*’

What !
” said Horatio, who became more metaphysical,

and more argumentative, as he saw the female part of the

fiimily listening in wondering delight—“What! Is effect

the consequence oi cause ? Is cause the precursor of effect ?
”

“ That ’s the point,” said Flamwell.

“ To be sure,” said Mr. Malderton.
“ Because, if effect is the consequence of cause, and if cause

does precede effect, I appreliend you are wrong,” added
Horatio

“ Decidedly,” said the toad-ealing Flam well.
“ At least, I apprehend that to be the just and logical

deduction ? ” said SparJiins, in a tone of interrogation.

“No doubt of it,” cliimod in Flamwell again. “ It settles

the point.”

“Well, perhaps it does,” said Mr. Frederick; “I didn’t
see it before.”

“I don’t exactly see it now,” thought the grocer; “but
I suppose it ’s all right,”
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** How wonderfully clever be is ! ” whispered Mrs. Mal-

derton to her daughters, as they retired to the drawing-room.

‘^Oh, he’s quite a love!” said both the young ladies

together ;
he talks like an oracle. He must have seen a

great deal of life !

* ’

The gentlemen being left to themselves, a pause ensued,

during which everybody looked very grave, as if they were

quite overcome by the profound nature of the previous dis-

cussion. Flamwell, who had made up his mind to find out

who and what Mr. Horatio Sparkins really was, first broke

silence.

‘^Excuse me, sir,” said that distinguished personage,

presume you have studied for the bar ? I thought of entering

once, myself—indeed, I ’m rather intimate with some of the

highest ornaments of that distinguished profession.”

‘‘ N—no !
” said Horatio, with a little hesitation

;
not

exactly.”

*^But you have been much among the silk gowns, or 1

mistake ? ” inquired Flamwell, deferentially.

‘‘Nearly aU. my life,” returned Sparkins.

The question was thus pretty well settled in the mind of

Mr. Flamwell. He was a young gentleman “ about to be

called.”

“ I shouldn’t like to be a barrister,” said Tom, speaking

for tlie first time, and looking round the table to fiud some-

body who would notice the remark.
No one made any reply.

I shouldn’t like to wear a wig,” said Tom, hazarding

another observation.
“ Tom, I beg you will not make yourself ridiculous,” said

liis father. “ Pray listen, and improve yourself by the con-

versation you hoar, and don’t be constantly making these

absurd remarks.”
“ Very well, father,” replied the unfortunate Tom, who had

not spoken a word since he had asked for another slice of beef

at a quarter-past five o’clock p.m., and it was then eight.

“Well, Tom,” observed his good-natured uncle, “never
mind ! I thinlc witli you. I shouldn’t like to wear a wig.

I ’d rpvther wear an apron.”

Mr. Malderton coughed violently. Mr. Barton resumed

—

“ For if a man ’s above his business— ”

The cough return el with ten-fold violence, and did not
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cease until tlie unfortunate cause of it, in liis alarm, had quite

forgotten what he intended to say.

‘‘ Mr. Sparking,’’ said Flamwell, returning to the charge,

do you happen to know Mr. Delafontaine, of Bedford-

square? ”

I have exchanged cards with him
;
since which, indeed,

I have had an opportunity of serving him considerably,”

replied Horatio, slightly colouring
;
no doubt, at having been

betrayed into making the acknowledgment.

You are very lucky, if you have had an opportunity of

obliging that great man,” observed Flamwell, with an air of

profound respect.

I don’t know who he is,” he whispered to Mr. Malderton,

confidentially, as they followed Horatio up to the drawing-

room. **It’s quite clear, however, that ho belongs to the

law, and that he is somebody of great importance, and very

liighly connected.”

‘‘No doubt, no doubt,” retui^ied his companion.

The remainder of tlie evening passed away most delight-

fully. Mr. Malderton, relieved from his apprehensions by
the circumstance of Mr. Barton’s falling into a profound

sleep, was as affable and gracious us possible. Miss Teresa

played the “ Fall of Paris,” as Mr. Sparkins declared, in a

most masterly manner, and both of them, assisted by Mr.
Frederick, tried over glees and trios without number; they

having made the pleasing discovery that their voices harmo-
nized beautifully. To be sure, they aU sang the first part;

and Horatio, in addition to tlie slight drawback of having no
ear, was perfectly innocent of knowing a note of music

;
still,

they passed the time very agreeably, and it was past twelve
o’clock before Mr. Sparkins ordered the mourning-coach

-

looking steed to be brought out—an order which was only

complied ^vith, on the distinct understanding that he was to

repeat his visit on the following Sunday.
“ But, perhaps, Mr. Sparkins will form one of our part}"

to-morrow evening ? ” suggested Mrs. M. “ Mr. Malderton
intends taking the girls to see the pantomime.” Mr. Sparkins
bowed, and promised to join the party in box 48, in the course
of the evening.

“We will not tax you for the morning,” said Miss Teresa,
bewitchingly

;

“ for ma is going to take us to all sorts of
places, shopping. I know that gentlemen have a great horror
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of that employment.’* Mr. Sparkins bowed again, and declared

that he should be delighted, but business of importance occu-

pied him in the morning. FlamweU looked at Malderton

significantly— It ’s term time !
” he whispered.

At twelve o’clock on the following morning, the '' fly ” was

at the door of Oak Lodge, to convey Mrs. Mdderton and her

daughters on their expedition for the day. They were to dine

and dress for the play at a Mend’s house. First, drivings

thither with their band-boxes, they departed on their first

errand to make some purchases at Messrs. Jones, Spruggins,

and Smith’s, of Tottenham-court-road
;

after which, they were

to go to Redmayne’s in Bond-street
;
thence, to innumerable

places that no one ever heard of. The young ladies beguiled

the tediousness of the ride bv eulogising Mr. Horatio Sparkins,

scolding their mamma for taking tliem so far to save a shilling,

and wondering whether they should ever reach their destina-

tion. At length, the vehicle stopped before a dirty-looking

ticketed linen-draper’s shop, with goods of all kinds, and labels

of all sorts and sizes, in the window. There were dropsical

figures of seven with a little three-farthings in the comer

;

perfectly invisible to the naked eye; ” toee hundred and
fifty thousand ladies’ boas, from one shilling and a penny half-

penny
;
real French kid shoes, at two and ninepence per pair

;

green parasols, at an equally cheap rate
;
and every descrip-

tion of goods,” as the proprietors said—and they must know
best—‘'fifty per cent, under cost-price.”

“ Lor ! ma, what a place you have brought us to 1
” said

INIiss Teresa
;

“ what tvould Mr. Sparkins say if he could
see us !

”

“ Ah ! what, indeed !
” said Miss Marianne, horrified at

the idea.

“ Pray be seated, ladies. What is the fii'st article ?
”

inquired the obsequious master of the ceremonies of the
establishment, who, in his large w^hite neckcloth and formal
tie, looked like a bad “portrait of a gentleman” in the
Somerset-house exhibition.

“ I want to see some silks,” answered Mrs. Malderton.
“Directly, ma’am.—Mr. Smith! Where is Mr. Smith?”
“ Here, sir,” cried a voice at the back of the shop.
“ Pray make haste, Mr. Smith,” said the M.C. “ You

never are to be found when you’re wanted, sir.”

Mr, Smith, thus enjoined to use all possible despatch, leaped
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over tlie counter with, great agility, and placed himself before

the newly arrived customers. Mrs. Malderton uttered a faint

scream
;
Miss Teresa, who had been stooping down to talk to

her sister, raised her head, and beheld—Horatio Sparkins

!

“We will draw a veil,** as novel writers say, over the scene

that ensued. The mysterious, philosophical, romantic, meta-

physical Sparkins—^he who, to the interesting Teresa, seemed

like the embodied idea of the young dukes and poetical ex

(piisites in blue silk dressing-gowns, and ditto ditto slippers,

of whom she had read and dreamed, but had never expected

to behold, was suddenly converted into Mr. Samuel Smith, the

assistant at a “ cheap shop; ’* the junior partner in a slippery

firm of some three weeks* existence. The dignified evanish-

ment of the hero of Oak Lodge, on this unexpected recognition,

could only be equalled by that of a furtive dog with a con-

siderable kettle at his tail. All the hopes of the Maldertons

were destined at once to melt away, like the lemon ices at a

Company’s dinner
;
Almacks was still to them as distant as

the North Pole
;
and Miss Teresa had as much chance of a

husband as Captain Ross had of the north-west passage.

Years have elapsed since the occurrence of this dreadful

morning. Tlie daisies have thrice bloomed on Camberwell-
green

;
the sparrows have tlirice repeated their vernal chirps

in CamberweU-gTove
;
but the Miss Maldertons are still un-

mated. Miss Teresa’s case is more desperate than ever
;
but

FlamwcU is yet in the zenith of his reputation
;
and the

family have the same predilection for aristocratic personages,

with an increased aversion to anything low.

CHAPTER VI.

THE BLACK VETI..

Onk winter’s evening towards the close of the year 1800,
or within a year or two of that time, a young medical ])rac-

titioner, recently established in business, was seated by a
cheerful fire, in his little parlour, listening to the wind which
was beating the rain in pattering di’oi)8 against the window,
and rumbling dismally in tlie chimney. The night was wet
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and cold
;

lie had been walking through mud and Water the

whole day, and was now comfoi^tably reposing in his dressing-

gown and slippers, more than half asleep and less than half

awake, revolving a thousand matters in his wandering imagi-

nation. First, he thought how hard the wind was blowing,

and how the cold, sharp rain Avould be at that moment beating

in his face, if he were not comfortably housed at home.

I'hen, his mind reverted to his annual Christmas visit to his

native place ao cl dearest friends; he thought how glad they

would all be to see him, and how happy it would make Rose

if he could only tell her that ho had found a patient at last,

and hoped to have more, and to come do\vn again, in a few

months’ time, and marry her, and take lier home to gladden

his lonely fireside, and stimulate him to fresh exertions.

Then, he began to wonder when his fii’st patient would
appear, or whether he was destined, by a special dispensation

of Providence, never to have any patients at all
;
and then, he

thought about Rose again, and dropped to sleep and dreamed
about lier, till the tones of her sweet merry voice sounded in

liis ears, and her soft tiny hand rested on his shoulder.

There was a hand upon his shoulder, but it was neither soft

nor tiny
;

its owner being a corpulent round-headed boy, who,
in consideration of the sum of one shilling per week and his

food, was let out by the paiisli to carry medicine and
messages. As there was no demand for the medicine, how-
ever, and no necessity for the messages, he usually occupied
his unemployed hours—averaging fourteen a day—in ahstract-

ing pej^permiut drops, talting animal nourishment, and going
to sleep

lady, blr—a lady!” whispered the boy, rousing his
master with a shake.

‘'What lady?” cried our friend, starting up, not quite
certain that his dream was an illusion, and half expecting
that it might be Rose herself.—‘‘ What lady ? Where ?

”

“ There, sir !
” replied the hoy, pointing to the glass door

leading into the surgery, with an expression of alarm which
the very unusual apparition of a customer might have tended
to excite.

The surgeon looked towards the door, and started himself,
for an instant, on beholding the appearance of his unlooked-
for visitor.

It was a singularly tall woman, dressed in deep mourning
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and standing so close to the door that her face almost toucheo

the glass. The upper part of her figure ttos carefully muffled

in a black shawl, as if for the purpose of concealment
;
and

her face was shrouded by a thick black veil. She stood

perfectly erect
;
her figure was drawn up to its full height,

and though the surgeon felt that the eyes beneath the veil

were fixed on him, she stood perfectly motionless, and evinced,

by no gesture whatever, the slightest consciousness of his

having turned towards her.

''Do you wish to consult me?’* he inquired, with some

hesitation, holding open the door. It opened inwards, and

therefore the action did not alter the position of the figure,

which still remained motionless on the same spot.

She slightly inclined her head in token of acquiescence.

Pray walk in,” said the surgeon.

riie figure moved a step forward; and then, turning its

head in the direction of the boy—to his infinite horror

—

appeared to hesitate.

Leave the room, Tom,” said the young man, addressing

the boy, whose large round eyes had been extended to their

utmost width during this brief interview. Draw the curtain,

and shut the door.”

The boy drew a green curtain across the glass part of the

door, retired into the surgeiy, closed the door after him, and

immediately applied one of his large eyes to the keyhole on

the other side.

The surgeon drew a chair to the fire, and motioned the

visitor to a seat. The mysterious figure slowly moved towards

it. As the blaze shone upon the black dress, the surgeon

observed that the bottom of it was saturated with mud and
rain.

You are very wet,” he said.

I am,” said the stranger, in a low deep voice.

'*And you aie iU?” added the surgeon, compassionately,

for the tone was that of a person in pain,

am,” was the reply—*^very iU: not bodUy, but
mentally. It is not for myself, or on my own behalf,” con-

tinued the sti’anger, ** that I come to you. If I laboured
imder bodily disease, I sliould not be out, alone, at such on
hour, or on such a night as this

; and if I were afflicted with
it, tw’enty four hours hence, God knows how gladly I would
lie down and pray to die. It is for another that I beseech
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your aid, sir. I may be mad to ask it for him—I tliink 1

am ; but, night after night through the long dreary hours of

watching and weeping, the thought has been ever present to

my mind ,* and though even I see the hopelessness of human
assistance availing him, the bare thought of laying him in his

gi’ave without it, makes my blood run cold ! And a

shudder, such as the surgeon well kifew art could not produce,

trembled through the speaker’s frame.

There was a desperate earnestness in this woman’s manner,

that went to the yoimg man’s heart. He was young in his

profession, and had not yet witnessed enough of the miseries

which are daily presented before the eyes of its members, to

have grown comparatively callous to human suffering.

If,” he said, rising hastily, the person of whom you
speak, he in so hopeless a condition as you describe, not a

moment is to be lost. I will go with you instantly. Why
did you not obtain medical advice before ?

”

** Because it would have been useless before—because it is

useless even now,” replied the woman, clasping her hands
passionately.

The STirgeon gazed, for a moment, on the black veil, as if

to ascertain the expression, of the features beneath it
; its

thickness, however, rendered such a result impossible.
** You ire ill,” he said, gently, although you do not know

it. The fever which has enabled you to bear, without feeling

it, the fatigue you have evidently undergone, is burning
within you now. Put that to your lips,” he continued, pour-
ing out a glass of water— ‘‘ compose yourself for a few
moments, and then tell me, as calmly as you can, what the
disease of the patient is, and how long he has been ill. AVhen
I know v'hat it is necessary I should know, to render my visit

serviceable to him, I am ready to accompany you.”
The stranger lifted the glass of water to her mouth, without

raising the veil
;
put it down again, untasted

;
and burst into

tears.

‘‘ I know,” she said, sobbing aloud, “that what I say to
you now, seems like the ravings of fever. I have been told
so before, less kindly than by you. I am not a young
woman

;
and they do say, that as life steals on towai^s ite

final close, the last short remnant, wortliless as it may seem to

all beside, is dearer to its possessor than all the years that
have gone before, connected though they be witli the reco]*
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lection of old friends long since dead, and young ones

—

children perhaps—wlio have fallen off from, and forgotten one

as completely as if they had died too. My natural term of

life cannot be many years longer, and should be dear on that

account
;
but I would lay it down without a sigh—with cheer-

fulness—with joy—if what I tell you now, were only false, or

imaginary. To-morrow morning, he of whom I speak will

be, I knoWf though I would fain think otherwise, beyond the

reach of human aid
;
and yet, to-night, though he is in deadly

peril, you must not see, and could not serve, him/'

I am unwilling to increase your distress,'’ said the sur-

geon, after a short pause, by making any comment on what

you have just said, or appearing desirous to investigate a

subject you are so anxious to conceal
;
but there is an incon-

sistency in your statement which I cannot reconcile with pro-

bability. This person is dying to-night, and I cannot see

him when my assistance might possibly avail
;
you apprehend

it will be useless to-morrow, and yet you would have me see

him then ! If he be, indeed, as dear to you, as your words

and manner would imply, why not tiy to save his Life before

delay and the progress of his disease render it impracticable ?
”

** God help me !
" exclaimed the woman, weeping bitterly,

** how can I hope strangers will believe what appears incre-

dible, even to myself? You will not see him then, sir ? " she

added, rising suddenly.

I did not say that I declined to see him," replied the sim-

geon
;
“ but I warn you, that if you persist in this extra-

ordinary procrastination, and the individual dies, a fearful

responsibility rests with you."

“The responsibility will rest heavily somewhere," replied

the stranger bitterly. ‘‘ Whatever responsibility rests with
me, I am content to bear, and ready to answer."

“ As I incur none," continued the surgeon, “ by acceding
to your request, I will see him in the morning, if you leave
me the address. At what hour can he be seen ?

"

“ Ninf,'' replied the stranger.
“ You must excuse my pressing these inquiries," said tho

surgeon. “ But is he in your charge now ?
"

“ He is not," was her rejoinder.
“ Then, if I gave you instructions for his treatment tlu’ough

the night, you could not assist him?"
The woman wept bitterly, as she replied, “ I could not."
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Finding that there was but little prospect of obtaining more

information by prolonging the interview
;

and anxious to

spare the woman’s feelings, which, subdued at first by a

violent effort, were now irrepressible aud most painful to

witness
;
the surgeon repeated his promise of calling in the

morning at the appointed hour. Plis visitor, after giving liim

a direction to an obscure part of Walworth, left the house in

the same mysterious manner in which she had entered it.

It will be readily believed that so extraordin.ary a visit pro-

duced a considerable impression on the mind of the young
surgeon

;
and that he speculated a great deal and to very little

purpose on the possible circumstances of tlie case. In common
with the generality of people, he had often heard and read of

singular instances, in which a presentiment of death, at a par-

ticular day, or even minute, had been entertained and realised.

M one moment he was inclined to tliink that the present

might be such a case
;
but, then, it occurred to him that all

the anecdotes of the kind he luid ever heard, were of pcr.sons

who had been troubled with a foreboding of tlieir ovm death.

This woman, however, spoke of another person—a man
;
and

it was impossible to suppose that a mere dream or delusion ot

fancy would induce her to speak of liis approaching dissolu

tion with such terrible certainty as she had spoken. It could

not be that the man was to bo raui’dered in the morning, aud
that the woman, originally a consenting l)arty, and bound to

secrecy by an oath, had I’elented, and, though unable to

prevent the commission of some outrage on the victim, had
detennined to prevent his death if possible, by the timely inter-

position of medical aid ? The idea of such things ha2)pening

within two miles of the metropolis appeared too wild and pre-

posterous to be entertained bej^ond the instant. Then, his

original impression that the w'^oman’s in(;ellocts w'ero disordered.

reciuTed
;
and, as it was the only mode of solving Hie difficulty

with any degree of satisfaction, ho obstiiiatoiy imide up his

mind to believe that she w^as mad. Certain misgivings uj)on

this point, how'ever, stole ujion his thoughts at the time, and
presented themselves again and again llirough the long dull

course of a sleepless night : during which, in spite of all liis

efforts to the contrary, he was unable to banish the black veil

from his disturbed imagination.
The back part of Walworth, at its greatest distance frOiU

town, is a straggling miserable place enough, even in these
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days
;
but five-and-thirty years ago, the greater portion of it

vras little better than a dreary waste, inhabited by a few

scattered people of questionable character, whose poverty pre-

vented their living in any better neighbourhood, or whose

pursuits and mode of life rendered its solitude desirable.

Very many of the houses which have since sprung up on all

sides, were not built until some years afterwards ;
and the

great majority even of those which were sprinkled about, at

irregular intervals, were of the rudest and most miserable

description.

The appearance of the place through which he walked in

the morning, was not calculated to raise the spirits of the

young surgeon, or to dispel any feeling of anxiety or depres-

sion which the singular kind of visit he was about io make,

had awakened. Striking off from the high road, his way lay

across a marshy common, through irregular lanes, with here

and there a ruinous and dismantled cottage fast falling to

pieces with decay and neglect. A stunted tree, or pool of

stagnant water, roused into a sluggish action by the heavy

rain of the preceding night, skirted the i)ath occasionally

;

and, now and then, a miserable patch of garden-ground, with

a few old boards knocked together for a summer-house, and
old palings imperfectly mended with stakes pilfered from the

neighbouring hedges, bore testimony, at once, to the poverty

of the inhabitants, and the little scruple they entertained in

appropriating the property of other people to their own use.

Occasionally, a filthydooking woman would make her appear-

ance from the door of a dirty house, to empty the contents of

some cooking utensil into the gutter in front, or to scream
after a little slip-shod girl who had contrived to stagger a few
5"ard8 from the door under the weight of a sallow infant

almost as big as herself, but, scarcely anything was stirring

aroimd; and so much of the prospect as could be faintly

traced through the cold damp mist which hung heavily over it,

[)i’e8cnted a lonely and dreary appearance perfectly in keeping
with the objects we have described.

After plodding wearily through the mud and mire
;
making

many inc[uiries for the place to which he had been directed

;

and receiving as many contradictory and unsatisfactory repHes
in return

;
the young man at length arrived before the house

which had been pointed out to him as the object of his des-
tination. It was a small low building, one story above tlia
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ground, with even a more des(date and unpromising exterior

than any he had yet passed. An old yellow wirtain was

closely drawn across the window up stairs, and the parlour

shutteis were closed, hut not fastened. The house was

detached from any other, and, as it stood at an angle of a

narrow lane, there was no other habitation in sight.

When we say that the surgeon hesitated, and walked a few

paces beyond the house, before he could prevail upon himself

to lift the knocker, we say nothing that need raise a smile

upon the face of the boldest reader. The police of London

^ver0 a very difierent body in that day
;
the isolated position

of the suburbs, wlien the rage for building and the progress

of improvement, luid not yet begun to connect them with the

main b(jdy of the city and its environs, rendered many of them
(and tliis in particular) a place of resort for the •worst and

most depraved characters. Even the streets in the gayest

parts of London were imperfectly lighted, at that time
;
and

such places as tliese, were left entirely to the mercy of the

moon and stars. The chances of detecting desperate charac-

ters, or of tracing them to their haunts, were thus rendered

very few, and their offences naturally increased in boldness,

as the consciousness of comparative security became tbe more
impressed upon them by daily experience. Added to these

considerations, it must be remembered tliat the young man
had spent some time in the public hospitals of the metropolis

;

and, although neither Burke nor Bishop had then gained a
horrible notoriety, his own observation might have suggested
to him how easily the atrocities to which the former has since

given his name, rniglit be committed. Be this as it may,
whatever reflection made him hesitate, he did hesitate

;
but,

being a young man of strong mind and great personal courage,
it was only for an instant;—^he stepped briskly back, and
knocked gently at the door.

A low whispering was audible, immediately afterwards, as

if some person at the end of the passage were conversing
stealtliily, with another on the landing above. It was
succeeded by the noise of a pair of heavy boots upon the bare
floor. The door-chain was softly unfastened; the door opened;
and a tall, ill-favoured man, with black hair, and a face as
the surgeon often declared afterwards, as pale and haggard,
as the countenance of any dead man he ever saw, presented
himself.
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Walk in, sir,” he said in a low tone.

The surgeon did so, and the man, hashing secured the doci

again, hy the chain, led the way to a small back parlour at

the extremity of the passage.

Am I in time ?
”

Too soon !
” replied the man. The surgeon turned hastily

round, with a gesture of astonishment not unmixed with alarm,

which he found it impossible to repress.

If you ’ll step in here, sir,” said the man, who had
evidently noticed the action— if you ’ll step in here, sir,

you won’t be detained five minutes, I assure you.”

The surgeon at once walked into the room. The man
closed the door, and left him alone.

It was a little cold room, with no other furniture than two

deal chairs, and a table of the same material. A handful of

fire, unguarded by any fender, was burning in the grate,

which brought out the damp if it served no more comfortable

purpose, for the unwholesome moisture was stealing down the

walls, in long, slug -like tracks. The window, which was

broken and patched in many places, looked into a small

enclosed piece of ground, almost covered with water. Not a

sound was to bo heard, either within the house, or without.

The young surgeon sat down by the fireplace, to await the

result of his first professional visit.

He had not remained in this position, many minutes, when
the noise of some approaching vehicle struck his ear. It

stopped
;
the street-door was opened; a low talking succeeded,

accompanied with a shuffling noise of footsteps, along the

passage and on the stairs, as if two or three men were engaged
in carrying some heavy body to the room above. The creak-

ing of the stairs, a few seconds afterwards, announced that the

new comers having completed tlieir task, whatever it was,

were leaving the house. The door was again closed, and the

former silence was restored.

Another five minutes elapsed, and the surgeon had resolved

to explore the house, in search of some one to whom he might
make his errand knovm, when the room-door opened, and liis

last night’s visitor, dressed in exactly the same manner, witli

tlie veil lowered as before, motioned liim to advance. The
singular height of her form, coupled with tlie circumstance of
her not speaking, caused the id(*a to pass across his brain, for

an instant, that it might he a man disguised in woman’

d
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attire. The hysteric sobs which issued from beneath the veil,

and the convulsive attitude of grief of the whole figure, how-

ever, at once exposed the absurdity of the suspicion
;
and ho

hastily followed.

The woman led the way up stairs to the front room, and

paused at the door, to let him enter first. It was scantily

furnished with au old deal box, a few chairs, and a tent bed-

stead, without hangings or cross-rails, which was covered with

a patchwork counterpane. The dim light admitted through

the curtain which he had noticed from the outside, rendered

the objects in the room so indistinct, and communicated to all

of them so uniform a hue, that he did not, at first, perceive

the objeett on which his eye at once rested when the woman
rushed frantically past him, and flung herself on her knees by
the bedside. .

Stretched upon the bed, closely enveloped in a linen

wrapper, and covered with blankets, lay a human form, stiff

and motionless. The head and face, which were those of a

man, were uncovered, save by a bandage which passed ovei

the head and under the chin. The eyes were closed. The
left arm lay heavily across the bed, and the woman held the

passive hand.

The surgeon gently pushed the woman aside, and took the

hand .in his.

** My God!” he exclaimed, letting it fall involuntarily

—

the man is dead !

”

The woman started to her feet and beat her hands together.

^^Oh! don't say so, sir,” she exclaimed, with a burst of

passion, amounting almost to frenzy. Oh ! don’t say so,

sir ! I can’t bear it ! Men liave been brought to life, before,

when unskilful people have given them up for lost
;
and men

have died, who might have been restored, if proper means had
been resorted to. Don’t let him lie here, sir, without one
effort to save him ! This yevj moment life may be passing
away. Do try, sir,—do, for Heaven’s sake !

”—And while
speaking, she hurriedly chafed, first the forehead, and then
the breast, of the senseless form before her

;
and then, whldly

beat tlie cold hands, which 'wlien slie ceased to hold them, fell

listlessly and heavily back on the coverlet.

It is of no use, my good woman,” said the surgeon sooth-
ingly, as lio w ithdrew his hand from the man’s breast. “

St;iy

—undraw that curtain !

”
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** Why ? ” Baid the woman, starting up.

** Undraw that curtain ! repeated the surgeon, in an

agitated tone.

1 darkened the room on purpose,*’ said the woman,
tlirowing herself before him as he rose to undraw it.— Oh

!

sir, have pity on me ! If it can be of no use, and he is really

dead, do not expose that form to other eyes than mine !

”

“ This man died no natural or easy death,” said the surgeon.

I must see (he body !
” With a motion so sudden, that the

woman hardly knew that he had slipped from beside her, he

tore open the curtain, admitted the full light of dn}', and

returned to the bedside.

There has been violence here,” he said, pointing towards

the body, and gazing intently on the face, from which the

black veil was nov', for the first time, removed. In the

excitement of a minute before, the female had thrown off the

bonnet and veil, and now stood with her eyes fixed uj)on him.

Her features were those of a woman of about fifty, wlio had

once been handsome. Sorrow and weeping had left traces

upon them which not time itself would ever have produced

without their aid
;
her face was deadly pale

;
and there was a

nervous contortion of the lip, and an unnatural fire in her eye,

which showed too plainly that her bodily and mental powers

had nearly sunk, beneath an accumulation of misery.

There has been violence here,” said the surgeon, preserv-

ing his searching glance.

“ There has !
” replied the woman.

This man has been murdered,”
“ That I call God to witness he has,” said the woman,

passionately
;

“ pitilessly, inhumanly murdered !

”

By whom ? ” said the sui’geon, seizing the woman by the

arm.
“ Look at tlie butchers’ marks, and then ask me ’ ” she

replied.

The surgeon turned his face towards the bed, and bent over
(he body which now lay full in the light of the window. The
tliroat was swollen, and a livid mark encircled it. The truth
flashed suddenly upon him.

“ This is one of the men who were hanged this morning !

”

ho exclaimed, turning away with a shudder.
**

It is,” replied the woman, with a cold, unmeaning stare.

Wio was he ? ” inquired the surgeon.
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My soHy' rejoined the woman; and fell senseless at his

feet.

It was true. A companion, equally guilty with liiinself,

had been acquitted for want of evidence
;
and this man had

been left for death, and executed. To recount the circum-

stances of the case, at this distant period, must be unnecessary,

and might give pain to some personsr stiU alive. The history

was an every-day one. The mother was a widow without

friends ot money, and had denied herself necessaries to bestow

them on lier orphan boy. That boy, unmindful of her

prayers, and forgetful of the sufferings she had endured for

him—incessant anxiety of mind, and voluntary starvation of

body—had plunged into a career of dissipation and crime.

And this was the result
;
his own death by the hangman’s

hands, and his mother’s shame, and incurable insanity,

For many years after this occurrence, and when profitable

and arduous avocations would have led many men to forget

that such a miserable being existed, the young surgeon was a

daily visitor at the side of the harmless mad woman
;
not only

soothing her by his presence and kindness, but alleviating the

rigour of her condition by pecuniary donations for her cohort
and support, bestowed with no sparing hand. In the transient

gleam of recollection and consciousness which preceded her
death, a prayer for his welfare and protection, as ferv^ent os

mortal ever breathed, rose from the lips of this poor friendless

creature. That prayer flew to Heaven and was heard. The
blessings he was instrumental in conferring, have been repaid

to him a thousand-fold
;

but, amid all the honours of rank
and station which have since been heaped upon him, and
which he has so well earned, he can have no reminiscence
more gratifying to his heart than that connected witJi The
Black Veil.
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CHAPTER VII.

THE STEAM EXCURSION.

Mu Percy Noakes was a law-student, inhabiting a set of

chambers on the fourth floor, in one of those houses in Gray's-

inn-square which command an extensive view of the gardens^

and their usual adjuncts—^flaunting nursery-maids, and town-

made children, with parenthetical legs. Mr. Percy Noalces was

what is generally termed— a devilish good fellow.” He had

a large circle of acquaintance, and seldom dined at his own
expense. He used to taUc politics to papas, flatter the vanity

of mammas, do the amiable to their daughters, make pleasure

engagements with their sons, and romp with the younger

branches. Like those paragons of perfection, advertising foot-

men out of place, he was always willing to make himself

generally useful.” If any old l^y, whose son was in India,

gave.a ball, Mr. Percy Noakes was master of the ceremonies; if

any young lady made a stolen match, Mr. Percy Noakes gave her

away; if a juvenile wife presented her husband with a blooming

cherub, Mr. Percy Noakes was either godfather, or deputy god-

father
;
and if any member of a friend’s family died, Mr. Percy

Noakes was invariably to be seen in the second mourning coach,

with a white handkerchief to his eyes, sobbing—to use his

own appropriate and expressive description— like winkin !

”

It may readily be imagined that these numerous avocations

were rather calculated to interfere with Mr. Percy Noakes’

s

professional studies. Mr. Percy Noakes was perfectly aware
of the fact, and had, therefore, after mature reflection, made
up his mind not to study at all—a laudable determination, to

which he adhered in the most praiseworthy manner. His*

sitting-room presented a strange chaos of dress-gloves, boxing •

gloves, caricatures, albums, invitation-cards, foils, cricket-bats,

card-board drawings, paste, gum, and fifty other miscellaneous

articles, heaped together in the strangest confusion. He was
always making something for somebody, or planning some
party of pleasure, which was his great forte. He invariably

dpoke with astonishing rapidity; was smart, spoffish, and
eight-and-twenty.
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Splendid idea, ’pon my life ! soliloquised Mr. Percy

Noakos, over liis morning’s coffee, as his mind reverted to a

suggestion which had been tlirowm out on the previous night,

by a lady at whose house he had spent the evening. '‘Glorious

idea!—Mrs. Stubbs.”

"Yes, sir,” replied a dirty old woman with an inflamed

countenance, emerging from the bedroom, with a barrel of dirt

and cinders.—This was the laundress. " Did you call, sbc !

”

" Oh 1 Mrs. Stubbs, I ’m going out. If that tailor should

call again, you ’d better say—^you ’d better say I ^m out of

town, and shan’t be back for a fortnight
;
and if that boot-

maker should come, tell him I’ve lost his address, or I’d have

sent him that little amount. Mind he writes it dp^Vii
;
and if

Mr. Hardy should ctdl—^you know ISIr. Hardy ?
”

" The funny gentleman, sir ?
”

" Ah ! the funny gentleman. If Mr. Hardy should call,

say I ’ve gone to ]\Irs. Taunton’s about that water-party.”

"Yes, sir.”

" And if any fcUow calls, and says he ’s come about a

steamer, tell him to be here at five o’clock this afternoon,

Mrs. Stubbs.”
" Very well, sir.”

Mr. Percy Noakes brushed his hat, whisked the crumbs off

his inexplicables with a silk handkerchief, gave the ends of his

hair a persuasive roll roLind his forefinger, and sallied forth

for Mrs. Taunton’s domicile in Great Marlborough-street,

where she and her daughters occupied the upper part of a
house. She was a good-looking widow of fifty, with the form
of a giantess and the mind of a child. The pursuit of

pleasure, and some means of killing time, were tlie sole end of

her existence. She doted on her daughters, who were as

frivolous as herself.

A general exclamation of satisfaction hailed the anival 6f

!\Ir. Percy Noakes, who went through the ordinary salutations,

and tlirew himself into an easy chair near the ladies’ work-
table, with the ease of a regularly established friend of the

family. Mrs. Taunton was busily engaged in planting
immense bright bows on every part of a smart cap on which
it was possible to stick one

;
Mies Emily Taunton was making

a watch-guard; Miss Sophia was at the piano, practising a

new song—poetry by the young ofiicer, or the pohce-oflicer, or

the custom-house ofiicer, or some other interesting amateur.
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You good creature !
** said Mrs. Taunton, addressing the

gallant Percy. ** You really are a good soul ! You ’ve come

about the water-party, I know.”

I should rather suspect I had,” replied Mr. Noakes,

triumphantly. Now come here, girls, and I ^11 teU you all

about it.” Miss Emily and Miss Sophia advanced to the

table.

Now,” continued Mr. Percy Noakes, it seems to me that

the best way will be, to have a committee of ten, to make all

the arrangements, and manage the whole set-out. Then, I

propose that the expenses shall bo paid by these ten fellows

jointly.”

Excellent, indeed !
” said Mrs. Taunton, who highly

approved of this part of the arrangements.

Then, rny plan is, that each of these ten feUdws shall have

the power of asking five people. There must be a meeting of

the committee, at my chambers, to make all the arrangements,

and these peojrie shall be then named
;
every member of the

oommittee shall have the power of black-balling any one who
is proposed; and one black ball shall exclude that person.

This will ensure our having a pleasant party, you know.”

What a manager you are 1
” interrupted Mrs. Taunton

again.

Charming !
” said the lovely Emily.

**
I never did I

” ejaculated Sophia.

^^Yes, I think it’ll do,” replied Mr. Percy Noakes, who
was now quite in his element. I think it ’ll do. Then you

know we shall go down to the Nore, and back, and have a

regular capital cold dinner laid out in the cabin before we
start, so that everything may be ready without any confusion

;

and we shall have the lunch laid out, on deck, in tliose little

tea-garden-looking concerns by the paddle-boxes— I don’t

know what you call ’em. Then, we shall hire a steamer

expressly for our party, and a bard, and have the deck

chalked, and we shall be able to danc e quadrilles all day ;
and

then, whoever we know that’s musical, you know, why they’ll

make themselves useful and agreeable
;
and—and—upon the

whole, I really hope we shall have a glorious day, you
know !

”

The announcement of these arrangements was received with
the utmost entlmsiasm. Mrs. Taunton, Emily, and Soj^hia,

were loud in their praises.
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Well, but tell me, Percy,” said Mrs. Taunton, who are

the ten gentlemen to be ?
”

Oh I I know plenty of fellows who ’ll be delighted with

the scheme,” repli^ Mr. Percy Noakes :
** of course we shall

have
”

** Mr. Hardy !
” interrupted the servant, announcing a

visitor. Miss Sophia and Miss Emily hastily assumed the

most interesting attitudes that could be adopted on so short a

notice.

How are you ? ” said a stout gentleman of about forty,

pausing at the door in the attitude of an awkward harlequin.

This was Mr. Hardy, whom we have before described, on the

authority of Mrs. Stubbs, as the funny gentleman.” He
was an Astley-Cooperish Joe MiUer—a practical jdker, im-

mensely popular with married ladies, and a general favourite

with young men. He was always engaged in some pleasure

excursion or other, and delighted in getting somebody into a

scrape on such occasions. He could sing comic songs, imitate

hackney-coachmen and fowls, play airs on his chin, and
execute concertos on the Jews’-harp. He always eat and
drank most immoderately, and was the bosom friend of Mr.
Percy Noakes. He had a red face, a somewhat husky voice,

and a tremendous laugh.

How are you ? ” said this worthy, laughing, as if it were
the ^est joke in the world to make a morning call, and
shaking hands with the ladies with as much vehemence as if

their arms had been so many pump-handles.
You ’re just the very man I wanted,” said Mr. Percy

Noakes, who proceeded to explain the cause of his being in

requisition.
** Ha ! ha I ha !

” shouted Hardy, after hearing the state-

ment, and receiving a detailed account of the proposed excur-

sion. Oh, capital
!

glorious ! What a day it will be I

what fiin !—But, I say, when are you going to begin making
the arrangements ?

”

No time like the present—at once, if you please.”
** Oh, charming !

” cried the ladies. ** Pray, do !

”

Writing materials were laid before Mr. Percy Noakes, and
the names of the difierent members of the committee were
agreed on, after as much discussion between him and Mr
Hardy as if the fate of nations had depended on their appoint-

ment. It was then agreed that a meeting should take place



SKETCHES BY BOZ.

at Mr. Percy Noakes’s cliambers on tlie ensuing Wednesday
evening at eight o’clock, and the visitors departed.

Wednesday evening arrived
;
eight o’clock came, and eight

members of the committee were punctual in their attendance.

Mr. Loggins, the solicitor, of Boswell-court, sert an excuse,

and Mr. Samuel Briggs, the ditto of Fumival’s j.nn, sent his

brother : much to his (the brother’s) satisfaction, and greatly

to the discomfiture of Mr. Percy Noakes. Between the

Briggses and the Tauntons there existed a degree of implacable

hatred, quite unprecedented. The animosity between the

Montagues and Capidets, was nothing to that which prevailed

between these two illustrious houses. Mrs. Briggs was a

widow, with three daughters and two sons
;
Mr. Samuel, the

eldest, w^as an attorney, and Mr. Alexander, the youngest, was
under articles to his brother. They resided in Portland-street,

Oxford-street, and moved in the same orbit as the Tauntons

—

hence their mutual dislike. If the Miss Briggses appeared in

smart bonnets, the Miss Tauntons eclipsed them with smarter.

If Mrs, Taunton appeared in a cap of all the hues of the

rainbow, Mrs. Briggs forthwith mounted a toque, with all the

patterns of the kaleidoscope. If Miss Sophia Taimtcm learnt

a new song, two of the Miss Briggses came out with a new
duet. The Taimtons had once gained a temporary triumph
with the assistance of a harp, but the Briggses brought three

guitars into the field, and effectually routed the enemy. There

was no end to the rivalry between them.

Now, as Mr. Samuel Briggs was a mere machine, a sort of

self-acting legal walking-stick
;
and as the party was known

to. have originated, however remotely, with Mrs. Taunton, the

female branches of the Briggs family had aiTanged that Mr.

Alexander should attend, instead of his brother
;
and as the

said Mr. Alexander was deservedly celebrated for possessing

all the pertinacity of a bankruptcy-court attorney, combined
with the obstinacy of that useful animal which browses on the

thistle, he required but little tuition. He was especially

enjoined to make himself as disagreeable as possible
;
and,

above all, to black-ball the Tauntons at evoiy hazard.

The proceedings of the evening were opened by Mr. Percy
Noakes. After successfully urging on the gentlemen present

the propriety of their mixing some brandy-and-water, he
briefliy stated the object of the meeting, and concluded by
observing that the first step must be the selection of a chair-
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man, necessarily possessing some arbitrary—be trusted not

unconstitutional—powers, to whom the personal direction of

the whole of the arrangements (subject to the approval of the

committee) should be confided. A pale young gentleman, in

a green stock and spectacles of the same, a member of the

honourable society of the Inner Temple, immediately rose for

the purpose of proposing Mr. Percy Noakee. He had known
him long, and this he would say, that a more honourable, a

more excellent, or a better-hearted fellow, never existed.

—

(Hear, hear !) The young gentleman, who was a member of

a debating society, took this opportunity of entering into an

examination of the state of the English law, from the days of

William the Conqueror down to the present period
;
he briefly

adverted to the code established by the ancient Druids
;
slightly

glanced at the principles laid down by the Athenian law-

givers
;

and concluded with a most glowing eulogium on

pic-nics and constitutional rights.

Mr. Alexander Briggs opposed the motion. He had the

highest esteem for Mr. Percy Noakes as an individual, but he

did consider that he ought not to be entrusted with these

immense powers—(oh, oh!)—He believed that in the proposed

capacity Mr. Percy Noakes would not act fairly, impartially,

or honourably
;
but he begged it to be distinctly understood,

that he said this, without the slightest personal disrespect.

Mr. Hardy defended his honourable friend, in a voice rendered

partially unintelligible by emotion and brandy-and-water.

The proposition was put to the vote, and there appearing to

be only one dissentient voice, Mr. Percy Noakes was declared

duly elected, and took the chair accordingly.

The business of the meeting now proceeded with rapidity

The chairman delivered in his estimate of the probable

expense of the excursion, and every one present subscribed

his proportion thereof. The question was put that “ The
Endeavour” be hired for the occasion; Mr. Alexander Briggs

moved as an amendment, that the word ** Fly ” be substituted

for the word Endeavour
;
” but after some debate consented

to withdraw his opposition. The important ceremony of

balloting then commenced. A tea-caddy was placed on a table

in a dark corner of the apartment, and every one was provided

with two backgammon men, one black and one white.

The chairman with great solemnity then read the following

list of the guests whom he proposed to introduce :
- -Mrs
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Taunton and two daughters, Mr. Wizzle, Mr. Simson. The
names were respectively balloted for, and Mrs. Taunton and

her daughters were declared to be black-balled. Mr. Percy

Noakes and Mr. Hardy exchanged glances.

'Hs your list prepared, Mr. Briggs?’* inquired the chairman.
** It is,” replied Alexander, delivering in the following :

—

Mrs. Briggs and three daughters, Mr. Samuel Briggs.” The
previous ceremony was repeated, and Mrs. Briggs and three

daughters were declared to be black-balled. Mr. Alexander

Briggs
.
looked rather foolish, and the remainder of the

company appeared somewhat overawed by the mysterious

nature of the proceedings.

The balloting proceeded
;
but, one little circumstance which

Mr. Percy Noakes had not originally foreseen, prevented tlie

system from working quite as well as he had anticipated.

Everybody was black-balled. Mr. Alexander Briggs, by way
of retaliation, exercised his power of exclusion in every

instance, and the result was, that after three hours had been

consumed in hard balloting, the names of only three gentlemen

were found to have been agreed to. In this dilemma what
was to be done? either the whole plan must faU to the ground,

or a compromise must be effected. The latter alternative was
preferable

;
and Mr. Percy Noakes therefore proposed that the

form of balloting should be dispensed with, and that every

gentleman should merely be required to state whom he in-

tended to bring. The proposal was acceded to
;
the Tauhtons

and the Briggses were reinstated
; and the party was formed.

The next Wednesday was fixed for the eventful day, and it

was unanimously resolved that every member of the committee
should wear a piece of blue sarsenet ribbon round his left

arm. It appeared from the statement of Mr. Percy Noakes,
that the boat belonged to the General Steam Navigation
Company, and was then lying off the Custom-house ; and, as

he proposed that the dinner and wines should be provided by

^ eminent cfty purveyor, it was arranged that Mr. Percy
Noakes should be on board by seven o’clock to superintend
the arrangements, and that the remaining members of the

committee, together with the company generally, should be
expected to join her by nine o’clock. More brandy-and-water
was despatched

; several speeches were made by the different

law students present
;
thanks were voted to the chairman

;

and the meeting separated.
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The weather nad been beautiful up to this period, and

beautiful it continued to be. Sunday passed over, and Mr.

Percy Noahes became unusually fidgetty—rushing, constantly,

to and from the Steam Packet Wharf, to the astonishment of

the clerks, and the great emolument of the Holborn cabmen.

Tuesday arrived, and the anxiety of Mr. Percy Noakes knew
no bounds. He was every instant running to the window, to

look out for clouds; and Mr. Hardy astonished the whole

square by practising a new comic song for the occasion, in the

chairman’s chambers.

Uneasy were the slumbers of Mr. Percy Noakes that night

;

he tossed and tumbled about, and had confused dreams of

steamers starting off, and gigantic clocks with the hands

pointing to a quarter past nine, and the ugly face of Mr.

Alexander Briggs looking over the boat’s side, and grinning,

as if in derision of his fruitless attempts to move. He made
a violent effort to get on board, and awoke. The bright sun

was shining cheerfully into the bed-room, and Mr. Percy

Noakes started up for his watch, in the dreadful expectation

of finding his worst dreams realised.

It was just five o’clock. He calculated the time—he should

be a good half-hour dressing himself
;
and as it was a lovely

morning, and the tide would be then running down, he would
walk leisurely to Strand lane, and have a boat to the Custom-
house.

He dressed himself, took a hasty apology for' a breakfast,

and sallied forth. The streets looked as lonely and deserted

as if they had been crowded, overnight, for the last tune.

Here and there, an early apprentice, with quenched-looking

sleepy eyes, was taking down the shutters of a shop
;
and a

policeman or milk-woman might occasionally be seen pacing

slowly along
;
but the servants had not yet begun to clean the

doors, or light the kitchen fires, and London looked the picture

of desolation. At the comer of a bye-street, near Temple-bar,

was stationed a street-breakfast.” The coffee was boiling

over a charcoal fire, and large slices of bread and butter wei’e

piled one upon the other, like deals in a timber-yard. The
company were seated on a form, which, with a. view both to

security and comfort, was placed against a neighbouring wall.

Two young men, whose uproarious mirth and disordered dress

bespoke the conviviality of the preceding evening, were
treating three ** ladies ” and an Irish labourer. A little
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sweep was standing at a short distance, casting a longing eye

at the tempting delicacies
;
and a policeman was watching the

group from the opposite side of the street. The wan looks,

and gaudy finery of the thinly-clad women contrasted as

strangely with the gay sunlight, as did their forced merriment

with the boisterous hilarity of the two young men, who, now
and then, varied their amusements by bonneting ” the

proprietor of this itinerant coffee-house.

Mr. Percy Noakes walked briskly by, and when he turned

down Strand-lane, and caught a glimpse of the glistening

water, he thought he had never felt so important or so happy

in his life.

Boat, sir ! cried one of the three watermen who were

mopping out their boats, and aU whistling. Boat, sir 1

^‘No,” replied Mr, Percy Noakes, rather sharply
;
for the in-

quiry was not made in a manner at aU suitable to his dignity.

Would you prefer a wessel, sir ? inquired another, to the

infinite delight of the Jack-in-the-water.’’

Mr. Percy Noakes replied with a look of supreme contempt.

^^Did you want to be put on board a steamer, sir?^^ in-

quired an old fireman-waterman, very confidentially. He
was dressed in a faded red suit, just the colour of the cover

of a very old Court-guide.

Yes, make haste—the Endeavour—off the Custom-house.**

Endeavour !
** cried the man who had convulsed the

‘*Jack** before. ^Wy, I see the Endeavour go up half an

hour ago.**

** So did I,** said another
;
“ and I should think she *d gone

down by this time, for she *s a precious sight too full of ladies

and gen’lemen.**

Mr. Percy Noakes affected to disregard these representa-

tions; and stepped into the boat, which the old man, by dint

of scrambling, and shoving, and grating, had brought up to

the causeway. ‘‘Shove her off!** cried Mr. Percy Noakes,
and away the boat glided down the river ; Mr. Percy Noakes
seated on the recently mopped seat, and the watermen at the

stairs offering to bet him any reasonable sum that he *d never

reach the “ Custum-us.**
“ Here she is, by Jove !

** said the delighted Percy, as they
ran alongside the Endeavour.

“ Hold hard !
” cried the steward over the side, and Mr

Percy Noakes jumped on board.
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Hope you will find everyiliing as you wished, sir. She

looks uncommon well this morning.'’

‘‘She does, indeed,” replied the manager, in a state of

ecstasy which it is impossible to describe. The deck wiis

scrubbed, and the seats were scrubbed, and there was a bench

for the band, and a place for dancing, and a i)ile of camp-

stools, and an awning j
and then, Mr. Percy Noakes bustled

down below, and there were the pastrycook’s men, and the

ste^^ard’s wife, laying out the dinner on two tables the whole

length of the cabin; and then, Mr. Percy Noakes took off his

coat, and rushed backwards and forwards, doing nothing, but

quite convinced he was assisting everybody
;
and the steward’s

vpdfe laughed till she cried, and Mr. Percy Noakes panted with

the violence of his exertions. And then, the bell at London-

bridge wharf rang
;
an(ha Margate boat was just starting

;

and a Gravesend boat was just starting, and people shouted,

and porters ran down the steps with luggage that would crush

any men but porters
;
and sloping boards, with bits of wood

nailed on them were placed between the outside boat and the

inside boat
;
and the passengers ran along them, and looked

like so many fowls coming out of an area
;
and then, the bell

ceased, and the boards were taken away, and the boats started,

and the whole scene was one of the most delightful bustle and
confusion.

The time wore on; half-past eight o’clock arrived: the

pastrycook’s men went ashore
;

the dinner was completely

laid out
;
and !Mr. Percy Noakes locked the principal cabin,

and put the key in Ids pocket, in order that it might be
suddenly disclosed, in all its magnificence, to the eyes of the

astonished company. The band came on board, and so did

the wine.

Ten minutes to nine, and the committee embarked in a

body. There was Mr. Hardy, in a blue jacket and waistcoat,

white trousers, silk stockings, and pumps—in fuU aquatic

costume, with a straw hat on his head, and an immense
telescope under his arm

;
and there was the young gentleman

with the green spectacles, with nankeen inexplicables, with a
ditto waistcoat and bright buttons, like the pictures of Paxil

—

not the saint, but he of Virginia notoriety. The remainder of

the committee, dressed in white hats, light jackets, waistcoats,

and trousers, looked something between waiters and West
India planters.
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Nine o'clock struck, and the company arrived in shoals

Mr. Samuel Briggs, Mrs. Briggs, and the Misses Briggs,

made their appearance in a smart private wherry. The three

guitars, in their respective dark green cases, were carefully

stowed away in the bottom of the boat, accompanied by two

immense portfolios of music, which it would take at least a

week’s incessant playing to get through. The Tauntons

arrived at the same moment with more music, and a lion

—

a gentleman with a bass voice and an incipient red moustache.

The colours of the Taunton party were pink
;

those of the

Briggses a light blue. The Tauntons had artificial fiowers in

their bonnets
;
here the Briggses gained a decided advantage

—they wore feathers.

How d ’ye do, dear ? ” said the Misses Briggs to the

Misses Taunton. (The word ^^dear” among girls is frequently

synon}Tnous with wretch.”)

Quite well, thank you, dear,” replied the Misses Taunton

to the Misses Briggs
;
and then, there was such a kissing, and

congratulating, and shaking of hands, as might have induced

one to suppose that the two families were the best friends in

the world, instead of each wishing the other overboard, as

they most sincerely did.

Mr. Percy Noakes received the visitors, and bowed to the

strange gentleman, as if he should like to know who he was.

This was just what Mrs. Taunton wanted. Here was an
opportunity to astonish the Briggses.

Oh I I beg your pardon,” said the general of the Taunton
party, with a careless air.— Captain Helves—Mr. Percy

Noakes—Mrs. Briggs—Captain Helves.”

Mr. Percy Noakes bowed very low
;
the gallant captain did

the same with all due ferocity, and the Briggses were clearly

overcome.

Our Mend, Mr. Wizzle, being unfortunately prevented

from coming,” resumed Mrs. Taunton, ‘‘ I did myself the

pleasure of bringing the captain, whose musical talents I

knew would be a great acquisition.”

In the name of the committee I have to thank you for

doing so, and to offer you welcome, sir,” replied Tercy,

(Here the scraping was renewed.) “But pray be seated

—

won’t you walk aft ? Captain, will you conduct Miss Taunton?
—Miss Briggs, will you allow me?”
“Where could the}" have picked up that military man?’’



THE STEAM EXCUESION. 875

inquired Mrs. Briggs of Miss Kate Briggs, as they followed

t)ie little party.

I can’t imagine,” replied Miss Kate, bursting with vexation';

for the very fierce air with which the gallant captain regarded

the company, had impressed her with a high sense of his

importance.

Boat after boait came alongside, and guest after guest

arrived. The invites liad been excellently arranged : Mr.

Percy Noakes having considered it as important that the

number of young men should exactly tally with that of the

young ladies, as that the quantity of knives on board should

be in precise proportion to the forks.

*^Now, is every one on board?” inquired Mr. Percy

Noakes. The committee (who, with their bits of blue ribbon,

looked as if they were all going to be bled) bustled about to

ascertain the fact, and reported that they might safely start.

Go on !
” cried the master of the boat from the top of one

of the paddle-boxes.

Go on I
” echoed the boy, who was stationed over the

hatchway to pass the directions down to the engineer
;
and

iiway went the vessel with that agreeable noise which is

peculiar to steamers, and which is comj)osed of a mixture ol

creaking, gushing, clanging, snorting.

Hoi—oi—oi—oi—oi—oi—o—i—i—i !
” shouted half-a-

dozen voices from a boat, a quarter of a mile astern.

Ease her !
” cried the captain : do these people belong

to us, sir ?
”

** Noakes,” exclaimed Hardy, who had been looking at

every object, far and near, through the large telescope, “ it ’s

the Fleetwoods and the Wakefields—and two children with
tliem, by Jove !

”

‘^What a shame to bring children!” said everybody;
how very inconsiderate !

”

“ I say, it would be a good joke to pretend not to see ’em,

wouldn’t it?” suggested Hardy, to the immense delight o

the company generally. A council of war was hastily held,

and it was resolved that the new comers should be taken on
board, on Mr. Hardy’s solemnly pledging himself to tease the

children during tlie whole of the day.
** Stop her !

” cried the captain.

Stop her!” repeated the boy; whizz went the steam
and all the young ladies, as in duty bound, screamed in concert
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They were only appeased by the assurance of the martial

Helves, that the escape of steam consequent on stopping a

vessel was seldom attended with any great loss of human life.

Two men ran to the side; and after some shouting, and

swearing, and angling for the wherry with a boat-hook,

Mr. Fleetwood, and Mrs. Fleetwood, and Master Fleetwood,

and Mr. Wakefield, and Mrs. Wakefield, and Miss Wakefield,

were safely deposited on the deck. The girl was about six

years old, the boy about four
;
the former was dressed in a

white frock with a pink sash and dog’s-eared-looking little

spencer : a straw bonnet and green veil, six inches by three

and a half; the latter, was attired for the occasion in a

nankeen fi’ock, between the bottom of which, and the top of his

plaid socks, a considerable portion of two small mottled legs

was discernible. He had a light blue cap with a gold band
and tassel on his head, and a damp piece of gingerbread in his

hand, with which he had slightly embossed his countenance.

The boat once more started off; the band played ** Off she

goes
;

” the major part of the company conversed cheerfully in

groups
;
and the old gentlemen walked up and down the deck

in pairs, as perseveringly and gravely as if they were doing a

match against time for an immense stake. They ran briskly

down the Pool
;
the gentlemen pointed out the Docks, the

Thames Police-office, and other elegant public edifices; and

the young ladies exhibited a proper display of horror at the

appearance of the coal-whippers and baJlast-heavers. Mr.

Hardy told stories to the married ladies, at which they laughed

very much in their pocket-handkerchiefs, and hit him on the

knuckles with their fans, declaring him to be *^a naughty

man—a shocking creature ’’—and so forth
;

and Captain

Helves gave slight descriptions of battles, and duels, with a

most bloodthirsty air, which made him the admiration of the

women, and the envy of the men. Quadrilling commenced

;

Captain Helves danced one set with Miss Emily Taunton, and
another set with Miss Sophia Taunton. Mrs. Taunton was in

(ecstasies. The victory appeared to be complete
;

but alas !

the inconstancy of man ! Having performed this necessarj*

duty, he attached himself solely to Miss Julia Briggs, with

'whom he danced no less than three sets consecutively, and
from whose side he evinced no intention of stirring for the

remainder of the day.

Mr. Hardy, having played one or two very brilliant fantasias
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on the Jews’-harp, and having frequently repeated the ex-

quisitely amusing joke of slily chalking a large cross on the

back of some member of the committee, Mr. Percy Noakos

expressed his hope that some of their musical friends would

oblige the company by a display of their abilities.

Perhaps,” he said in a very insinuating manner, Captaiu

Helves will oblige us ? ” Mrs. Taunton’s countenance lighted

up, for the captain only sang duets, and couldn’t sing them

with anybody but one of her daughters.

Really,” said that warlike individual, **
I should be very

happy, but

—

“ Oh
!
pray do,” cried all the young ladies.

Miss Sophia, have you any objection to join in a duet ?
”

Oh ! not the slightest ;
” returned the young lady, in a tone

which clearly showed she had the greatest possible objection.

Shall I accompany you, dear ? ” inquired one of the Miss

Briggses, with the bland intention of spoiling the effect.

Very much obliged to you, Miss Briggs,” sharply retorted

Mrs. Taunton, who saw through the manceuvre
;

my
daughters always sing without accompaniments.”

** And without voices,” tittered Mrs. Briggs, in a low tone.
“ Perhaps,” said Mrs. Taunton, reddening, for she guessed

the tenor of the observation, though she had not heard it

clearly— Perhaps it would be as well for some people, if their

voices were not quite so audible as they are to other people.”

And, perhaps, if gentlemen who are kidnapped to paj

attention to some persons’ daughters, had not sufficient dis-

cernment to pay attention to other persons’ daughters,”
returned Mrs. Briggs, some persons would not be so ready
to display that il]-temper which, thank God, distinguishes

them from other persons.”

Persons !
” ejaculated Mrs. Taunton.

Persons,” replied Mrs. Briggs.

Insolence !

”

“ Creature !

”

Hush ! hush !
” interrupted Mr. Percy Noakes, who was

one of the very few by whom this dialogue had been over-
heard. Hush !—pray, silence for the duet.”

After a great deal of preparatory crowing and humming,
the captain began the following duet from the opera of Paul
and Virginia,” in that grunting tone in which a man gets
down. Heaven knows where, without the remotest chance of
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ever getting up again. This, in private cii’cles, is frequently

designated ** a bass voice.”

‘‘See (flung the captain) from o

—

ce—an ri—alnc

Bright flames the or—b of d—ay.

From yon gro—ove, the varied so—ongs

—

Here, the vsinger was interrupted by vai’ied cries of the most

dreadful description, proceeding from some grove in the

immediate vicinity of the starboard paddle-box.

“ My child !
” screamed Mrs. Fleetwood. My child ! it

is his voice—I know it.”

Mr. Fleetwood, accompanied by several gentlemen, here

rushed to the quarter from whence the noise proceeded, and

an exclamation of hori'or burst from the company
;
the general

impression being, that the little innocent had either got his

head in the water, or his legs in tlie machinery.
“ What is the matter ? ” shouted the agonised father, as ho

returned with the child in his arms.
“ Oh ! oh ! oh !

” screamed the small sufferer again.

What is the matter, dear?” inquired the father, once

more—hastily stripping off the nankeen frock, for the purpose

of ascertaining whether the child had one bone which was not

smashed to pieces.

“ Oh ! oh !—I ’m so frightened !

”

^‘What at, dear?—what at?” said the mother, soothing

tlie sweet infant.
** Oh ! he ’s been making such dreadful faces at me,” cried

the boy, relapsing into convulsions at the bare recollection.

“ He !—who ? ” cried everybody, crowding round him.
“ Oh !—him !

” replied the child, pointing at Hardy, who
affected to be the most concerned of the whole group.

The real state of the case at once flashed upon the minds of

all present, with the exception of the Fleetwoods and the

Wakefields. The facetious Hardy, in fulfilment of his promise,

had watched the child to a remote part of the vessel, and,

suddenly appearing before him with the most awful contor-

tions of visage, had produced his paroxysm of terror. Ol
course, he now observed that it was hardly necessary for him
to deny the accusation

;
and the unfortunate little victim was

accordingly led below, after receiving sundry thumps on the

head from both his parents, for having the wickedness to tell

a story.
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This little interruption having been adjusted, the captain

resumed, and Miss Emily chimed in, in due course. The
duet was loudly applauded, and, certainly, the perfect inde-

pendence of the parties deserved great commendation. Miss
Emily sung her part, without the slightest reference to the

captain
;
and the captain sang so loud, that he had not the

slightest idea what was being done by his partner. After

having gone through the last few eighteen or nineteen bars

by himself, therefore, he acknowledged the plaudits of the

circle with that air of self-denial which men usually assume;

when they think they have done something to astonish the

company.

Now,^* said Mr. Percy Noakes, who had just ascended
from the fore-cabin, where he had been busily engaged in

decanting the wine, ^‘if the Misses Briggs will oblige us with
something before dinner, I am sure we shall be very much
delighted.**

One of those hums of admiration followed the suggestion,
which one frequently hears in society, when nobody has the
most distant notion what he is expressing his approval of.

The three Misses Briggs looked modestly at their mamma,
and the mamma looked approvingly at her daughters, and
Mrs. Taunton looked scornfully at all of them. The Misses
Briggs asked for their guitars, and several gentlemen seriously
damaged the cases in their anxiety to present them. Then^
there was a very interesting p'roduction of three little keys for
the aforesaid cases, and a melodramatic expression of horror at
Imding a string broken; and a vast deal of screwing and
tightening, and winding, and tuning, during which Mrs.
Briggs expatiated to those near her on the immense difficulty
of playing a guitar, and hinted at the wondrous proficiency of
her daughters in that mystic art. Mrs. Taunton whispered
to a neighbour that it was ‘‘quite sickening !

** and the Misses
Taimton looked as if they knew how to play, but disdained to
do it.

At length, the Misses Briggs began in real earnest. It
was a new Spanish composition, for three voices and three
guitars. The effect was electrical. All eyes were turned
upon the captain, who was reported to have once passed
through Spain wdth his regiment, and who must be well
acquainted with the national music. He was in raptures.
This was sufficient

; the trio was encored
;
the applause was
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umversal ;
and never had the Tanntons suffered such a

complete defeat.

Bravo ! bravo ! '' ejaculated the captain ;
— ** Bravo !

**

Pretty 1 isn’t it, sir ? ” inquired Mr. Samuel Briggs, with

the air of a self-satisfied showman. By-the-by, these were

the first words he had been heard to utter since he left

Boswell-court the evening before.

De—^lightful! ” returned the captain, with a flourish, and

a military cough ;— de—^lightful !
”

“ Sweet instrument? ” said an old gentleman with a bald

head, who had been trying all the morning to look through a

telescope, inside the glass of which Mr. Hardy had fixed a

large black wafer.

‘‘Did you ever hear a Portuguese tamborine ? ” inquired

that jocular individual.

“Did you ever hear a tom-tom, sir?” sternly inquired the

(iaptain, who lost no opportunity of showing off his travels,

real or pretended.
“ A what ? ” asked Hardy, rather taken aback.

“ A tom-tom.”
“ Never !

”

“ Nor a gum-gum ?
”

“ Never !
”

“What is a gum-gum?” eagerly inquired several young
ladies.

“When I was in the East Indies,” replied the captain.

(Here was a discovery—^he had been in the East Indies
!

)

—

‘
‘ when I was in the East Indies, I was once stopping, a few

thousand miles up the country, on a visit at the house of a

very particular friend of mine, Bam Cliowdax Doss Azuph A1

Bowlar—a devilish pleasant fellow. As we were enjoying

our hookahs, one evening, in the cool verandah in front of his

villa, we were rather surprised by the sudden appearance of

thirty-four of his Kit-ma-gars (for he had rather a large estab-

lishment there), accompanied by an equal number of Con-su-

mars, approaching the house with a threatening aspect, and
beating a tom-tom. The Bam started up ”

“ Who? ” inquired the bald gentleman, intensely interested.

“ The Bam—Bam Chowdar—

”

“ Oh! ” said the old gentleman, “ I beg your pardon
;
pray

go on,”

—Started up and drew a pistol. ‘ Helves,’ said he, ‘ my
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Ijoy,'—he always called me, my boy—^Helves,’ said he, * do

you hear that tom-tom ?
*

‘ I do/ said I. His countenance,

which before was pale, assumed a most frightful appeeirance
;

his whole visage was distorted, and his frame shaken by

violent emotions. " Do you see that gum-gum ? * said he.

* No,^ said I, staring about me. ‘You don’t said he. ‘No,

I ’ll be damned if I do,’ said I ,* ‘and what ’s more, I don’t

know what a gum-gum is,* said I. I really thought the

Ham would have dropped. He drew me aside, and with an

expression of agony I shall never forget, said in a low

whisper
**

“Dinner’s on the table, ladies,” interrupted the steward’s

wife.

“ Will you allow me?” said the captain, immediately suit-

ing the action to the word, and escorting Miss Julia Briggs to

the cabin, with as much ease as if he had finished the story.

“What an extraordinary circumstance!” ejaculated the

same old gentleman, preserving his listening attitude.

“ What a traveller 1
” said the young ladies.

“ MTiat a singular name !
” exclaimed the gentlemen,

rather confused by the coolness of the whole affair.

“ I wish he had finished the story,” said an old lady. “ I

wonder what a gum-gum really is ?
”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Hardy, who until now had been
lost in utter amazement, “ I don’t know what it may be in

India, but in England I think a gum-gum has very much the

same meaning as a hum-bug.”
“ How illiberal

;
how envious !

” cried everybody, as they

made for the cabin, fully impressed with a belief in the

captain’s amazing adventures. Helves was the sole lion for

the remainder of the day—impudence and the marvellous ai*e

pretty sure passports to any society.

The party had by this time reached their destination, and
put about on their return home. The wind, which had been
with them the whole day, was now directly in their teeth

;

the weather had become gradually more and more overcast

;

and the sky, water, and shore, were aU of that dull, heavy,
uniform lead-colour, w’hich house-painters daub in the first

instance over a street-door which is gradually approaching a
state of convalescence. It had been “ spitting” with rain for

the last half hour, and now began to pour in good earnest.
1 lie wind was freshening very fast, and the waterman at the
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wheel had unequivocally expressed hie opinion (hat there

would shortly he a squall. A slight emotion on the part of

the vessel, now and then, seemed to suggest the possibility of

its pitching to a very uncomfortable extent in the event of its

blowing harder
;
and every timber began to creak, as if the

boat were an overladen clothes-basket. Sea-sickness, how-

ever, is like a belief in ghosts—every one entertains some

misgivings on the subject, but few will acknowledge any.

The majority of the company, therefore, endeavoured to look

peculiarly happy, feeling all the while especially miserable.

Don’t it rain ? ” inqiiired the old gentleman before noticed,

when, by dint of squeezing and jamming, they were aU seated

at table.
**

I thi^ik it does—a little,” replied Mr. Percy Noakes, who
could haixily hear himself speak, in consequence of tlie patter-

ing on the deck.

Don’t it blow ? ” inquired some one else.

No—I don’t think it does,” responded Hardy, sincerely

wishing that he could persuade himself that it did not : for he

sat near the door, and was almost blovm off his seat.

It ’ll soon clear up,” said Mr. Percy Noakes, in a cheerful

tone

Oh, certainly! ” ejaculated the committee generally.

No doubt of it !
” said the remainder of the company,

whose attention was now pretty well engrossed by the serious

business of eating, carving, taking wine, and so forth.

The throbbing motion of the engine was but too perceptible.

There was a large, substantial, cold boiled leg of mutton, at

the bottom of the table shaking like blanc-mange; a pre-

viously hearty sirloin of beef looked as if it had been suddenly

seized with the palsy
;
and some tongues, which were placed

on dishes rather too large for them, went through the most
surprising evolutions

;
darting from side to side, and from end

to end, like a fly in an inverted wine-glass. Then, the sweets

shook and trembled, tiU it was quite impossible to help them,

and people gave up the attempt in despair
; and the pigeon-

pies looked as if the birds, whose legs were stuck outside,

were trying to get them in. The table vibrated and started

like a feverish pulse, and the very legs were convulsed—eveiy’-

thing was shaking and jarring. The beams in the roof of the

cabin seemed as if they were put there for the sole purpose of

giving people headaches, and several elderly gendemen
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became ill-tempered in consequence. As fast as tlie steward

put the fire-irons up, they wotdd fall down again; and the

more the ladies and gentlen^en tried to sit comfortably on their

seats, the more the seats seemed to slide away jS^om the ladies

and gentlemen. Several ominous demands were made for small

glasses of brandy
;
the countenances of the company gradually

underwent most extraordinary changes
;
one gentleman was

observed suddenly to rush from table without the slightest

ostensible reasou, and dart up the steps with incredible swift-

ness : thereby greatly damaging both himself and the^ steward,

who happened to be coming down at the same moment.
The cloth was removed

; the dessert was laid on the table ;

and the glasses were filled. The motion of the boat increased

;

several members of the party began to feel rather vague and
misty, and looked as if they had only just got up. The young
gentleman with the spectacles, who had been in a fluctuating
state for some time—at one moment bright, and at another
dismal, like a revolving light on the sea-coast— rashly
announced his wish to propose a toast. After several ineffec-

tual attempts to preserve his perpendicular, the young gentle-
man, having managed to hook himself to the centre leg of the
table with his left hand, proceeded as follows

:

** Ladies and gentlemen. A gentleman is among us—

I

may say a stranger—(here some painful thought seemed to
strike the orator

;
he paused, and looked extremely odd)

whose talents, whose travels, whose cheerftdness—**

**
I beg your pardon, Edkins,’^ hastily interrupted Mr.

Percy Noakes.— Hardy, what ’s the matter ?
**

'‘Nothing,” replied the “funny gentleman,” who had just
life enough left to utter two consecutive syllables.

“ Will you have some brandy ?
”

“ No !
” replied Hardy in a tone of great indignation, and

looking as comfortable as Temple-bar in a Scotch mist

;

“ what should I want brandy for ?
”

“ Will you go on deck ? ”
“ No, I will not.” This was said with a most determined

mr, and in a voice which might have been taken for an imita-
tion of anything

; it was quite os much like a guinea-pig as a
bassoon.

“ I beg your pardon, Edkins,” said the courteous Percy
1 thought our friend was ill Pray go on.”
A pause.
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** Pray go on.”

*^Mr. Edkins w gone,” cried somebody.

I beg your pardon, sir,” said the steward, running up to

Mr. Percy Noakes, I beg your pardon, sir, but the gentle-

man as just went on deck—^him with the green spectacles—is

uncommon bad, to be sure
;
and the young man as played the

wiolin says, that unless he has some brandy he can't answer

for the consequences. He says he has a wife and two children,

whose werry subsistence depends on his breaking a wessel, and

he expects to do so every moment. The flageolet 's been weiy
ill, but he *8 better, only he 's in a dreadful prusperation.”

All disguise was now useless
;
the company staggered on

deck
;
the gentlemen tried to see nothing but the clouds

;
and

the, ladies, muffled up in such shawls and cloaks as they had
brought .with them, lay about on the seats, and under the seats,

in the most wretched condition. Never was such a blowing

^d raining, and pitching and tossing, endured by iny x)leaisure

party before. Several remonstrances were sent down below;, on

the subject of Master Fleetwood, but they were totally unheeded

in consequence of the indisposition of his natural protectors.

That interesting child screamed at the top of his voice, until

he had no voice left to scream with ; and then, Miss Wake-
field began, and screamed for the remainder of the passage.

Mr. Hardy was observed, some hours afterwards, in an
attitude which induced his friends to suppose that he was
busily engaged in contemplating the beauties of the deep

;

they only regretted that his taste for the picturesque should

lead him to remain so long in a position, very injurious at all

times, but especially so to an individual labouring under a

tendency of blood to the head.

The party arrived off the Custom-house at about two o'clock

on the Thursday morning, dispirited and worn out. The
Tauntons were too ill to quarrel with the Briggses, and the

Briggses were too wretched to annoy the Tauntons. One of

the guitar-cases was lost on its passage to a hackney-coach,

and Mrs. Briggs has not scrupled to state that the Tauntons
bribed a porter to throw it do>vn an area. Mr. Alexander
Briggs opposes vote by ballot—he says from personal expe-

rience of its inefilcacy
;
and Mr. Samuel Briggs, whenever he

is asked to express his sentiments on the point, says he has no
ox>inion on that or any other subject.

Mr. Edkins—the young gentleman in the green spectacles
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—malces a speech on every occasion on which a speech can

possibly be made : the eloquence of which can only be equalled

by its length. In the event of his not being previously

appointed to a judgeship, it is probable that he will practise as

a barrister in the new Central Criminal Court.

Captain Helves continued his attention to Miss Julia Briggs,

whom he might possibly have espoused, if it had not unfortu-

nately happened that Mr. Samuel arrested him in the way of

business, pursuant to instructions received from Messrs

Scroggins and Pajme, whose town-debts the gallant captain

had condescended to collect, but whose accounts, with the

indiscretion sometimes peculiar to military minds, he had
omitted to keep with that dull accuracy which custom has

rendered necessary. Mrs. Taunton complains that she has

been much deceived in him. He introduced himself to the

family on boai’d a Gravesend steam-packet, and certainly,

therefore, ought to have proved respectable.

Mr. Percy Noakes is as light-hearted and careless as ever.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE GREAT WINQLEBURT DUEL.

The little town of Great Winglebury is exactly forty-two

miles and three quarters from Hyde Park corner. It has a
long, straggling, quiet High-street, with a great black and
white clock at a small red Tovui-hall, half-way up—a market-
place—a cage—an assembly-room—a church—a bridge—

a

chapel—a theatre—a librar}^—an inn—a pump—and a Post-
office. Tradition tells of a Little Winglebury,’^ down some
cross-road about two miles off

;
and, as a square mass of dirty

paper, supposed to have been originally intended for a letter,

"^ith certain tremulous characters inscribed thereon, in which
a lively imagination might trace a remote resemblance to the
word **

Little,” was once stuck up to be owned in the sunny
vdndow of the Great Winglebmy Post-office, from which it

only disappeared when it fell to pieces with dust and extreme
old age, there would appear to he some foundation for the
legend. Common belief is inclined to bestow the name upon

S.B. N
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a litdo hole at the end of a muddy lane about a couple of

railcB long, colonised by one wheelwright, four paupers, and a

beer-shop
;
but even this authority, slight as it is, must be

regarded with extreme suspicion, inasmuch as the inhabitants

of the hole aforesaid, concur in opining that it never had any

name at all, from the earliest ages down to the present day.

The Winglebury Arms, in the centre of the High-street,

opposite the small building with the big clock, is the principal

inn of Great Winglebury—the commercial inn, posting-house,

and excise-office
;
the “ Blue ” house at every election, and the

Judges* house at every assizes. It is the head-quarters of the

Gentlemen’s Whist Club of Winglebury Blues (so called in

opposition to the Gentlemen’s Whist Club of Winglebury
Buffs, held at the other house, a little further down)

;
and

whenever a juggler, or wax-work man, or concert-giver, takes

Great Winglebury in his circuit, it is immediately placarded

all over the town that Mr. So-and-so, ‘‘ trusting to that liberal

support which the inhabitants of Great Winglebury have long

been so liberal in bestowing, has at a great expense engaged

the elegant and commodious assembly-rooms, attached to the

Winglebury Arms.” The house is a large one, with a red

brick and stone front
;

a pretty spacious hall, ornamented

\sdth evergreen plants, terminates in a perspective view of the

bar, and a glass case, in which are displayed a choice variety

of delicacies ready for dressing, to catch the eye of a new-

comer the moment he enters, and excite his appetite to the

highest possible pitch. Opposite doors lead to the ‘^coffee
”

and commercial " rooms
;
and a great wide, rambling stair-

case,—three stairs and a landing—four stairs and another

landing—one step and another landing—half-a-dozen stairs

and another landing—and so on—conducts to galleries of bed-

rooms, and labjTinths of sitting-rooms, denominated ^'private,’"

where you may eiljoy yourself, as privately as you can in any

place >here some bewildered being walks, into your room
every five minutes, by mistake, and then walks out again, to

open all the doors along the gallery until he finds his own.
Such is the Winglebury Anns, at this day, and such was

the Winglebury Arms some time since—no matter when

—

two or three minutes before the arrival of the Londbn stage.

Four horses with cloths on— change for a coach—were
standing quietly at the comer of the yard, surrounded by a

listless group of post-boys in shiny hats and smock-frocks,
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engaged in discussing tlie merits of the cattle
;

lialf a dozen

ragged boys were standing a little apart, listening with

evident interest to the conversation of these worthies
;
and a

few loungers were collected round the horse-trough, awaiting

the arrival of the coach.

The day was hot and sunny, the town in the zenith of its

dulness, and with the exception of these few idlers, not a

living creature was to be seen. Suddenly, the loud notes of

a key-bugle broke the monotonous stillness of the street
;
in

came the coach, rattling over the imeven paving with •a noise

startling enough to stop even the large-faced clock itself.

Down got the outsides, up went the windows in all directions,

out came the waiters, up started the ostlers, and the loungers

and the post-boys, and the ragged boys, as if they were
electrified—unstrapping, and unchaining, and unbuckling,

and dragging willing horses out, and forcing reluctant horses

iu, and making a most exhilarating bustle. Lady inside,

here ! said the guard. Please to alight, ma’am,’’ said the

waiter. Private sitting-room ? ” interrogated the lady.

Certainly, ma’am,” res2:>onded the cham,bermaid. Nothing
but these ’ere trunks, ma’am?” inquired the guard. Nothing
more,” replied the lady. Up got the outsides again, and the

guard, and the coachman
;

off came the cloths, with a jerk,

All right” was the cry
;
and away they went. The loungers

lingered a minute or two in the road, watching the coach until

it turned the comer, and then loitered away one by one. The
street was clear again, and the town, by contrast, quieter than

ever.
** Lady in number twenty-five,” screamed the landlady.

—

Thomas !

”

Yes, ma^am.”
Letter just been left for the gentleman in number nine-

teen. Boots at the Lion left it. No answer.”

Letter for you, sir,” said Thomas, depositing the letter on
number nineteen’s tables

For me ? ” said number nineteen, turning from the

window, out of which he had been surveying the scene just

described.

Yes, sir,”—(waiters always speak in hints, aild never
utter complete sentences)— yes, sir,—Boots at the Lion, sir,

—Bar, sir— Missis said number nineteen, sir—Alexander
Trott, Esq., sir ?—Your card at the bar sir, I think, sir?

”
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]\ry name is Trott,’* replied number nineteen, breaking

the seal. ‘‘You may go, waiter.” The waiter pulled down

the window-blind, and then pulled it up again—for a regular

waiter must do something before he leaves the room—adjusted

the glasses on the sideboard, brushed a place that was not

dusty, rubbed his hands very hard, walked stealthily to the

door, and evaporated.

There was, evidently, sometliing in the contents of the

letter of a nature, if not wholly unexpected, certainly ex-

tremely disagreeable. ^Ir. Alexander Trott laid it down,

and took it up again, and walked about the room on par-

ticular squares of the carpet, and even attempted, though

unsuccessfully, to whistle an air. It wouldn’t do. He threw

himself into a chair, and read the following epistle aloud :

—

“ Blue Lion and Stomach-warmer.

Great Winglebury.

Wednesday Morning,

“ Sir,—

I

mmediately on discovering your intentions, I left

our counting-house, and followed you. I know the purport

of your journey ;—that journey shall never be completed.

“ I have no friend here, just now, on whose secrecy I can

rely. This shall be no obstacle to my revenge. Neither shall

Emily Brown be exposed to the mercenary solicitations of a

scoundrel, odious in her eyes, and contemptible in every body

else’s : nor will I tamely submit to the clandestine attacks of

a base umbrella-maker.
“ Sir. From Great Winglebury church, a footpath leads

through four meadows to a retired spot known to the towns-

people as Stiffun’s Acre.” [Mr. Trott shuddered.] “I shall

be waiting there alone, at twenty minutes before six o’clock

to-morrow morning. Should I be disappointed in seeing you
there, I will do myself the pleasure of calling with a horse-

“ Horace Hunter
** PS. There is a gunsmith’s in the High-street; and they

won’t sell gunpowder after dark—^you understand me.
“ PPS. You had better not order your breakfast in the

morning until you have met me. It may be an unnecessary

expense.”

“Desperate-minded villain! I knew how it would be’’
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ejaculated the terrified Trott. 1 always told father, that

once start me on this expedition, and Hunter would pursue

me like the Wanderings Jew. It’s bad enough as it is, to

maiT}* with the old people’s commands, and without the girl’s

consent; but what will Emily think of me, if I go dowm
there, breathless with running away from this infernal sala-

mander ? What shall I do ? What can I do ? If I go back

to the city, I’m disgraced for ever—lose the girl—and, what’s

more, lose the money too. Even if I did go on to the Browns'

by the coach, Hunter would be after me in a post-chaise
;
and

if I go to this place, this Stiffun’s Acre (another shudder),

I ’m as good as dead. I ’ve seen him hit the man at the

Pall-mall shooting-gallery, in the second button-hole of the

waistcoat, five times out of every six, and when he didn’t hit

Irim. there, he hit him in the head.” With this consolatory

reminiscence, Mr. Alexander Trott again ejaculated, What
shaU I do ?

”

Long and weary were his reflections, as, burying his face

in his hands, he sat ruminating on the best course to be

pursued. His mental dii’ection-post pointed to London. He
thought of the governor’s” anger, and the loss of the

fortune which the paternal Brown had promised the paternal

Trott his daughter should contribute to the cofTers of his son.

Then the words To Brown’s ” w'ere legibly inscribed on the

said direction-post, but Horace Hunter’s denunciation rung in

Ids ears;—last of all it bore, in red letters, the words, “ To
btiffun’s Acre

;

” and then Mr, Alexander Trott decided on
adopting a plan wliicli he presently matured.

First and foremost, he despatched the under-boots to the

Blue Lion and Stomach-warmer, with a gentlemanly note to

Mr. Horace Hunter, intimating that he thirsted for his

destruction, and would do himself the pleasure of slaughter-

ing him next morning, without fail. He then wrote another
letter, and requested the attendance of the other boots—for

they kept a pair. A modest knock at the room door was
heard. Come in,” said Mr. Trott. A man thrust in a red

head with one eye in it, and being again desired to “come in,”

brought in the body and the legs to which the head belonged,
and a fur cap which belonged to the head.

“ Ibu are the upper-boots, I think ? ” inquired Mr. Trott.
“ Yes, I am the upper-boots,” replied a voice from inside

a velveteen case with mother-of-poarl buttons— that is, I ’m
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the boots £is belongs to the house
;
the other man my man.

as goes errands, and does odd jobs. Top-boots and half-boots

I calls us.^’

You ^re from London ? inquired Mr. Trott.

Driv a cab once,’* was the laconic reply.

** Why don’t you drive it now ? ” asked Mr. Trott.

Over-driv the cab, and driv over a ’ooman,” replied the

top-boots, with brevity.

Do you know the mayor’s house ? ” inquired Trott.

Rather,” replied the boots, significantly, as if he had

some good reason to remember it.

Do you think you could manage to leave a letter there ?
’

interrogated Trott.

Shouldn’t wonder,” responded boots.

^‘But this letter,” said Trott, holding a deformed note with

a paralytic direction in one hand, and five shillings in the

other— this letter is anonymous.”
‘‘ A—what ? ” interrupted the boots.

Anonymous—he ’s not to know who it comes from.”

‘‘Oh ! I see,” responded the reg’lar, with a knowing wink,

but without evincing the slightest disinclination to undertake

the charge—“ I see—bit o’ Sving, eh ? ” and his one eye

wandered round the room, as if in quest of a dark lantern and

phosphorus-box. “ But, I say !
” he continued, recalling the

eye from its search, and bringing it to bear on Mr. Trott. “I

say, he ’s a lawyer, our mayor, and insured in the Coimty.

If you ve a spit<‘ agen him, you’d better not burn his house

down—blessed if I don’t think it would be the greatest favour

you could do him.” And he chuclded inwardly.

If Mr. Alexander Trott had been in any other situation, his

first act woidd have been to kick the man down stairs by
deputy; or, in other words, to ring the bell, and desire the

landlord to take his boots off. He contented himself, however,
with doubling the fee and explaining that the letter merely
related to a breach of the peace. The top-boots retired,

solemnly pledged to secresy; and Mr. Alexander Trott sat

down to a fried sole, maintenon cutlet, Madeira, and sundries,

with greeter composure than he had experienced since the

receipt of Horace Hunter’s letter of defiance.

The lady who alighted from the London coach had no
rooner been installed in number twenty-five, and made some
alteration in her travelling-dress, than she indited a note to
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Joseph Overton, esquire, solicitor, and mayor of Great

Winglebury, requesting his immediate attendance on private

business of paramount importance—a summons which that

worthy fimctionary lost no time in obeying
;
for after sundry

openings of his eyes, divers ejaculations of Bless me!’* and

other manifestations of surprise, he took his broad-brimmed

hat from its accustomed peg in his little front office, and

wallced briskly down the High-street to the Winglebur}'

Arms
;
through the hall and up the staircase of which estab-

lishment he was ushered by the landlady, and a crowd of

officious waiters, to the door of number twenty-five.

Show the gentleman in,” said the stranger lady, in reph

to the foremost waiter’s announcement. The gentleman was
shown in accordingly.

The lady rose from the sofa
;
the mayor advanced a step

from the door
;
and there they both paused, for a minute or

two, looking at one another as if by mutual consent. The
mayor saw before him a buxom richly-dressed female of about

forty; the lady looked upon a sleek man, about ten years

older, in drab shorts and continuations, black coat, neckcloth,-

and gloves.

Miss Julia Manners!” exclaimed the mayor at length,

^*you astonish me.”
^ That ’b very unfair of you, Overton,” replied Miss Julia,

for I have known you, long enough, not to be surprised at

anything you do, and you might extend equal courtesy to me.”
But to run away—actually run away—with a young

man !
” remonstrated the mayor.

“ You wouldn’t have me actually run away with an old one,

I presume V ” was the cool rejoinder.

And tlien to ask me—me—of all j)eople in the world—

a

man of my age and appearance—mayor of the town—to

promote such a scheme !” pettishly ejaculated Joseph Overton;

throwing himself into an arm chair, and producing Miss Julia’s

letter from his pocket, as if to corroborate the assertion that

he had been asked.
“ Now, Overton,” replied the lady, I want your assistance

in this matter, and I must have it. In the lifetime of that

poor old dear, Mr. Cornherry, who—who—

”

^^Who was to have married you, and didn’t, because he
died first

;
and who left you his property unencumbered with

the addition of himself,” suggested the mayor.
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‘‘Well/’ replied Miss Julia, reddening sHghtly, ** in the

lifetime of the poor old dear, the property had the incum-

.brance of your management
;
and all I will say of that, is,

that I only wonder it didn’t die of consumption instead of its

master. You helped yourself then :—help me now.^'

Mr. Joseph Overton was a man of the world, and an

attorney; and as certain indistinct recollections of an odd

thousand pounds or two, appropriated by mistake, passed

across his mind, he hemmed deprecatingly, smiled blandly,

remained silent for a few seconds
;

and finally inquired,

Mliat do you wish me to do ?
”

I ’ll tell you,” replied Miss Julia— ** I ’ll tell you in

three words. Dear Lord Peter— ”

That ’s the young man, I suppose— interrupted the

mayor.

^‘That’s the young Nobleman,” replied the lady, with a

great stress on the last word. ‘‘ Dear Lord Peter is consider-

ably afraid of the resentment of his family
;

and we have

therefore thought it better to make the match a stolen one.

He left town, to avoid 8usj)icioii, on a visit to his friend, thu

Honourable Augustus Flair, wliose seat, as you know, is

about thirty miles from this, accompanied only by his favourite)

tiger. We arranged that I should come liere alone in the

London coach
;
and that he, leaving his tiger and cab behind

him, should come on, and arrive here as soon as possible this

afternoon.”

Yery well,” 'observed Joseph Overton, and then he can

order the chaise, and }'ou can go on to Gretna Green together,

without requiring the presence pr interference of a third

party, can’t you ?
”

^‘No,” replied Miss Julia. “We have every reason to

believe—dear Lord Peter not being considered very prudent

or sagacious by his friends, and they having discovered his

attachment to me— that, immediately oh his absence being

observed, pursuit will be made in this direction : to elude

which, and to prevent our being traced, I wish it to be under-

stood in this house, that deer Lord Peter is slightly deranged,

though perfectly harmless
;
and that I am, imknown to him,

awaiting his arrival to convey him in a post-chaise to a private

asylum—at Berwick, say. If I don’t show myself much, I

lare say I can manage t5 pass for his mother.”

The thought occurred to the mayor’s mind that the lady
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might show herself a good deal without fear of detection

;

seeing that she was about double the age of her intended

husband. He said nothing, however, and the lady j)roceeded.

With the whole of this arrangement dear Lord Peter is

acquainted
;
and all I want you to do, is, to make the delusion

more complete by giving it the sanction of your influence in

this place, and assigning this as a reason to the people of the

house for my taking the young gentleman away. As it

would not be consistent with the story that I should see

him until after he has entered the chaise, I also wish you to

communicate with him, and inform him that it is all going on

weU.”

Has he arrived ? ” inquired Overton.
“ I don’t know,’^ replied the lady.

Then how am I to know !

”
inquired the mayor. “ Ot

course he will not give his own name at the bar.”

I begged him, immediately on his arrival, to write you a

note,” replied Miss Manners; and to prevent the possibility

of our project being discovered through its means, I desired

him to write anon3rmously, and in mysterious terms to acquaint

you with the number of his room.”
‘'Bless me I” exclaimed the mayor, rising from his seat,

find sefirching his pockets—“ most extraordinary circumstance—-‘he has arrived—mysterious note left at my house in a
most mysterious manner, just before yours—didn’t know what
to make of it before, and certainly shouldn’t have attended to

it.— Oh! liere it is.” And Joseph Overton pulled out of an
inner coat-pocket the identical letter penned by Alexander
Trott. “ Is this his lordship’s hand?

”

“Oh yes,” replied Julia; “good, punctual creature! I

have not seen it more than once or twice, but I know he
writes very badly and very large. These dear, wild young
noblemen, you know, Overton—

”

“Ay, ay, I see,” replied the mayor.—“Horses and dogs,

play and wine—grooms, actresses, and cigars—the stable, tiie

green-room, the saloon, and the tavern; and the legislative

assembly at last.”

“ Here ’s what he says,” pursued the mayor
;

' Sir,—

A

young gentleman in number nineteen at the Winglebiuy
Arms, is bent on committing a rash act to-morrow morning
at an early hour.’ (That 's good—he means marrying.) * If

you have any regard for the peace of this town, or the
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preservation of one—it may be two—human lives*—\\Tiat

the deuce does he mean by that ?
**

** That he *s so anxious for the ceremony, he will expire if

it *s put off, and that I may possibly do the same,** replied the

lady with great complacency.
** Oh ! I see—not much fear of that ;—well— ‘ two human

lives, you will cause him to be removed to-night.* (He wants

to start at once.) ‘ Fear not to do this on your responsibility :

for to-morrow the absolute necessity of the proceeding will be

but too apparent. Remember : number nineteen. The name
is Trott. No delay; for life and death depend upon your

promptitude,* Passionate language, certainly. Shall I see

iiiin ?
**

“ Do,’* replied Miss Julia; and entreat him to act his part

well. I am half afraid of him. Tell him to be cautious.”

I will,” said the mayor.
** Settle all the arrangements.”

I wOl,” said the mayor again.
** And say I think the chaise had better be ordered for

one o’clock.”
** Very well,” said the mayor once more

;
and, ruminating

on the absurdity of the situation in which fate and old

acquaintance had placed him, he desired a waiter to herald his

apjuoach to the temporary representative of numljor nineteen.

'The announcement, Gentleman to vspeak with you, sir,”

induced Mr. Trott to pause half way in the glass of port, the

contents of which he was in the act of imbibing at the

moment; to rise from his chair; and retreat a few paces

towards the window, os if to secure a retreat, in the event of

the visitor assuming the form and appearance of Horace
Hunter. One glance at Joseph Overton, however, quieted

his apprehensions. He coiu-teously motioned the stranger to

a seat. The waiter, after a little jingling with the decanter

and glasses, consented to leave the room; and Joseph Overton,

placing the broad-brimmed hat on the chair next him, and
bending his body gently forward, opened the business by
saying in a very low and cautious tone,

** My lord—

”

** Eh ? ” said Mr. Alexander Trott, in a loud key, with the

vacant and mystified stare of a chilly somnambulist.
** Hush—hush !

” said the cautious attorney
;

** to be siire

— quite right—no titles here—my name is Overton, sir.”
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** Overton ?

Yes : the mayor of this place—^you sent me a letter with

anonymous information, this afternoon/^

sir?’’ exclaimed Trott with ill-dissembled surprise;

for, coward as he was, he would willingly have repudiated the

authorship of the letter in question. I, sir ?
”

** Yes, you, sir ;
did you not ? ” responded Overton, annoyed

with what he supposed to be an extreme degree of unnecessary

suspicion.
** Either this letter is yours, or it is not. If it be,

we car converse securely upon the subject at once. If it bo

not, of course I have no more to say.”

‘‘Stay, stay,” said Trott, “it u mine; I did write it.

What could I do, sir ? I had no friend here.”

“To be sure, to be sure,” said the mayor, encouragingly,

“you could not have managed it better. Well, sir; it will

be necessary for you to leave here to-night in a post-chaise

and four. And the harder the boys drive, the better. You
are not safe from pursuit.”

“Bless me!” exclaimed Trott, in an agony of apprehension,

“can such things happen in a country like this? Such
unrelenting and cold-blooded hostility !

” lie wiped off the

concentrated essence of cowardice that was oozing fast down
his forehead, and looked aghast at Joseph Overton.

“ It certainly is a very hard case,” replied the mayor with

a smile, “that, in a free country, people can’t marry whom
they like, without being hunted down as if they were

cnminals. However, in the present instance the lady is

willing, you know, and that’s the main point, after all.”

“Lady willing!” repeated Trott, mechanically. “How
do you know the lady ’s willing?”

“ Come, that ’s a good one,” said the mayor, benevolently

tapping Mr. Trott on the arm with his broad-brimmed hat

;

“I have known her, well, for a long time; and if anybody
could entertain the remotest doubt on the subject, I assure you
I have none, nor need you have.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Trott, ruminating. “This ia very

extiaordinary

!

“ Well, Lord Peter,” said the mayor, rising,
“ Lord Peter ? ” repeated Mr. Trott.

“Oh—ah, I forgot. Mr. Trott, then—Trott—^very good,

ha! ha!- ‘-Well, sir, the chaise shall be ready at half-past

twelve.”
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‘‘ And what is to become of me until then ? inquired Mr
Trott, anxiously. Wouldn't it savo appearances, if I were

placed under some restraint ?
"

**Ah!" replied Overton, ‘Wery good thought—capital idea

indeed. I 'll send somebody up directly. And if you make
a little resistance when we put you in the chaise it wouldn't

be amiss—^look as if you didn’t want to be taken away, you

know."

To be sure," said Trott—'^to be sure."

Well, my lord," said Overton, in a low tone, until then,

I wish your lordship a good evening."

Lord—lordship ? " ejaculated Trott again, falling back a

step or two, and gazing, in unutterable winder, on the coun-

tenance of the mayor.

Ha-ha ! I see, my lord—^practising the madman ?—very

good indeed—very vacant look—capitril, my lord, capital

—

good evening, Mr.—Trott—ha ! ha ! ha ’
"

*^That mayor’s decidedly drunk," soliloquised Mr. Trott,

throwing himseK back in his chair, in an attitude of reflection.

He is ^a much cleverer fellow than I thought him, that

young nobleman—he carries it off uncommonly weU," thought

Overton, as he went his way to the bar, there to complete his

arrangements. This was soon done. Every word of the

story was implicitly believed, and the one-eyed boots was
immediately instructed to repair to number nineteen, to act as

custodian of the person of the supposed lunatic until half-past

twelve o’clock. In pursuance of this direction, that somewhat
eccentric gentleman armed himself with a walking-stick of

gigantic dimensions, and repaired, with his usual equanimity

of manner, to Mr. Trott’ s apartment, which he entered with-

out any ceremony, and mounted guard in, by quietly depositing

himself on a chair near the door, where he proceeded to

beguile the time by whistling a popular air with great

apparent satisfaction.

‘‘What do you want here, you scoundrel?" exclaimed

Mr. Alexander Trott, with a proper appearance of indignation

at his detention. *

The boots beat time with his head, as he looked gently

round at Mr. Trott with a smile of pity, and whistled an
adagio movement.

“Do you attend in this room by Mr. Overton’s desire?"
inquired Trott, rather astonished at the man’s demeanour.
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Keep yourself to yourself, young feller, calmly responded

the boots, ** and don’t say nothin’ to nobody.” And he

whistled again.
'' Now, mind !

” ejaculated Mr. Trott, anxious to keep up

the farce of wishing with great earnestness to fight a duel if

they ’d let him. I protest against being kept here. I deny

that I have any intention of fighting with anybody. But, as

it *s useless contending wdth superior numbers, I shall sit

quietly down.”

You ’d better,” observed the placid boots, shaking the

large stick expressively.

Under protest, however,” added Alexander Trott, seating

liimself, with indignation in his face, but great content in

his heart. Under protest.”

Oh, certainly !
” responded the boots

;
anything you

please. If you 're happy, I ’m transported
;
only don’t talk

too much—it ’U make you worse.”
** Make me worse ? ” exclaimed Trott, in unfeigned astonish-

ment : the man ’s drunk !

”

You ’d better be quiet, young feller,” remarked the bootS;

going through a threatening piece of pantomime with the

stick.

” Or mad !
” said Mr. Trott, rather alarmed. “ Leave the

room, sir, and tell them 'to send somebody else.”

Won’t do !
” replied the boots.

Leave the room !
” shouted Trott, ringing the bell

violently
;

for he began to be alarmed on a new score.
‘‘ Leave that ’ere bell alone, you wTetched loo-nattic !

” said

the boots, suddenly forcing the unfortunate Trott back into

his chair, and brandishing the stick aloft. ‘^Be quiet, you
mis’rable object, and don’t let everybody know there ’s a mad-
man in the house.”

He is a madman ! He is a madman !
” exclaimed the

terrified Mr. Trott, gazing on the one eye of the red-headed

hoots with a look of abject horror.

Madman !
” replied the boots, dam’me, I think he m a

madman with a vengeance ! Listen to me, you unfort’nate.

Ah ! would you ? ” [a slight tap on the head with the large

stick, as Mr. Trott made another move towards the bell-

handle} I caught you there ! did I ?”
” Spare my life !

” exclaimed Trott, raising his hands
Imploringly.
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** I don’t wont your life,” replied the boots, disdainfully,

** though I think it ’ud be a charity if somebody took it.”

“No, no, it wouldn’t,” interrupted poor Mr. Trott,

hurriedly; “no, no, it wouldn’t! I—I—’d rather keep

it!”
“ O werry well,” said the boots ;

“ that ’s a mere matter of

taste—ev*Ty one to his liking. Hows’evt/r, all I ’ve got to say

is this here : You sit quietly down in that chair, and I ’U sit

hoppersite you here, and if you keep quiet and don’t stir, I

won’t damage you
;
but if you move hand or foot till half-past

twelve o’clock, I shall alter the expression of your countenance

so completely, that the next time you look in the glass you ’ll

ask vether you ’re gone out of town, and ven you ’re likely to

come back again. So sit down.”
“ I will—I will,” responded the victim of mistakes

;
and

down sat Mr. Trott and down sat the boots too, exactly

opposite him, with the stick ready for immediate action in

case of emergency.

Long and dreary were the hours that followed. The beU

of Great Winglebuiy church had just struck ten, and two

hours and a half would probably elapse before succour arrived.

For half an hour, the noise occasioned by shutting up the

shops in the street beneath, betokened something like life in

the town, and rendered Mr. Trott’ s situation a little less

insupportable
;
but, when even these ceased, and nothing was

heard beyond the occasional rattling of a post-chaise as it

drove up the yard to change horses, and then drove away
again, or the clattering of horses’ hoofs in the stables behind,

it became almost unbearable. The boots occasionally moved
an inch or two, to knock superfluous bits of wax ojBP the

candles, which were burning low, but instantaneously resumed
Ilia former position; and as he remembered to have heard,

somewhere or other, that the human eye had an unfailing

effect in controlling mad people, he kept his solitary organ of

vision constantly fixed on Mr. Alexander Trott. That unfor-

tunate individual stared at Ms companion in his turn, until his

features grew more and more indistinct—his hair gradually

less red—and the room more misty and obscure. Mr
Alexander Trott fell into a sound sleep, from which he was
awakened by a rumbling in the street, and a cry of “ Chaise-

and-four for number twenty-five !
” A bustle on the stams

succeeded
;
the room door was hastily thrown open

;
and Mr
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JoBeph Overton entered, followed by four stout waiters, and

Mrs. Williamson, tbe stout landlady of the Winglebury Arms.
** Mr. Overton !

” exclaimed Mr. Alexander Trott, jumping

up in a frenzy,
** Look at this man, sir; consider the situation

in which I have been plaoed for three hours past—the person

you sent to guard me, sir, was a madman—a madman—

a

raging, ravaging, furious madman.”
Bravo !

” whispered Overton.

Poor dear !
” said the compassionate Mrs. Williamson,

mad people always thinks other people ’s mad.”
** Poor dear !

” ejaculated Mr. Alexander Trott, “What the

devil do you mean by poor dear ! Are you the landlady of

this house ?
”

“Yes, yes,” replied the stout old lady, “ don’t exert your-

self, there ’s a dear ! Consider your health, now
;
do.”

“Exert myself!” shouted Mr. Alexander Trott, “it’s a

mercy, ma’am, that I have any breath to exert myself with !

T might have been assassinated three hours ago by that one-

eyed monster with the oahum head. How dare you have a

madman, ma’am, how dare you have a madman, to assault

and terrify the visitors to your house ?
”

“ I ’ll never have another,” said Mrs. Williamson, casting a

look of reproach at the mayor.
“ Capital, capital,” whispered Overton again, as he

enveloped ^Ir. Alexander Trott in a thick travelling-cloak.

-“Capital, sir!” exclaimed Trott, aloud, “it’s horrible.

Tlie very recollection makes me shudder. I ’d rather fight

four duels in three hours, if I survived the first three, than
I ’d pit for that time face to face with a madman.”

“ Keep it up, my Lord, as you go down stairs,” whispered

Overton, “ your bill is paid, and your portmanteau in tbe

chaise.” And then, he added aloud, “Now, waiters, the

gentleman ’s ready.”

At this signal, the waiters crowded round Mr. Alexander
Trott. One, took one arm; another, the other; a third,

walked before with a candle
;
the fourth, behind, with another

candle : the boots and Mrs. Williamson brought -tp the rear;

and down stairs they went : Mr. Alexander Trott, expressing

alternately at the very top of his voice either his feigned

reluctance to go, or his unfeigned indignation at being shut
up with a madman.

Mr, Overton was waiting at the chaise-door, the bojns
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were ready moimted, and a few ostlers and stable nondescripts

were standing round to witness the departure of the mad
gentleman/' Mr. Alexander Trott’s foot was on the step,

when he observed (which the dim light had prevented his

doing before) a figure seated in the chaise, closely muffled up
in a doak like his own.

** Who ’s that ? he inquired of Overton, in a whisper.

Hush, hush," replied the mayor
;

the other party of

course."

The other party ! " exclaimed Trott, with an effort to

retreat.
‘‘ Yes, yes

;
you '11 soon find that out, before you go far, 1

should think—^but make a noise, you 'U excite suspicion if you
whisper to me so much."

I won't go in this chaise !
" shouted Mr. Alexander Trott,

all his original fears recurring with tenfold violence. I

shall be assassinated—I shall be— "

Bravo, bravo," whispered Overton. I '11 push you in."

But I won’t go," exclaimed Mr. Trott. ** Help here,

help ! They 're carrying me away against my will. This is a

plot to murder me."
Poor dear ! " said Mrs. WilHamson again.

'‘Now, boys, put 'em along," cried the mayor, pushing
Trott in and slamming the door. " Off with you, as quick as

you can, and stop for nothing till you come to the next stage

—all right !

"

" Horses are paid, Tom," screamed Mrs. Williamson
;
and

away went the chaise, at the rate of fourteen miles an hour,

with Mr. Alexander Trott and Miss Julia Manners carefully

shut up in the inside.

Mr. Alexander Trott remained coiled up in one comer of

the chaise, and his mysterious companion in the other, for

the first two or three miles
;
Mr. Trott edging more and

more into his comer, as he felt his companion gradually

edging more and more from hers
;
and vainly endeavouring

in the darkness to catch a glimpse of the furious face of the

supposed Horace Hunter.

"We may speak now," said his fellow traveller, at length;
" the post-boys can neither see nor hear us."

"That's not Hunter's voice!"— thought Alexander,
astonished.

" Dear Lord Peter !

" said Miss Julia, most winningly

:
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putting her arm on Mr. Trott’s shoulder. Dear Lord Peter.

Not a word?

”

‘‘ Why, it ’s a woman ! exclaimed Mr. Trott, in a low tone

of excessive wonder.

Ah! Whose voice is that?^' said Julia; 'tis not Lord

Peter’s.^^

No,—it’s mine,” replied Mr. Trott.

‘‘Yours!” ejaculated Miss Julia Manners; “a strange

man ! Gracious heaven ! How came you here ?
”

“Whoever you are, you might have known that I came
against my will, ma’am,” replied Alexander, “ for I made
noise enough when I got in.”

“ Do you come from Lord Peter?” inquired Miss Manners.
“ Confound Lord Peter,” replied Trott pettishly. “ I don’t

know any Lord Peter. I never heard of him before to-night,

when I ’ve been Lord Peter’d by one and Lord Peter’d by
another, till I verily believe I’m mad, or dreaming—

”

“ Whither are we going ? ” inquired the lady tragically.

How should 1 know, ma’am ? ” replied Trott with

singidar coolness
;
for the events of the evening had coiiiplotoly

hardened him.
“ Stop ! stop !

” cried the lady, letting down the front

glasses of the chaise.

“ Stay, my dear ma’am !
” said Air. Trott, pulling tlie

glasses up again wdth one hand, and gently squeezing Miss

Julia’s waist with the other, “There is some mistake here

;

give me till the end of this stage to explain my share of it.

We must go so far
;
you cannot be set down here alone, at this

hour of the night.”

The lady consented
;
the mistake was mutually explained,

Mr. Trott was a young man, had highly promising whiskers,

an undeniable tailor, and an insinuating address—he wanted
Ui, thing but valour, and ’who ’wants that with three thousand
a-year ? The lady had this, and more

;
she wanted a young

husband, and tlie only course open to Air. Trott to retrieve his,

disgrace was a ric'h wife. So, they came to the conclusion

that it would be a pity to have all this trouble and exx)ens0

for nothing; and that as th(‘.y wore so far on tho road already,

they had better go to Gretna Green, and marry eacli other

;

and they did so. And the very next iwecediiig entry in the

Blacksmitli’s hook, was an entiy of the m.arriage of Emily
Brown with Horace Hunter. Air. Hunter took his wife home,
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and begged pardon, and was pardoned ;
and Mr. Trot^ took ku

wife home, begged pardon too, and was pardoned also. And
Lord Peter, who had been detained beyond his time by drink-

ing champagne and riding a steeple-chase, went back to the

Honourable Augustus Flair’s and drank more champagne, and

rode another steeple-chase, and was thrown and killed. And
Horace Himter took great credit to himself for practising on

the cowardice of Alexander Trott
j
and all these circumstances

were discovered in time, and carefully noted down
;
and if you

ever stop a week at the Winglebury Arms, they will give you

just this account of The Great Winglebury Duel,

CHAPTER IX.

MRS. JOSEPH PORTER.

Most extensive were the preparations at Rose Vilfa, Clap-

ham Rise, in the occupation of Mr. Gattleton (a stockbroker

in especially comfortable circumstances), and great was the

anxiety of Mr. Gattleton’s interesting family, as the day fixed

for the representation of the Private Play which had been
many months in preparation,” approached. The whole

family was infected with the mania for Private Theatricals

,

the house, usually so clean and tidy, was, to use Mr.
Gattleton’s expressive description, ‘‘ regularly turned out o*

windows
;
” the large dining-room, dismantled of its furniture

and ornaments, presented a strange jumble of flats, flies,

wings, lamps, bridges, clouds, thunder and lightning, festoons

and flowers, daggers and foil, and various other messes in

theatrical slang included under the comprehensive name of

properties.” The bed-rooms were crowded with scenery,

the kitchen w^s occupied by carpenters. Rehearsals took
place every other night in the drawing-room, and every sofa

in the house was more or less damaged by the perseverance

and spirit with which Mr. Sempronius Gattleton, and Miss
Lucina, rehearsed the smothering sceae in *'OtheUo”— it

having been determined that that tragedy should form the
first portion of the evening’s entertainments.

''When we’re a leetle more perfect, I think it will go
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admirably/* said Mr. S^mpronius^ addressing bis corp% Ara--

matique, at tbe conclusion of tbe bundred and fiftieth rehearsal.

In consideration of his sustaining the trifling inconvenience of

bearing all the expenses of the play, Mr. Sempronius had
been, in the most handsome maimer, imanimously elected stage-

manager. Evans,” continued Mr. Gattleton, the younger,

addressing a tall, thin, pale young gentleman, with extensive

whiskers. ‘‘Evans, you play Boderigo beautifully,”
** Beautifully !

” echoed the three Miss Gattletons; for Mr.

Evans was pronounced by all his lady friends to be quite a

deal .” He looked so interesting, and had such lovely whis-

kers : to say nothing of his talent for writing verses in albums

and plajdng the flute ! Boderigo simpered and bowed.

But I think,” added the manager, “you are hardly perfect

in the—^fall—in the fencing-scene, where you are—you under-

stand ?
”

“ It *8 very diflS.cult,” said Mr, Evans, thoughtfully
;
“I ’ve

fallen about, a good deal, in our counting-house lately for

practice, only I find it hurts one so. Being obliged to fall

backwards you see, it bruises one’s head a good deal.”

“ But you must take care you don’t knock a wing down,”

said Mr. Gattleton, the elder, who had been appointed

prompter, and who took as much interest in the play as the

youngest of the company. “ The stage is veiy narrow, you
know.”

“ Oh ! don’t be afraid,’^ said Mr. Evans, with a very self-

satisfied air; “I shall fall with my head ‘off,’ and then I

can’t do any harm.”

“But, egad!” said the manager, rubbing his hands, “we
shall make a decided hit in ‘ Masaniello.’ Harleigh sings

that music admirably.”

Everybody echoed the sentiment. Mr. Harleigh smiled,

and looked fooHsh—-not an unusual thing with him—^hummed
“ Behold how brightly breaks the morning,” and blushed as

red as the fisherman’s nightcap he was trying on.

“ Let ’s see,” resumed the manager, telling the member on

his fingers, “we shall have three dancing female peasants,

besides FenellCj and four fishermen. Then, there ’s our mein

Tom
;
he can have a pair of ducks of mine, and a check shirt

of Bob’s, and a red nightcap, and he ’ll do for another—^that ’s

five. In the choruses, of course, we can sing at the sides
;

and in the market-scene, w^e can walk about in cloaks and
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things. When the revolt takes place, Tom must keep msb-
iug in on one side and out on the other, with a pickaxe, os

fast as he can. The effect will be electrical; it will look

exactly as if there were an immense number of ’em. And in

the eruption scene we must burn the red fire, and upset the

tea-trays, and make all sorts of noises—and it ’s sure to do.”

^^Sure! sure!” cried aU the performers und voce— and

away hurried Mr. Sempronius Gattleton to wash the burnt

cork off his face, and superintend the setting up ” of some

of the amateur-painted, and never-sufiiciently -to-be-admired,

scenery.

Mrs. Gattleton was a kind, good-tempered, vulgar soul,

exceedingly fond of her hiisl^and and children, and entertain-

ing only three dislikes. In the first place, she had a natural

antipathy to anybody else’s unmarried daughters
;

in the

second, she was in bodil}" fear of anything in the shape of

ridicule
;

lastly—almost a necessary consequence of this feel-

ing—she regarded, with feelings of the utmost horror, one

Mrs. Joseph Porter over the way. However, the good folks

of Clapham and its vicinity stood very much in awe of scandal

and sarcasm
;
and thus Mrs. Joseph Porter was courted, and

tlattered, and caressed, and invited, for much the same reason

that induces a poor author, without a farthing in his pocket,

to behave with extraordinary civility to a two-penny postman.

Never mind, ma,” said Miss Emma Porter, in colloquy

with her respected relative, and trying to look unconcerned

;

“ if they had invited me, you know that neither you nor pa
would have allowed mo to t(dve part in such an exhibition.”

“ Just what I should liave thought from your high sense of

propriety,” retuiaied the mother. I am glad to see, Emma,
A oil knoAv lioAV to designate the proceeding.” ]\Iiss P., by-

the-hy, had only the w'eek before made an exhibition” of

liersolf for four days, behind a counter at a fancy fair, to all

and every of her Majesty’s liege subjects who were disposed

to pay a shilling each for the i>rivilege of seeing some four

Jo7A'n girls flirting Avith strangers, and playing at shop.
“ Tiicrc!” said Mrs. Porter, looking out of Avindow; ^‘theni

are tAvo rounds of beef and a ham going in—clearly for sand-

wiches; and Thomas, the pastry-cook, says, there have been
tAvelve dozen tarts ordered, besides hlanc-mange and jellies.

Upon my Avord ! think of the Miss Gattletons in fancy

dresses, too !

”
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‘‘Oh, it^s too ridiculous ! said Miss Porter, hysterically.

“ I ’ll manage to put them a little out of conceit with the

business, however,” said Mrs. Porter
;
and out she went on

her charitable errand.

'‘Well, my dear Mrs. Gattleton,” said Mrs. Joseph Porter,

after they had been closeted for some time, and when, by dint

of indefatigable pumping, she had managed to extract all the

news about the play, “well, my dear, peo^de may say what

they please
;
indeed we know they will, for some folks are so

ill-natured. Ah, my dear Miss Liicina, how d’ye do ? I was

just telling youi’ mamma that I have heard it said, that
”

“What?”
“ Mrs. Porter is alluding to the play, my dear,” said Mrs.

Gattleton
;

“ she was, I am sorry to say, just informing me
that

”

“ Oh, now pray don’t menfion it,” interrupted Mrs. Porter;

“ it ’s most absurd—quite as absurd as young What ’s-liis-

name saying he wondered how Miss Caroline with such a foot

and ankle, could have the vanity to play Fenella^
“ Highly impertinent, whoever said it,” said Mrs. Gattle-

tou, bridling up.
“ Certainly, my dear,” chimed in the delighted Mrs. Porter

;

“ mor^t imdoubtedly ! Because, as I said, if Miss Caroline does

play Fenelltij it doesn’t follow, as a matter of com'se, that she

should think she has a pretty foot
;
and then—such puppies

as these young men are—he had the impudence to say,

that ”

How far the amiable Mrs. Poider might have succeeded in

her pleasant purpose, it is impossible to say, had not the

entrance of Mr. Thomas Balderstone, Mrs. Gattleton’s brother,

familiarly called in the family “ Uncle Tom,” changed the

course of conversation, and suggested to her mind an excellent

Xdan of operation on the evening of the plaj".

Uncle Tom was very rich, and exceedingly fond of his

nephews and nieces : as a matter of course, therefore, he was
an object of great importance in his ovm family. He was
one of the best-hearted men in existence

;
always in a good

tempei’, and always talking. It was his boast that he wore
toj)-boots on all occasions, and had never v orn a black silk

neckkerchief
;
and it was his pride that he remembered all

the principal plays of Shakspeare from beginning to end—and
60 he did. The result of this paiTot-like accomx>lishment was
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that he was not only perpetually quoting himself, but that ho

could never sit by and hear a misquotation from the ** Swan
of Avon’^ without setting the unfortunate delinquent right

He was also something of a wag
;
never missed an oppor-

tunity of saying what he considered a good thing, and inva-

riably lauglied until he cried at anything that appeared to

him mirth-moving or ridiculous.

Well, girls !
” said Uncle Tom, after the preparatory cere-

mony of kissing and how-d’ye-do-ing had been gone through

— how d'ye get on ? Know your parts, eh ?—Lucina, my
dear, act ii., scene 1—place, left—cue— ‘ UnknoTVTa fate,’—
What’s next, eh?—Go on— * The heavens— ’ ”

“ Oh, yes,” said Miss Lucina, I recollect

—

‘ Tbe heavens forbid

But that our loves and comforts should increase

Even as our days do grow 1’

Make a pause here and there,” said the old gentleman,

who was a great critic. ‘ But that our loves and comforts

should increase ’—emphasis on the last syllable, ^ crease/

—

loud ^ even,’—one, two, three, four; then loud again, ^ as

our days do grow
;

’ emphasis on days. That ’s the way, my
dear

;
trust to your uncle for emphasis. Ah ! Sem, my boy,

how’ are you ?
”

^^Very well, thankee uncle,” returned Mr. Sempronius,

who had just appeared, looking something like a ring-dove,

with a small circle round each eye : the result of his constant

corking. Of course we see you on Thursday.”

Of course, of course, my dear boy.”

What a pity it is your nephew didn’t think of making
you prompter, Mr, Balderstone !

” whispered Mrs. Joseph
Porter

;
^'ou would have been invaluable.”

Well, I flatter myself, I should have been tolerably up to

the thing,” responded Uncle Tom.
I must bespeak sitting next you on the night,” resumed

Mrs. Porter
;

and then, if our dear young friends here, should

be at all wrong, you will be able to enlighten me. I shall be
so interested.”

'' I am sure I shall be most happy to give you any assist-

ance in my power.”

Mind, it ’s a bargain.”

Certainly,”
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“ I don’t know How it is,” said Mrs. Gattleton to lier

daughters, as they were sitting round the fire in the evening,

looking over their parts, but I really very much wish Mrs.

Joseph Porter wasn’t coming on Thursday. I am sure she ’s

scheming something.”

She can’t make ils ridiculous, however,” observed Mr.

Sempronius Gattleton, haughtily.

The long-looked-for Thursday arrived in due course, and

brought with it, as ^Ir. Gattleton, senior, philosophically

observed, '*no disappointments to speak of.” True, it was

yet a matter of doubt whether Cassio would be enabled to get

into the dress which had been sent for him from the masquerade

warehouse. It w'as equally uncertain whether the principal

female singer would be sufficiently recovered from the influ-

enza to make her appearance
;
Mr. Harleigh, the Masaniello

of the night, was hoarse, and rather unwell, in consequence of

the great quantity of lemon and sugar-candy he had eaten to

improve his voice
;

and two flutes and a violoncello had
pleaded severe colds. What of that? the audience were all

coming. Everybody knew his part
;
the dresses were covered

with tinsel and spangles
;
the white plumes looked beautiful

;

Mr. Evans had practised fixlling until he was bruised from
head to foot and quite perfect

;
hujo w as sure that in the

stabbing-scone, he should make a decided hit.” A self-

taught deaf gentleman, wdio had kindly offered to bring his

flute, would be a most valuable addition to the orchestra,-

Miss Jenkins’s talent for the piano was too w-ell known to be
doubted for an instant

j
Mr. Capo had practised the violin

accompaniment with her, frequently
;
and Mr. Brown, wdio

had kindl}^ undertaken, at a few liours’ notice, to bring his

violoncello, would no doubt, manage extremely w^eU.

'Seven o’clock came, and so did the audience
;

all the rank
and fashion c f Clapham and its vicinity was fast filling the

theatre. There w^ero the Smiths, the Gubbinses, the Nixons,

the Dixons, the Hicksons, people w ith all sorts of names, tw’i'

aldermen, a sheriff in perspective. Sir Thomas Glumper (who
had been knighted in the last reign for carrying up an address

on somebody’s escaping from nothing)
;
and last, not least,

there were Mrs. Joseph Porter and Uncle Tom, seated in the

centre of the third row from the stage
;

Mrs. P. amusing
Unde Tom with all sorts of stories, and Uncle Tom amusing
every one else by laughing most immoderately.
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Ting, ting, ting ! went the prompter’s bell at eight o’clock

precisely, and dash went the orchestra into the overj^ure to

The Men of Prometheus.” The pianoforte player hammered

away with laudable perseverance
;
and the violoncello, which

struck in at intervals, sounded very well, considering.” The

unfortunate individual, however, who had undertaken to play

the flute accompaniment “ at sight,” found, from fatal expe-

rience, the perfect truth of the old adage, “ out of sight, out

of liiind
;

” for being very near-sighted, and being placed at a

considerable distance from his music-book, all he had an

opportunity of doing was to play a bar now and then in the

wrong place, and put the other performers out. It is, how-

ever, but justice to Mr. Brown to say that he did this to

admiration. The overture, in fact, was not unlike a race

between the different instruments
;
the piano came in first by

several bars, and the violoncello next, quite distancing the poor

flute
;

for the deaf gentleman too-too’d away, quite unconscious

that he was at all wuong, until apprised by the applause of

the audience, that the overture was concluded. A considerable

bustle and shuffling of feet was then heard upon the stage,

accompanied by whispers of Here ’s a pretty go !—what ’S

to be done ? ” &c. The audience applauded again, by way of

raising the spirits of the performers
;
and then Mr. Sempro-

uius desired the prompter, in a very audible voice, to clear

the stage, and ring up.”

Ting, ting, ting ! went the bell again. Everybody sat

down
;

the curtain shook
;

rose sufficiently high to display

several pair of yellow boots paddling about
;

and there

remained.

Ting, ting, ting ! went the bell again. The curtain was
violently convulsed, but rose no higher

;
the audience tittered

;

Mrs. Porter looked at Uncle Tom
;

Uncle Tom looked at

everybody; rubbing his hands, and laughing with perfect

rapture. After as much ringing wuth the little bell as a
muffin-boy w^ould make in going down a tolerably long street,

and a vast deal of whispering, hammering, and calling for

nails and cord, the curtain at length rose, and discovered Mr.
Sempronius Gattleton, solus

^

and decked for Othello. After

three distinct roimds of applause, during which Mr. Sem-
pronius applied his right hand to his left breast, and bowed in

the most approved manner, the manager advanced, and said :

Ladies and Gentlemen

—

I assure you it is with sincere
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regrisjt, that I regret to be compelled to inform you, that lago

u'ho was to have played Mr. Wilson—I beg your pardon.

Ladies and Gentlemen, but I am naturally somewhat agitated

(applause)—I moan, Mr. Wilson, who was to have played

Jagoy IS—that is, has been—or, in other words. Ladies and

Gentlemen, the fact is, that I have just received a note, in

\7hich I am informed that lago is unavoidably detained at the

Post-olFice this evening. Under these circumstances, I trust

—a—a— amateur performance—a—another gentleman under-

tiiken to read tlie part—requests indulgence for a short time

—

courtesy and kindness of a British audience.’’ Overwhelming
applause. Exit Mr. Semprouius Gattleton, and curtain falls.

The audience were, of course, exceedingly good-humoured

;

the wliole business was a joke
;
and accordingly they waited

for an hour with the utmost patience, being enlivened by an

interlude of rout-cakes and lemonade. It appeared by Mr.

Seinpronius’s subsequent explanation, that the delay would
not have been so great, had it not so happened that when the

substitute lago had finished dressing, and just as the play was
on the point of commencing, the original lago unexpectedly

arrived. The former was therefore compelled to undress, and
the latter to di'ess for his part; which as he found some
di^umlty in getting into his clothes, occupied no inconsider-

able time. At last, the tragedy began in real earnest. It

went off well enough, until the third scene of the first act, in

wliich Othello addresses the Senate : the only remarkable

circumstance being, tliat as lago could not get on any of the

stage boots, in consequence of his feet being violently swelled

with the heat and excitement, he was under the necessity of

l)laying the part in a pair of Wellingtons, v liich contrasted

rather oddly with his ricMy embroidered pantaloons. When
Olhello started with his address to the Senate (whose dignity

was represented by, the Duke, a carpenter, two men engaged
on the recommendation of the gai'dener, and a boy), Mis.

Porter found the opportunity she so anxiously souglit.

Mr. Semprouius proceeded

:

“ ‘Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors,

My very noble and approv’d good masters,

That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter,

It is most true ;—rude am I in my speech *

" la that right ? whispered Mrs. Porter to Uncle Tom
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No/’
“ Tell him so, then/

'‘I Avill. Sem!** called out Uncle Tom, ‘^that’s wrong,

uiy boy/’

‘^What’s wrong. Uncle?” demanded Othello

^

quite forget-

ting the dignity of his situation.

You ’ve left out something. ‘ True I have married ’ ”

Oh, ah !
” said Mr. Sempronius, endeavouring to hide his

r-onfusion as much and as ineffectually as the audience at-

tempted to conceal their lialf-suppressed tittering, by coughing

^^'ith extraordinary violence

—

‘ true I have married her ;

—

The very head and front of ray offending

Hath this extent
;
no more.’

Aside) Why don’t you prompt, father?
”

“ Because I ’ve mislaid my spectacles,” said poor Mr.

( iattleton, almost dead with the heat and bustle.

There, now it ’s ^ rude am I,’ ” said Uncle Tom.

^‘Yes, I know it is,” retm’ued the unfortunate manager,

proceeding with his part.

It would be useless and tiresome to quote the number of

instances in which Uncle Tom, now completely in his element,

and instigated by the mischievous Mrs. Porter, corrected the

Tiiistakes of the performers
;

suihce it to say, that having

mounted his hobby, nothing could induce him to dismount
;

60, during the whole remainder of the jday, he porfonncjd a

kind of running accompaniment, by muttering everybody’s

[)art as it was being dedivered, in an under tone. The
audience were highly amused, Mrs. Porter delighted, the

[)erformcrs embarrassed
;
Uncle Tom never was bett(U' pleased

m all his life
;

and Uiule Tom’s nephews and nieces had
never, although the declared heirs to his large property, so

heartily wished him gathered to his fathers as on that

memorable occasion.

Several other minor causes, too, imitcd to damp the ardour

of the dramatis persotm. None of the performers could walk
iij their tights, or move their arms in their jackets

;
the pan-

taloons were too small, the boots too large, and the swords of

all shapes and sizes. Mr. Evans, naturally too tall for the

scenery, wore a black velvet hat wdth immense white plumes,

the glory of which was lost in the flies
;

” and the only other
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inconvenience of whicli was, that when it was off his head he

could not put it on, and when it was on he could not take it

off. Notwithstanding all his practice, too, he fell with his

head and shoulders as neatly through one of the side scenes,

as a harlequin would jump through a panel in a Christmas

pantomime. The pianoforte player, overpowered by the

extreme heat of the room, fainted away at the commence-

ment of the entertainments, leaving the music of Masa-

niello*^ to the flute and violoncello. The orchestra complained

that Mr. Harieigh put them out, and Mr. Harleigh declared

that the orchestra prevented his singing a note. The fisher-

men, who were hired for the occasion, revolted to the very

life, positively refusing to play without an increased allow-

ance of spirits
;

and, their demand being complied with,

getting drunk in the eruption scene as naturally as possible.

The red fire, which was burnt at the conclusion of the second

act, not only nearly suffocated tlie audience, but nearly set the

house on fire into the bargain
;
and, as it was, the remainder

of the piece was acted in a thick fog.

In short, the whole affair was. as Mrs. Joseph Porter

triumphantly told everybody, a complete failure.” The
audience went home at four o’clock in tlie morning, exhausted

wich laughter, suffering from severe headaches, and smelling

terribly of brimstone and gunpowder. The ^^fessrs. Gattleton,

senior and junior, retired to rest, with the vague idea of

emigrating to Swan River early in the ensuing' week.

Hose Villa has once again resumed its wonted appearance

;

the dining-room lurniture has been replaced
;
the tables are

as nieely polished as formerly
;

the liorseliair cliitirs are

ranged against the wall, as regularly as ever
;

Venetian

blinds h.ave been fitted to eveiy wdudow in tlie house to

intercept the prying gaze of Mrs. Joseph Porter. The su>)ject

of theatricals is never mentioned in the Gattleton famil}-,

unless, indeed, by Uncle Tom, who cannot refrain from some-

times expressing his surprise and regret at finding that his

nephews and nieces appear to have lost the relish they om e

possessed for the beauties of Shakspeare, and quotations from

the works of tJiat immortal bard.



412 SKETCHES BY BOZ.

CHAPTER X.

A PASSAGE IN TliE LIFE OF MR. WATKINS TOTTIE,

CHAPTER THE FIRST.

Mateimoky is proverbially a serious undertaking. Liko

an overweening predilection for brandy-and-water, it is a

misfortune into which a man easily falls, and from which he

finds it remarkably difficult to extricate himself. It is of no

use telling a man who is timorous on these points, that it is

but one plunge, and all is over. They say the same thing at

the Old Bailey, and the unfortunate victims derive as much
comfort from the assurance in the one case as in the other.

Mr. Watkins Tottle was a rather uncommon compoimd of

strong uxorious inclinations, and an unparalleled degree of

anti-connubial timidity. He was about fifty years of age

;

stood four feet six inches and three-quarters in his socks—for

he never stood in stocking at all—plump, clean, and rosy.

He looked something like a vignette to one of Richardson’s

novels, and had a clean-cravatish formality of manner, and

kitchen-pokerncss of carriage, which Sir Charles Grandison

himself might have envied. He lived on an annuity, wliich

was well-adapted to the individual who received it, in one

respect—it was rather small. He received it in periodical

payments on every alternate Monday
;
but he ran himself out,

about a day after the expiration of the first week, as regularly

as an eight-day clock; and then, to make the comparison

complete, his landlady wound him up, and he went on with a

regular tick.

Mr. Watkins Tottle had long lived in a state of single

blessedness, as bachelors say, or single cursedness, as spinsters

think
;
hut the idea of matrimony had never ceased to haunt

him. Wrapt in profound reveries on this never-failing theme,

fancy transformed his small parlour in Cecil-street, Strand,

into a neat house in the subuihs
;
the half-htindi’edweight of

coals under the Ivitchen-stairs suddenly sprang up into three

tons of the best Walls-end
;

his small French bedstead waa
converted into a regular matrimonial four-poster

;
and in the

empty chair on the opX)osite side of the fire-place, imagination
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seated a beautiful young lady, with a very little independence

or will of her own, and a very large independence under a wih

of her father’s.

Who ’s there ?” inquired Mr. Watkins Tottle, as a gentle

tap at his room-door disturbed these meditations one evening,

Tottle, my dear fellow, how do you do?” said a short

elderly gentleman with a gruffish voice, bursting into the

room, and replying to the question by asking another.

^‘Tc>id you I should drop in some evening,” said the ^hort

gentleman, as ho delivered his hat into Tottle’ s hand, after a

little struggling and dodging.

Delighted to see you, I ’m sure,” said Mr. Watkins

Tottle, wishing internally that his visitor had ^‘dropped in”

to the Thames at the bottom of the street, instead of dropping

into his parlour. The fortnight was nearly up, and Watkins

was hard up.

‘^How is Mrs. Gabriel Parsons?” inquired Tottle.

“Quite wmll, thank you,” replied Mr. Gabriel Parsons, for

that was the name the short gentleman revelled in. Here

tliere was a pause
;
the short gentleman looked at the left hob

of the tireplace
;
Mr Watkins Tottle stared vacancy out of

countenance.

“ Quite well,” repeated the short gentleman, when five

minutes bad expired. “ I may say remarkably w'elL” And
he rubbed the palms of his hands as hard as if he W’ere going

to strike a light by friction.

“ What will you take? ” inquired Tottle, wutli the desperate

suddenness of a man who knew that unless the visitor took

his leave, he stood very little chance of taking anything else.

Oh, I don’t know,—Have you any wdiiskey ?
”

“ Why/’ replied Tottle, very slowly, for all this was
gaining time, “ I had some capital, and remarkably strong

wdiiskey last vreek
;

but it ’s all gone—and therefore its

strength ”

“ Is much beyond proof; or, in other words, impossible to

be proved,” said the short gentleman; and he laughed very

heartily, and seemed quite glad the whiskey had been drunk.

Mr. Tottle smiled—hut it wms the smile of despair. AVhen
Mr. Gabriel Parsons had done laughing, he delicately insinuated

that, in the absence of whiskey, he wmuld not be averse to

brandy. And ^Ir. Watkins Tottle, lighting a fiat candle very

ostentatiously; and displaying an immense key, which belonged
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to the street-door, but which, for tho sake of appearances

occasionally did duty in an imaginary wine-cellar; left the

room to entreat his landlady to charge their glasses, and

charge them in the bill. The application was successful
;

tlie

spirits were speedily called—^not from the vasty deep, but the

adjacent wine vaults. The two short gentlemen mixed their

grog; and then sat cosily down before the fire-^a pair of

shorts, airing themselves.

Tottle,” said Mr. Gabriel Parsons, ‘*you know my way

—

oh-hand, open, say what I mean, mean what I say, hate

reserve, and can’t bear affectation. One, is a bad domino
which only hides what good, people have about ’em, without

making the bad look better
;
and the other is much about the

same thing as pinking a white cotton stocking to make it look

like a silk one. Now listen to what I ’m going to say.”

Here, the little gentleman paused and took a long pull at

his brandy-and-water. Mr. Watkins Tottle took a sip of his,

stirred the fire, and assumed an air of profound attention.

It ’s of no use humming and ha’ing about the matter,”

resumed the short gentleman,— you want to get married.”

”Wliy,” replied Mr. Watkins Tottle, evasively; for he

trembled violently, and felt a sudden tingling throughout his

whole frame
;

wh}^—I should certainly—at least, I think I

should like—”
“Won’t do,” said the short gentleman.—“Plain and free

—or there ’s an end of the matter. Do you want money ?
”

“ You know I do.”
“ You admire ihe sex?”
“ I do.”
“ And you ’d like to be married ?

”

“ Certainly.”

‘Then you shall be. There’s an end of that.” Thus
saying, Mr. Gabriel Parsons took a X)inch of snuff, and mixed
another glass.

“ Let me entreat you to be more explanatory,” said Tottle.
“ Really, as the party principally interested, I cannot consent

to be disposed of, in this way.”
“ I ’U tell you,” replied Mr. Gabriel Parsons, warming with

the subject, and the brandy-and-water.—“ I know a lady

—

she ’s stopping with my wife now—who ’s just the thing for

you. Well-educated
;
talks French

;
plays the piano

;
knows

a good deal about flowers and shells, and all that sort of
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tiling; and has five hundred a -year, with an uncontrollable

power of disposing of it, by her last will and testament.'^

**
I ’ll pay my addresses to her,” said Mr. Watkins Tottle.

** She isn’t very young—is she ?
”

Not veiy
;
just the thing for you.—I

’ve said that already.”

** What coloured hair has the lady ? ” inquired Mr. Watkins

Tottle.

Egad, I hardly recollect,” replied Gabriel with coolness.

Perhaps I ought to have observed, at first, she weai‘8 a

front.”
** A what !

” ejaculated Tottle.

One of those thing, with ciu-ls, along here,” said Parsons,

drawing a straight line across his forehead, just over his eyes,

in illustration of his meaning. I know the front’s black : I

can’t speak quite positively about her own hair
;
because,

unless one wallcs behind her, and catches a glimpse of it

under her bonnet, one seldom sees it
;
but I should say that

it was rather lighter than the front—a shade of a greyish

tinge, perhaps.”

Mr. Watkins Tottle looked as if he had certain misgivings

of mind. Mr. Gabriel Parsons perceived it, and thought it

would be safe to begin the next attack without delay.

Now, were you ever in love, Tottle? ” he inquired.

Mr. Watkins Tottle blushed up to the eyes, and down to

the chin, and exhibited a most extensive combination of colours

as he confessed the soft impeacliment.

I suppose you popped the qtiestion, more than once, when
you were a young—I beg your pardon—a younger—man,”
smd Parsons.

Never in my life !
” replied his friend, apparently indig-

nant at being suspected of such an act. Never ! The fact

is, that I entertain, as you know, peculiar opinions on these

subjects. I am not afraid of ladies, young or old—far from
it; but, I think, that in compliance with the custom of the

present day, they allow too much freedom of speech and
manner to marriageable men. Now, the fact is, that any-

thing like this easy freedom I never could acquire
;
and as 1

am always afraid of going too far, I am generally, I dare say,

considered formal and cold.”

I shouldn’t wonder if you were,” replied Parsons, gravely;
** I shouldn’t wonder. However you ’ll be all right in this

case
;
for the strictness and delicacy of this lady’s ideas greatly
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exceed your own. Lord bless yon, why when she cam© to onr

house, there was an old portrait of some man or other, with

two large black staring eyes, hanging up in her bedroom
;

she positively refused to go to bed there, till it was taken

doum, considering it decidedly Avrong.^^

I think so, too,” said Mr. AVatkins Tottle; certainly.”

“ And then, the other night—I never laughed so much in

my life”—resumed Mr. Gabriel Parsons; ‘‘I had driven

iiome in an easterly wind, and caught a devil of a face-ache.

Well; as Fanny—that’s Mrs. Parsons, you know—and this

friend of hers, and I, and Friink Koss, were playing a rubber,

I said, jokingly, that when I went to bed 1 should wrap my
head in Fanny’s flannel petticoat. She instantly threw up her

cards, and left the room.”

‘‘Quite right!” said Mr. AVatkins Tottle, “ she could not

possibly have behaved in a more dignified manner. AVhat

did 3nu do ?
”

‘ Do ?—Frank took dumra}'
;
and I won sixpence ?

”

“ But, didn’t you apologise for hurting her feelings?

”

“ Devil a bit. Next morning at breakfast, we talked it

over. She contended that any reference to a flannel petticoat

^vaa improper ;—men ouglit not to be supposed to know that

such things were. I pleaded my coverture
;
being a married

man.”
“And what did the lady say to that?” inquired Tottle,

deeply interested.

“ Changed her ground, and said that Frank being a single

man, its impropriety was obvious.”
“ Noble-minded creature 1

” exclaimed the enraptured

Tottle.

“Oh

I

both Fanny and I said, at once, that she was
regularly cut out for you.”

A gleam of placid satisfaction shone on the circular face of

Mr. AA^atkins Tottle, as he heard the prophecy.
“ There ’s one thing I can’t understand,” said Mr. Gabriel

Parsons, as he rose to depart
;
“1 cannot, for the life and

soul of mo imagine, how tlie deuce you’ll ever contrive to

come together. The lady 'would certainly go into con-sailsions

if the subject were mentioned.” Mr. Gabriel Parsons sat

down again, and laughed until he was weak. Tottle owed
him money, so he had a perfect right to laugh at Tottle’

8

expense.
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Mr. Watkins Tottle feared, in his own mind, tliat this wets

another characteristic which he had in common with this

modem Lucretia. He, however, accepted the invitation to

dine with the Parsonses on the nej^t day but one, witli great

firmness
;
and looked forward to the introduction, when again

loft alone, with tolerable composure.

The sun that rose on the next day but one, had never

beheld a sprucer personage on the outside of the Norwood
stage, than Mr. Watkins Tottle

;
and when the coach drew up

before a card-board looldng house with disguised chimneys,

and a lawn like a large sheet of green letter-paper, he

certainly had never lighted to liis place of destination a gentle-

man who f^lt more uncomfortable.

The coach stopped, and Mr. Watkins Tottle jumped'—we
beg his pardon—alighted, with great dignity. All right I

”

said he, and away went the coach up the hill with that

beautiful equanimit}^ of pace for- which short stages are

generally remarkable.

Mr. Watkins Tottle gave a faltering jerk to the handle of

the garden-gate bell. He essayed a more energetic tug, and
his previous nervousness was not at all diminished by hearing

the bell ringing like a fii*o alarum.

Is Mr. Parsons at liome?^^ inquired Tottle of the man
who opened the gate. He could hardly hear himself speak,

for the bell had not yet done tolling.

Here I am,’^ shouted a voice ou the lawn,—and there

was Mr. Gabriel Parsons in a flannel jacket, running back-

wards and forwards, from a wicket to two hats piled on eacli

other, and from the two hats to the wicket, in the most violent

manner, while another gentleman witli his coat off was getting

doAvn the area of the house, after a ball. When the gentle-

man without the coat had found it—which he did in less than
ten minutes—^he ran back to the hats, and Gabriel Parsons
pulled up. Then, the gentleman without the coat called out

play,’* very loudly, and bowled. Then, Mr. Gabriel Parsons
knocked the ball several yards, and took another run. Then,
llie other gentleman aimed at the wicket, and didn’t hit it

;

and Mr. Gabriel Parsons, having finished running on his own
account, laid down the bat and ran after the ball, which went
into a neighbouring field. They called this cricket.

**
Tottle, will you ‘go in ? ’ ” inquired Mr. Gabriel Parsons,

aa he approached him, wiping the perspiration off his face.

S.B. o
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Mr. Watkins Tottle declined the offer, the bare idea of

accepting which made him even warmer than his friend.

Then we’U go into the house, as it’s past four, and I

shall have to wash my hands before dinner,^* said Mr. Gabriel

Parsons. Here, I hate ceremony, you know ! Timson,

that ’s Tottle—Tottle, that ’s Timson
;

bred for the church,

which T fear vdll never be bread for him
;

and he chuckled

at the old joke. Mr. Timson bowed carelessly. Mr. Watkins

Tottle bowed stiffly. Mr. Gabriel Parsons led the way to

the liouse. He was a rich sugar-baker, who mistook rude-

ness for honesty, and abrupt bluntness for an open and

candid manner
;
many besides Gabriel mistake blimtness for

sincerity.

Mrs. Gabriel Parsons received the visitors most graciously

on the steps, and preceded them to the drawing-room. On
the sofa, was seated a lady of very x)rim ax)X)earance, and

remarkably inanimate. She was one of those persons at

whose age it is imx)ossible to make any reasonable guess

;

her features might have been remarkably i)rotty when she was

}’Ounger, and they might alwa3’s have presented the same
ax)x^earciiioe. Her complexion—with a .slight trace of powder

here and there—was as clear as that of a well-made wax doll,

and her face as ex^wossive. She was handsomely dressed, and

was winding up a gold watch.

Miss Lillerton, my dear, this is our friend !Mr. Watldns
Tottle

;
a very old a(*quaintance I assure 5^ou,’’ said Mrs.

Parsons, presenting the Strephon of Cecil-stroet, Strand. The
lady rc*se, and made a deej) coiu'tesy; Mr. Watkins Tottle

made a bow.

Splendid, majestic creature! ” thought Tottle.

]Mr. Timson advanced, and Mr. Watkins Tottle began to

hate him. iMen generally discover a rival, instinctively, and
Mr. Watkins Tottle felt lliat liis hato was deserved.

I beg,^’ said the reverend gentleman,— May I beg
to call Tix^on you, Miss Lillerton, for some trifling donation to

my souj>, coals, and blanket-distribution society?”

Put my name clown, for two sovereigns, if you please,”

resj^oiulcd Miss Lillerton.

‘‘You are trul}' cliaritablc, madam,” said the Reverend
Mr. Timson, “ and wc know tliat charit}' will cover a multitude
of sins. Let me beg you to understand that I do not sa}" this

from the supposition tliat you have many sins which require



ME. WATKINS TOTTLK. 419

palliation
;
believe me when I say that I never yet met any

one who had fewer to atone for, than Miss Lillerton/’

Something like a bad imitation of animation lighted up the

lady’s facje, as she acknowledged the compliment. 'Watkins

Tottle incurred the sin of wishing that the ashes of the

Reverend Charles Timson wore quietly deposited in the church-

yard of his curacy, wherever it might*be.

'^I’ll tell you what,” interrupted Parsons, who had just

appeared with <’lean hands, and a black coat, '' it ’s mj private

opinion, Timson, that 3^our ^distribution society’ is rather a

humbug.”
You are so severe,” replied Timson, with a Christian

smile
;
he disliked Parsons, but liked his dinners.

So positively unjust! ” said Miss Lillerton.

Certainly,” observed Tottle. The lady looked up
;

her

eyes met those of Mr. Watkins Tottle. She withdrew them in

a sweet confusion, and Watkins Tottle did the same—the con-

fusion w^as mutual.

Wh}^” urged Mr, Parsons, pursuing his objections,
** what on e^rth is the use of giving a man coals who has
nothing to cook, or giving him blankets when he hasn’t a bed.

or giving him soup when he requires substantial food?

—

'like sending them ruffles when wanting a shirt.’ Why not

give ^em a trifle of money, as I do, when I think th^e}' deserve

it, and let them purchase what they think best ? Why ?

—

because your subscribers wouldn’t see their names flourishing

in print on the church-door—that ’s the reason.”

Really, Mr. Parsons, I hope you don’t mean to insinuafo

tliat I wish to see vjy name in print, on the church-door,”

intenmpted Miss Lillerton.
" I hope not,” said Mr. Watkins Tottle, putting in another

word, and getting another glance.
'
‘ Certainly not,

’
’ replied Parsons. '

' I dare say you wouldn’t
mind seeing it in writing, though, in the church register—eh ?”

" Register ! What register ? ” inquired the lady, gravely.
" ^Vhy, the register of marriages, to be sure,” replied

Parsons, chuckling at the sally, and glancing at Tottle. Mr.
Watkins Tottle thought he should have fainted for shame,
and it is quite impossible to imagine what effect the joke
would have had upon the lady, if dinner had not been, at that

moment, announced. Mr. "Watkins Tottle, witli an unprece-

ilented effort of gallantry offered the tip of his little Anger
;
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Miss Lillerton accepted it gracefully, with maiden modesly;

and they proceeded in due state to the dinner-table, where

they were soon deposited side by side. The room was very

snug, the dinner very good, and the little party in spirits.

The conversation became pretty general, and when Mr. Watkins

Tottle had extracted one or two cold observations from his

neighbour, and had taken wine with her, he began to acquire

confidence rapidly. The cloth was removed
;

Mrs, Gabriel

Parsons drank four glasses of port on the plea of being a

nurse just then
;

and Miss Lillerton took about the sam('

number of sips, on the plea of not wanting any at all. At

length, the ladies retired, to the great gratification of Mr.

Gabriel Parsons, who had been coughing and frowning at his

wife, for half an horn* previously—signals which Mrs. Parsons

never happened to observe, until she had been pressed to take

her ordinary quantum, which, to avoid giving trouble, she

generally did at once.

What do you think of her ? ” inquired Mr. Gabriel Parsons

of Mr. Watkins Tottle, in an under tone.

I dote on her with enthusiasm already ! replied Mr.

Watkins Tottle.

^‘Gentlemen, pray let us drink ^the ladies,^ said the

Ileverend Mr. Timson.

The ladies 4^' said Mr. Watkins Tottle, emptpng his

glass. In the fulness of his confidence, he Mt as if he could

make love to a dozen ladies, off-hand.

Ah !
’’ said Mr. Gabriel Pai'sons, “ I remember when I

was a young man—fill your glass, Timson.^^

I have this moment emptied it.^^

Then fill again.”

I will,” said Timson, suiting the action to the word.

I remember,” resumed Mr. Gabriel Parsons, when I was
a younger man, with what a strange compoi^d of feelings I

used to drink that toast, and how I used to think every

woman was an angel.”
** Was that before you were married ? ” mildly inquired Mr.

Watkins Tottle.

‘'Oh! certainly,” replied Mr. Gabriel Parsons, “I have
never thought so since

;
and a precious milksop I must have

been, ever to have thought so at aU. But, yon know, I

married Fanny under the oddest, and most ridiculous circum-
st.ancos possible,”
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WHiat where they, if one may inquire ? asked Tiinson,

who had heard the stoiy, on an average, twice a week for the

lost six months. Mr. AVatkins Tottle listened attentively, in

the hope of picking up some suggestion that might be useful

to him in his new undertaking.

I spent my wedding-night in a back-kitchen chimney,”

said Parsons, by way of a beginning.

‘^In a back-kitchen chimney!” ejaculated Watkins Tottle.

'' How dreadful !

”

Yes. it wasn’t very pleasant,” replied the small host.

The fact is, Fanny’s father and mother liked me well enough

as an individual, but had a decided objection to my becoming

a husband. You see, I hadn’t any money in those days, and

they had; and so they wanted Fanny to pick up somebody
else. However, we managed to discover the state of each

other’s affections somehow. I used to meet her, at some
mutual friends’ parties; at first we danced together, and

talked, and flirted, and all that sort of thing
;

tlien, I used to

like nothing so well as sitting by her side—we didn’t talk so

much then, but I remember I used to have a great notion of

looking at her out of the extreme corner of my left eye—and
then I got very miserable and sentimental, and began to write

verses, and use Macassar oil. At last I couldn’t bear it any
longer, and after I had walked up and down the sunny side

of Oxford-street in tight boots for a week—and a devilish hot

summer it was too—in the hope of meeting her, I sat down
and wrote a letter, and begged her to manage to see me
clandestinely, for I wanted to hear her decision from her own
mouth. I said I had discovered, to my perfect satisfaction,

that I couldn’t live without her, and tliat if she didn’t have
me, I had made up my mind to take prussic acid, or take lo

drinking, or emigrate, so as to take myself off in some way or

other. Well, I borrowed a pound, and bribed the housemaid
to give her the note, which she did.”

^^And what was the reply?” inquired Timson, who had
found, before, that to encourage tlie repetition of old stories

is to get a general invitation.

Oh, the usual one ! Fanny expressed herself very miser-
able

; hinted at the possibility of an early grave
;
said that

nothing should induce her to swerve from the duty she owed
her parents

; implored me to forget her, and find out some-
body more deserving, and aU that sort of thing. She said
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she could, on no account, think of meeting me imknown to

her pa and ma ;
and entreated me, as she should be in a

particular part of Kensington Gardens at eleven o’clock next

morning, not to attempt to meet her there.*’

** You didn’t go, of course? ’’said Watkins Tottle.

Didn’t I ?—Of course I did. There she was, with the

identical housemaid in perspective, in order that there might
be no interruption. We walked about, for a couple of hours;

made ourselves delightfully miserable; and were regularly

engaged. Then, we began to ' correspond ’—that is to say,-

we used to exchange about four letters a day
;
what we used

to say in ’em I can’t imagine. And I used to have an inter-

view, in the kitchen, or the cellar, or some such place, every

evening. Well, things went on in this way for some time

;

and we got fonder of each other every day. At last, as our

love was raised to such a pitch, and as my salary had been

raised too, shortly before, we determined on a secret marriage.

Fanny arranged to sleep at a Mend’s, on the previous night

;

we were to be married early in the morning
;
and then we

were to return to her home and be pathetic. She was to fall

at the old gentleman’s feet, and bathe his boots with her

tears
;
and I was to hug the old lady and call her * mother,’

and use my pocket-handkerchief as much as possible.

Married we were, the next morning; two girls—^Mends of

Fanny’s—acting as bridesmaids
;
and a man, who was hired

for five shillings and a pint of porter, officiating as father

Now, the old lady unfortunately put off her return from

Ramsgate, where she had been paying a visit, until the next

morning : and as we placed great reliance on her, we agreed

to postpone our confession for four-and-twenty hours. My
newly made wife returned home, and I spent my wedding-day
in strolling about Hampstead-heath, and execrating my father-

in-law. Of course, I went to comfort my dear little wife at

night, as much as I could, with the assurance that our

troubles would soon be over. I opened the garden-gate, of

which I had a key, and was shown by the servant to our old

place of meeting—a back-kitchen, with a stone floor and a
dresser

;
upon which, in the absence of chairs, we used to sit

and make love.

''Make love upon a kitchen-dresser?” interrupted Mr,
Watkins Tottle, whose ideas of decorum were greatly outraged.

" Ah ! On a kitchen-dresser !
” replied Parsons. ” And
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let me tell you, old felloW, that, if you were really over head-

aud-eais in love, and had no other place to make love in,

you'd be devilish, glad to avail yourself of such an opportunity.

Howe'ver, let me see ;—where was I ?
"

On the dresser," suggested Timson.
it ^ I Well, here I found poor Fanny, quite discon-

solate and uncomfortable. The old boy had been very cross

all day, which made her feel still more lonely
; and she was

quite out of spirits. So, I put a good face on the matter, and

laughed it off, and said we should enjoy the pleasures of a

mateimonial life more, by contrast
;

and, at length, poor

Fanny brightened up a little. I stopped there, till about

eleven o'clock, and, just as I w^as taking my leave for the

fourteenth time, the girl came running do^vn the stairs, with-

out her shoes, in a great fright, to tell us that the old villain

—Heaven forgive me for calling him so, for he is dead and
gone now !—prompted I suppose by the prince of darkness,

was coming down, to draw his own beer for supper—a thing

he had not done before, for six months, to my certain know-
ledge

;
for the cask stood in that very back-kitchen. If he

discovered me there, explanation would have been out of the

question
;

for he was so outrageously violent, when at all

excited, that he never would have listened to me. There was
only one thing to be done. The chimney was a very wide
one

;
it had been originally built for an oven

;
went up per-

pendicularly for a few feet, and then shot backward and
formed a sort of small cavern. My hopes and fortune—the

means of our joint existence almost-—were at stake. I

scrambled in, like a squirrel
;
coiled myself up in this recess

j

and, as Fanny and the girl replaced the deal chimney-board,

I could see the light of the candle, which my unconscious

father-in-law carried in his hand. I heard him draw the

beer
;
and I never heard beer run so slowly. He was just

leaving the kitchen, and I wms preparing to descend, when
down came the infernal chimney-board with a tremendous
crash. He stopped, and put down the candle and the jug of

beer on the dresser
;
he was a nervous old fellow, and any

unexpected noise annoyed him. He coolly observed that the

fireplace was never used, and sending the firightened servant

into the next kitchen for a hammer and nails, actually nailed

up the board, and locked the door on the outside. there
was I, on my wedding-night, in the light kerseymere trousers^
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fancy waistcoat, and blue coat, tliat I bad been married in in

the morning, in a back-kitcben chimney, the bottom of which

was nailed up, and the top of which had been formerly raised

some fifteen feet, to prevent the smoke from annoying the

neighbours. And there, added Mr. Gabriel Parsons, as he
passed the bottle, “ there I remained till half-past seven the

next morning, when the housemaid’s sweetheart, who was a

carpenter, unshelled me. The old dog had nailed me up so

securely, that, to this very hour, I firmly believe that no one

but a carpenter could ever have got me out.”

And what did Mrs Parsons’s father say, when he found

you were married ? ” inquired Watkins Tottle, who, although

he never saw a joke, Avas not satisfied until he heard a story

to the very end.

WTiy, the affair of the chimney so tickled his fancy, that

he pardoned us off-hand, and allowed us something to live on
tiU he went the way of all flesh. I spent the next night in

his second-floor front, much more comfortably than I had
spent the preceding one; for, as you will probably guess

”

Please sir, missis has made tea,” said a middle-aged

female servant, bobbing into the room.

“That’s the very housemaid that figures in my story,”

said Mr. Gabriel Parsons. She went into Fanny’s service

when we were first married, and has been with us ever since
;

but I don’t think she lias felt one atom of respect for me since

the morning she saw me released, when she went into violent

hysterics, to which she has been subject ever since. Now%
sliall we join the ladies ?

”

“ If you please,” said Mr. Watkins Tottle.

“ By all means,” added the obsequious Mr. Timson
;
and

the trio made for the drawing-room accordingly.

Tea being concluded, and the toast and cups having been

duly handed, and occasionally upset, by Mr. Watkins Tottle.

a rubber was proposed. They cut for partners—Mr. and Mrs.

Parsonfe; and Mr. Watkins Tottle and Miss Lillerton. Mr.
Timson having cpnscientious scruples on the subject of card-

playing, drank brandy-and-water, and kept up a running spar

with Mr. Watkins Tottle. The evening went off well; Mr.
Watkins Tottle was in high spirits, having some reason to be
gratified with his reception by Miss Lillerton ;

and before he
left, a small party Avas made up to visit the Beulah Spa on
the following Satiuday.
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all righ-t, I tliink,” said Mr. Gabriel Parsons to Mr,

Watkins TotUe as he opened the garden gate for him.

I hope so/’ he replied, squeezing his friend’s hand.

You ’ll be down by the first coach on Saturday,” said

Mr. Gabriel Parsons.

Certainly,” replied Mr. Watkins Tottle. “ Undoubtedly.’

But fortune had decreed that Mr, Watkins Tottle should not

be down by the first coach on Saturday. His adventures on

that day however, and the success of his wooing, are STibjects

for another chapter.

CHAPTER THE SECOND.

The first coach has not come in yet, has it, Tom ?
”

inquired Mr. Gabriel Parsons, as he very complacently paced

up and down the fourteen feet of gravel which bordered the
“ lawn/’ on the Satui’day morning which had been fixed upon
for the Beulah Spa jaunt.

No, sir
;

I haven’t seen it,” replied a gardener in a blue

apron, who let himself- out to do the ornamental for half-a-

croTO a day and his ^‘keep.”
“ Time Tottle was down,” said Mr. Gabriel Parsons, rumi-

nating— Oh, here he is, no doubt,” added Gabriel, as a cab
di'ove rapidly up the hill

;
and he buttoned his dressing-gown,

and opened the gate to receive the expected visitor. The cab
stopped, and out jurdped a man in a coarse Petersham great-

coat, whity-brown neckerchief, faded black suit, gamboge-
coloured top-boots, and one of those large-crowned hats,

formerly seldom met with, but now very generally patronised

by gentlemen and costermongers.

Mr. Parsons?” said the man, looking at the superscription

of a note he held in his hand, and addressing Gabriel with an
inquiring air.

My name is Parsons,” responded the sugar baker.

I ’ve brought this here note,” replied the individual in
the painted tops, in a hoarse whisper

;
I ’ve brought this

here note from a gen’lm’n as come to our house this

niomin’.”

I expected the gentleman at my house,” said Parsons, bls
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he broke the seal, which bore the impression of her majesty’s

profile as it is seen on a sixpence.

I Ve no doubt the gen’lm’n would ha’ been here,’’replied

the stranger, *‘if he hadn’t happened to call at our house

first
;
but we never trusts no genlm’n furder nor we can see

him—no mistake about that there”—added the unknown,

with a facetious grin
;

beg yer pardon, sir, no offence meant,

only—once in, and I wish you may—catch the idea, sir ?
”

Mr. Gabriel Parsons was not remarkable for catching any-

thing suddenly, but a cold. He therefore only bestowed a

glance of profound astonishment on his m3^sterious companion,

and proceeded to unfold the note of which he had been the

bearer. Once opened and the idea was caught with very

little difficulty. Mr. Watkins Tottle had been suddenly

arrested for 33i. 10«. 4<i., and dated his communication from

a lock-up house in the vicinity of Chancery-lane.
** Unfortunate affair, this !

” said Parsons, refolding the

note.
** Oh ! nothin’ ven you ’re used to it,” coolly observed the

man in the Petersham.

Toui !
” exclaimed Parsons, after a few minutes’ considejra-

tion, ^^just put the horse in, will you?—Toll the gentleman

that I sliall be there almost as soon as you are,” he continued,

addressing the sheriff- officer’s Mercury.

Werry w^ell,” repKed that impoHiint functionary; adding,

in a confidential manner, ‘‘ I ’d adwise the gen’lm’n’s friends

to settle. You see it ’s a mere trifle
;
and, unless the gen’bn’n

means to go up afore the coui-t, it ’s harcffy worth while wait-

ing for detainers you know Our governor ’s wide awake, he

is. I ’ll never say nothin’ agin him, nor no man
;
but he

knows what ’s o’clock, he does, uncommon.” Having de-

livered this eloquent, and, to Parsons, particularly intelligible

harangue, the meaning of which was eked out by divers npds

and wanks, the gentleman in the boots reseated himself in the

cab, which went rapidly off and was soon out of sight. ^Ir,

Gabriel Parsons continued to pace up and down the pathway
for some minutes, apparently absorbed in deep meditation.

The result of his cogitations seemed to be perfectly satisfactory

to himself, for he ran briskly into the house
;
said that busi-

ness had suddenly summoned him to town; that he Lad
desired the messenger to inform Mr. Watkins Tottle of the

fact; and that they would return together to dinner. He
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then hastily equipped himself for a drive, and mounting his

gig, was soon on his way to the establishment of Mr. Solomon

Jacobs, situate (as Mr. Watkins Tottle had infoimed him) in

Cursitor-street, Chanceiy-lane.

When a man is in a violent hurry to get on, and has a

specific object in view, the attainment of whicli depends on

the completion of his journey, the difficulties which interpose

themselves in his way appear not only to be innumerable, but

to have been called into existence especially for the occasion.

The remark is by no means a new one, and Mr. Gabriel

Parsons had practical and painful experience of its justice in

the course of his drive. There are three classes of animated

objects which prevent your driving with any degree of comfort

or celerity through streets which are but little frequented

—

they are pigs, children, and old women. On the occasion we
are describing, the pigs were luxuriating on cabbage-stalks

;

iind the shuttlecocks fluttered from the little deal battledores,

itnd the children played in the road; and women, with a

basket in one hand and the street-door key in the other, would

cross just before the horse’s head, until Mr. Gabriel Parson-s

was perfectly savage with vexation, and quite hoarse witli

hoi-ing and imprecating. Then, when he got into Fleet

-

street, there was a stoppage,” in which people in vehicles

have the satisfaction of remaining stationary for half an hour,

and envying the slowest pedestrians; and w'here policemen

rush about, and seize hold of horses’ bridles, and back them
into shop-windows, by way of clearing the road and preventing

confusion. At length Mr. Gabriel Parsons turned into Chan-
cery-lane, and having inquired for, and been directed to

Cursitor-street (for it was a locality of w^hich he was quite

ignorant), he soon found himself opposite the house of Mr.
Solomon Jacobs. Confiding his horse and gig to the care of

one ol the fourteen boys who had followed him from the other
side of Blackfriars-bridge on the chance of his requiring their

services, Mr. Gabriel Parsons crossed the road and knocked at

an inner door, the upper part of which was of glass, grated
like the windows of this inviting mansion with iron bars

—

painted white to look comfortable.
The knock was answered by a sallow-faced red-haired sulk}'

boy, who, after surveying Mr. Gabriel Parsons through the
glass, applied a large key to an immense wooden excrescence
which was in reality a lock, but which, taken in conjunction
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with the iron nails with which the panels were studded, gave

the door the appearance of heing subject to warts.

I want to see Mr. Watkins Tottle/* said Parsons.

‘‘It's the gentleman that come in this morning, Jem,”
screamed a voice from the top of the kitchen stairs, which

belonged to a diriy woman who had just brought her chin to

a level with the passage-floor. ‘‘The gentleman's in the

coffee-room.”

“ Up stairs, sir,” said the boy just opening the door wide

enough to let Parsons in without squeezing him, and double-

locking it the moment he had made his way tlirough the

aperture—“ First floor—door on the left.”

Mr. Gabriel Parsons thus instructed, ascended the uncarpeted

and ill-lighted staircase, and after giving several subdued taps

at the before-mentioned “ door on the left,” which were

rendered inaudible by the hum of voices within the room, and

the hissing noise attendant on some frying operations which

were carrying on below stairs, turned the handle, and entered

the apaiiment. Being informed that the unfortunate object

of his visit had just gone up stairs to write a letter, he had
leisure to sit down and observe the scene before him.

The room—which was a small, confined den—was parti-

tioned off into boxes, like the common room of some inferior

eating-house. The dirty floor had evidently been as long a

stranger to the scrubbing-brush as to carpet or floor-cloth
;

and the ceiling was completely blackened by the flare of the

oil-lamp by which the room w^as lighted at night. The gray

ashes on the edges of the tables, and the cigar ends which
were plentifully scattered about the dusty grate, fully accounted

for the intolerable smell of tobacco which pervaded the place
;

and the empty glasses and half-saturated slices of lemon on

the tables, together with the porter pots beneath them, bore

testimony to the frequent libations in which the individuals

who honoured Mr. Solomon Jacobs by a temporary residence

in his house indulged. Over the mantel-shelf was a paltry

looking-glass, extending about half the width of the chimney-

piece
;
but by way of counterpoise the ashes were confined by

a rusty fender about twice as long as the hearth.

From this cheerful room itself, the attention of Mr.

Gabriel Parsons was naturally directed to its inmates. In

one of the boxes two men were playing at cribbage with a

very dirty pack of cards, some with blue, some wifii green,
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and some with, red backs—selections from decayed packs.

The cribbage board had been long ago formed on the table

by some ingenious visitor with the assitance of a pocket-knife

and a two-x^ronged fork, with which the necessary number of

holes had been made in the table at proper distances for the

reception of the wooden pegs. In another box a stout,

hearty-looking man, of about forty, was eating some dinner

which his wife—an equally comfortable-looking j)ei‘8onage—
had brought him in a basket ! and in a third, a genteul-look-

ing young man was talking earnestly, and in a low tone to a

young female, whose face was concealed by a thick veil, but

whom Mr. Gabriel Parsons immediately set down in his own
mind as the debtor’s wife. A young fellow of vulgar manners,

dressed in the very extreme of the prevailing fashion, w^as

pacing ux) and doTO the room, with a lighted cigar in his

mouth, and his hands in his pockets, ever and anon puffing

forth volumes of smoke, and occasionally applying, with much
ax)parent relish, to a pint pot, the contents of which were

chilling ” on the hob.
“ Fourpence more, by gum ! exclaimed one of the crib-

bage players, lighting a pipe, and addressing liis adversary at

the close of the game; “ one ’ud think you’d got luck in a

pepper-cruet, and shook it out when you wanted it.”

Well, that a’ n’t a bdd un,” replied the other, who was a

horse-dealer from Islington.

‘^No; I’m blessed if it is,” interposed the jolly-looking

fellow, who, having finished his dinner, was drinking out of

the same glass as his wife, in truly conjugal harmony, some hot
gin-and-water. The faithful partner of his cares had brought
a plentiful supply of the anti-temperance fluid in a large flat

stone bottle, which looked like a h^f gallon jar that had been
successfully tapped for the dropsy. You ’re a rum chap, you
are, Mr. Walker—will you dip your beak into this, sir ?

”

Thank’ee sir ” replied Mr. Walker, leaving his box, and
advancing to the other to accept the proffemd glass. ** Here ’s

your health, sir, and your good ’ooman’s here. Gentlemen
all—yours, and better luck still. Well, Mr. Willi's,” continued
the facetious prisoner, addressing the young man with the
cigar, '^you seem rather down to-day—floored, as one may
say. What ’s the matter, sir ? Never say die you know.”

Oh ! I’m aU right,” replied the smoker. I shall be
bailed out to-morrow ”
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** Shall you, though ? ” inquired the other. ‘‘ Damme, I

wish 1 could say the same. I am as regularly over head and

ears as the Royal George, and stand about as much chance of

being bailed out. Ha ! ha ! ha

!

** Why,^* said the young man, stopping short, and speaking

in a very loud key, ^'look at me. What d* ye think I’ve

stopped here two days for ?
’’

'Cause you couldn’t get out, I suppose,” interrupted Mr.

Walker, winking to the company. Not that you ’re exactly

obliged to stop here, only you can’t help it. No compulsion,

you know, only you must—eh ?
”

A’n’t he a rum un ?” inquired the delighted individual,

who had offered the gin-and-water, of his wife.

“ Oh, he just is! ” replied the lady, who was quite over-

come by these ffavshes of imagination.
** Why, my case,” frowned the victim, throwing the end of

his cigar into the fire, and illustrating his argument by
knocking the bottom of the pot on tlio table, at intervals,

—

** my case is a ver^^ singular one. My father ’s a man of large

property, and I am his son.”

‘^That’s a very strange circumstance!” interrupted the

jocose Mr. Walker, en passant.

—1 am his son, and have received a liberal education. I

don’t owe no man nothing—not the value of a farthing, but I

was induced, you see, to put my name to some bills for a

friend—bills to a large amount, I may say a very large

amount, for which I didn’t receive no consideration. What’s
the consequence ^ ”

“ Why, I suppose the bills went out, and you came in

The acceptances weren’t taken up, and you wore, eh?”
inquired Walker.

be sure,” replied the liberally educated young gentle-

man. “To be sure
;
and so here I am, locked up for a

matter of twelve hundred pound.”
“Why don’t you ask your old governor to stump up?”

inquired Walker, with a somewhat sceptical air.

“ Oh ! bless you, he ’d never do it,” replied the other, in a

tone of expostulation—“ Never !
”

“Well, it is very odd to—^be—sure,” interposed theownei
of the flat bottle, mixing another glass, “ but I ’ve been in

difficulties, as one may say, now for thirty year. I went to

pieces when I was in a milk-walk, thirty year ago ; arter*
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wards, when I was a findterer, and kept a spring wan
;
and

arter that again in the coal and ’tatur line—^but aH that time I

never see a youngish chap come into a place of this kind, who
wasn’t going out again directly, and who hadn’t been arrested

on bills which he’d given a friend and for which he’d

received nothing whatsomever—npt a fraction.”

**Oh! it’s always the cry,” said Walker. ''I can’t see

the use on it
;
that ’s what makes me so wild. Why, I

should have a much better opinion of an individual, if he ’d

say at once in an honourable and gentlemanly manner as he ’d*

done everybody he possibly could.”

Ay, to be sure,” interposed the horse-dealer, with whose

notions of bargain and sale the axiom perfectly coincided,

so should I.”

The young gentleman, who had given rise to these obser-

vations, was on the point of offering a rather angry reply to

these sneers, but the rising of the young man before noticed,

and of the female who had been sitting by him, to leave the

room, interrupted the conversation. She had been weeping

bitterly, and the noxious atmosphere of the room acting upon
her excited feelings and delicate frame, rendered tlie support

of her companion necessary as they quitted it together.

There was an air of superiority about them both, and

something in their appearance so unusual in such a place,

that a resjxjctful silence was observed until the whirr—r—bang

of the spring door aimounced that they were out of hearing.

It was broken by the wife of the ex-fruiterer.

Poor creetur !
” said she, quenching a sigh in a rivulet of

gin-and-water. She ’s very young.”

She ’s a nice-looking ’ooman too,” added the horse’

dealer.

What’s he in for, Ikey?” inquired Walker, of an indi-

vidual who was spreading a cloth with numerous blotches of

mustard upon it, on one of the tables, and whom Mr. Gabriel

Parsons had no difficulty in recognising as the man who had
called upon liim in the morning,

Vy,” responded the factotum, ‘'it’s one of the mmmiest
rigs you ever heard on. He come in here last Vensday, which

by the by he’s a going over the water to-night—hows’ever

that ’8 neither here nor there. You see I’ve been a going

back’ards and for’ards about Ids business, and ha’ managed to

pick up some of his story from the servants and them ;
and so
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far as I can make it out, it seems to be summat to this here

effect

Cut it short, old fellow,** interrupted Walker, who knew
from former experience that he of the top-boots was neither

very concise nor intelligible in his narratives.

‘‘ Let me alone,’* replied Ikey, and I ’U ha* vound up, and

made my lucky in five seconds. This here young gen’lm’n’s

father so I’m told, mind ye—and the father o’ the young

voman, have always been on very bad, out-and-out, rig’lar

knock-me-down sort o’ terms
;
but somehow or another, when

he was a wisitin’ at some gentlefolk’s house, as he knowed at

college, he come into contract with the young lady. He seed

her several times, and then he up and said he ’d keep company
with her, if so be as she vos agreeable. Veil, she vos as

sweet upon him as he vos upon her, and so I s’pose they made
it aU right; for they got married ’bout six months arterwards,

unbeknown, mind ye, to the two fathers—^leastways so I ’m

told. When they heard on it—my eyes, there was such a

combustion ! Starvation vos the very least that vos to be done

to ’em. The young gen’lm’n’s father cut him off vith a bob,

’cos he’d cut himself off vith a wife; and the young lady’s

father he behaved even worser and more unnat’ral, for he not

only blow’d her up dreadful, and swore he ’d never see her

again, but he employed a chap as I knows—and as you
know's, Mr. Valker, a precious sight too well—to go about

and buy up the bills and them things on which the young
husband, thinking his governor ’ud come round agin, had
raised the vind just to blow himself on vith for a time

;
besides

vich, he made all the interest he could to set other people agin

him. Consequence vos, that he paid as long as he could
;
but

things he never expected to have to meet till he ’d had time

to turn himself round, come fast upon him, and ho vos

nabbed. He vos brought here, as I said afore, last Vensday,

and I think there’s about—ah, half-a-dozen detainers agin

him dowm stairs now. I have been,” added Ikey, in the

purfession these fifteen year, and I never met vith such
windictiveness afore !

”

“ Poor creeturs !
” exclaimed the coal-dealer’s wife once

more : again resoifing to the same excellent p3;escription for

nipping a sigh in the bud :
** Ah ! when they ’ve seen as

much trouble as I and my old man hero have, they *11 be as

comfortable imder it as we are.”
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“ The young lady ’s ^ pretty creature/' said Walter, ** only

she ’s a little too delicate for my taste—there ain't enough of

her. As to the young cove, he may be very respectable and

what not, but he 's too down in the mouth for me—he ain’t

game.”
** Game !

” exclaimed Ikey, who had been altering the

position of a green-handled knife and fork at least a dozen

times, in order that he might remain in the room under ihe

pretext of having something to do. He ’s game enough

ven there ’s an3d;hing to be fierce about
;
but who could be

game as you call it, Mr. Walker, with a pale young creetur

like that, hanging about him ?—It ’s enough to drive any

man’s heart into his boots to see ’em together—and no

mistake at all about it. I never shall forget her first cornin’

here
;
he wrote to her on the Thursday to come—I know he

did, ’cos I took the letter. Uncommon fidgety he was all

day to be sure, and in the evening he goes down into the

office, and he says to Jaeobs, says he, ' Sir, can I have the loan

of a private room for a few minutes this evening, without

incurring any additional expense—just to see my wif^ in ?
’

says he. Jacobs looked as much as to sny—'Strike me
bountiful if you ain’t one of the modest sort !

’ but as tlie

gen’lm’n who had been in the back parlour had just gone out,

and had paid for it for tir^t day, he says—worry grave

—

' Sir,’ says he, ' it ’s agin our rules to let private rooms to our

lodgers on gratis terms, but,’ says he, 'for a gentleman, I

don’t mind breaking through them for once.’ So tlien he
turns round to me, and says, ' Ikey, put two mould candles in

the back parlour, and charge ’em to this gen’lm’n’ s account,’

vich I did. VeU, by-and-by a hacknciy-coach comes up to the

door, and there, sure enough, was tlie young lady, wrapped
up in a hopera-cloak, as it might be, and all alone. I opened

the gate that night, so I went up when the coach come, and
he VOS a waitin’ at the parlour-door—and wasn’t he a trem*

bling, neither ? The poor creetur see him, and could hardly

walk to meet him. ' Oh, Harry !
’ she says, ' that it should

have come to this,* and all for my sake,’ says she, putting her

hand upon his shoulder. So he puts his arm round her

pretty little waist, and leading her gently a little way into the

room, so that he might be able to shut the door, he says so

kind and soffc-like
—

' Why, Kate,’ says he ”

"Here’s the gentleman you want,” said Ikey, abruptly
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breaking off in his story, and introducing Mr. Gabriel Parsons

to the crest-fallen Watkins Tottle, who at that moment entered

the room. Watkins advanced with a wooden expression of

passive endurance, and accepted the hand which Mr. Gabriel

Parsons held out.

I want to speak to you,*’ said Gabriel, with a look

strongly expressive of his dislike of the company.

This way,” replied the imprisoned one, leading the way
to the front drawing-room, where rich debtors did the

luxurious at the rate of a couple of guineas a day.

Well, here I am,” said Watkins, as he sat down on the

sofa; and placing the palms of his hands on his knees,

anxiously glanced at his friend’s countenance.

Yes; and here you’re likely to be,” said Gabriel, coolly,

as he rattled the money in his unmentionable pockets, and

looked out of the v indow.

“What’s the amount with the costs ?” inquired Parsons,

after an awkward pmise.

“ Sll. 3s. ICd.”

Have you any money ?
”

“ Nine and sixpence halfpenny.”

Mr. Gabriel Parsons w^alked up and down tlie room for a

few seconds, before he could make up his mind to disclose the

plan he had formed
;

he was accustomed to drive hard

bargains, but was always most suxious to conceal his avarice.

At length he stopped short, and said,
—“ Tottle, you owe me

fifty pounds.”
“ I do.”

“And ii’ora all T see, I infer that you are likely to owe it

to me.”
“ I fear I am.”
“ Though you h/ive oxory disposition to pay me if you

could?”
“ Certainty.”

“Then,” said Mr. Gabriel Parson.s, “listen; here’s my
proposition. Yfui know my way of old. Accept it—yes or

no—I will or I won’t. I ’ll pay the debt and costs, and I ’ll

lend you 1 0/. more (which, added to your annuity, will enable

you to carry on the war well) if yon’ 11 give me your note of

hand to pay me one hundred and fifty pounds within six
months after you are married to Miss Lillerton,”

“ My dear - -”
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** Stop a minute—on one condition
;
and tliat is^ that you

propose to Miss Lillerton at once.”
** At once ! My dear Parsons, consider.”
**

It for you to consider, not me. She knows you well

from reputation, though she did not know you personally until

lately. Notwithstanding all her maiden modesty, I think

she ^d be devilish glad to get married out of hand, with as

little delay as possible. My wife has sounded her on the

subject, and she has confessed.”

What— what?” eagerly interrupted the enamoured
Watkins.

‘‘ Why,” replied Parsons, to say exactly what she has

confessed, would be rather difficult, because they only spoke

in hints, and so forth
;
but my wife, who is no bad judge in

these cases, declared to me that what she had confessed was as

good as to say that she was not insensible of your merits—in

fact, that no other man should have her.”

Mr. Watkins Tottle rose hastily from his seat, and rang the

beU.
** What ’s that for ? ” inquired Parsons.

I want to send the man for the bill stamp,” replied Mr.

Watkins Tottle.

Then you Ve made up your mind ?
”

have,”—and they shook hands most cordially. The
note of hand was given—the debt and costs were paid—Ikey

was satisfied for his trouble, and the two friends soon found

themselves on that side of Mr. Solomon Jacobs’s establishment,

on which most of his visitors were very happy when the}’’

found themselves once again—to wit, the outside.

‘‘ Now,” said Mr. Gabriel Parsons, as they drove to Nor-

wood together— you shall have an opportunity to make the

disclosure to-night, and mind you speak out, Tottle.”

I will—I will !
” replied Watkins, valorously.

** How I should like to see you together,” ejaculated Mr.

Gabriel Parsons.—” What fun !
” and he laughed so long and

BO loudly, that he disconcerted Mr. Watkins Tottle, and
frightened the horse.

“ There ’s Fanny and your intended walking about on <he

lawn,” said Gabriel, as they approached the house— Mind
your eye, Tottle.”

‘‘ Never fear,” replied Watkins, resolutely, as he made his

way to the spot where the ladies were walking.
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“Here’s Mr. Tottle, my dear,” said Mrs. Parsons,

addressing Miss Lillerton, The lady turned quickly round,

and acknowledged his courteous salute with the same sort of

confusion that Watkins had noticed on their first interview,

but with something like a slight expression of disappointment

or carelessness.

“Hid you see how glad she was to see you?” whispered

Parsons to his friend.

“ Why I really thought she looked as if she would rather

have seen somebody else,” replied Tottle.

“Pooh, nonsense!” whispered Parsons again— “it’s

always the way with the women, young or old. They never

show how delighted they are to see those whose presence

malces their hearts beat. It ’s the way with the whole sex,

and no man should have lived to your time of life without

knowing it. Fanny confessed it to me, when we were first

married, over and over again—see what it is to have a

wife.”

“ Certainly,” whispered Tottle, whose courage was vanishing

fast.

“ WoU, now, you ’d better begin to pave the way,” said

Parsons, who, having invested some money in the speculation,

assumed the office of director.

“Yes, yes, I will—presently,” replied Tottle, greatly

flurried.

“ Say something to her, .man,” urged Parsons again.

“ Confound it
!
pay her a compliment, can’t you ?

”

“No 1 not till after dinner,” replied the bashful Tottle,

anxious to postpone the evil moment.
“Well, gentlemen,” said Mrs. Parsons, “you are really

very polite
j
you stay away the whole morning, after promising

to take us out, and when you do come home, you stand whis-

pering together and take no notice of us.”

“We were talking of the hmifiess, my dear, which detained

us this morning,^’ replied Parsons, looking Significantly at

Tottle.

“ Dear me ! how very quickly the morning has gone,” said

Miss Lillerton, referring to the gold watch, which was wound
up on state occasions, whether it required it or not.

“J think it has passed very slowly,” mildly suggested

Tottle.

(“ That ’s right— bravo ! ”) whispered Parsons.



MR. WATKINS TOTTLE. 437

Ii^deed ! said Miss Lillerton, with an air of majestic

surprise.

''I can only impute it to my unavoidable absence from

your society, madam,’’ said Watkins, ‘'and that of Mrs.

Parsons.”

During this short dialogue, the ladies had been leading

the way to the house.

“What the deuce did you stick Fanny into that last com-

pliment for?” inquired Parsons, as they followed together;

it quite spoilt the effect.”

“ Oh ! it really would have been too broad without,” replied

Watkins Tottle, “ much too broad !

”

“ He ’s mad !
” Parsons whispered his wife, as they entered

the drawing-room, “mad from modesty.”
“ Dear me !

” ejaculated the lady, “ I never heard of such

a thing.”
“ You ’ll find we have quite a family dinner, Mr. Tottle,”

said Mrs. Parsons, when they sat down to table :
“ Miss

Lillerton is one of us, and of course, we make no stranger of

you.”

Mr. Watkins Tottle expressed a hope that the Parsons

family never would make a stranger of him; and wished

internally that his baslifulness would allow him to feel a little

less like a stranger himself.

“Take off the covers, Martha,” said Mrs. Parsons, directing

the shifting of the scenery with great anxiety. The order

was obeyed, and a pair of boiled fowls, with tongue and et

ceteras, were displayed at the top, and a fillet of veal at the

bottom. On one side of the table two green sauce-tureens,

with ladles of the same, were setting to each other in a green

dish
;
and on the other was a curried rabbit, in a brown suit,

turned up with lemon.
“ Miss Lillerton, my dear,” said Mrs. Parsons, “ shall I

assist you ?
”

“ Thank you, no
;

I think I ’ll trouble Mr. Tottle.”

Watkins started— trembled—helped the rabbit— and
broke a tumbler. The countenance of the lady of the house,

which had been all smiles previously, underwent an awful

change.

“Extremely sorry,” stammered Watkins, ascisting himself

to Currie and parsley and butter, in the extremity of his

coniusion.
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<<Not the least consequence/’ replied Mrs. Parsons, in a

tone 'W’hich implied that it was of the greatest consequence

possible,—directing aside the researches of the boy, who was

groping under the table for the bits of broken glass.

I presume,” said Miss Lillerton, that Mr. Tottle is aware

of the interest which bachelors usually pay in such cases
;
a

dozen glasses for one is the lowest penalty.”

Mr. Gabriel Parsons gave his friend an admonitory tread on

the toe. Here was a clear hint that the sooner he ceased to

be a bachelor and emancipated himself from such penalties,

the better. Mr. Watkins Tottle viewed the observation in

the same light, and challenged Mrs. Parsons to take wine,

with a degree of presence of mind which, under all the cir-

cumstances, was really extraordinary.

Miss Lillerton,” said Gabriel, may I have the pleasure ?”

I shall be most happy.”

Tottle, will you assist Miss Lillerton, and pass the decanter.

Thanlc you.” (The usual pantomimic ceremony of nodding

and sipping gone through)

—

Tottle, were you ever in Suffolk ? ” inquired the master of

the house, who was burning to tell one of his seven stock

stories.

^*No,” responded Watkins, adding, by way of a saving

clause, ‘^but I ’ve been in Devonshire.”

Ah !
” replied Gabriel, it was in Suffolk that a rather

singular circumstance happened to me, many years ago. Did
you ever happen to hear me mention it ?

”

Mr. Watkins Tottle had happened to hear his friend mention
it some four hundred times. Of course he expressed great

curiosity, and evinced the utmost impatience to hear the story

again. Mr. Gabriel Parsons forthwith attempted to proceed,

in spite of the interruptions to which, as our readers must
frequently have observed, the master of the house is often

exposed in such cases. We will attempt to give them an idea

of our meaning.

When I was in Suffolk,” said Mr. Gabriel Parsons
‘‘ Take off the fowls first, Martha,” said Mrs. Parsons.

** I beg your pardon, my dear.”

‘‘When I was in Suffolk,” resumed Mr. Parsons, with an
impatient glance at his wife, who pretended not to observe it,

“ which is now some years ago, business led me to the town
of Bury St. Edmund’s. I had to stop at the principal places
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in my way, and therefore, for the sake of convenience, I

traveUed in a gig. I left Sudbury one dark night—it wa«
winter time—about nine o’clock

;
the rfidn poured in torrents,

the wind howled among the trees that skirted the road-side,

and I as obliged to proceed at a foot-pace, for I could hardly

see my hand before me, it was so dark ”

''John/* interrupted Mrs. Parsons, in a low, hollow voice,

' don’t spin that gravy.”

"Fanny,” said Parsons impatiently, "I wish you’d defer

these domestic reproofs to some more suitable time. Really,

ray dear, these constant interruptions are very annoying.”
" My dear, I didn’t interrupt you,” said Mrs. Parsons.

"But, my dear, you did interrupt me,” remonstrated Mr,
Parsons.

" How very absurd you are, my love ! 1 must give direc-

tions to the servants
;

I am quite sure that if I sat here and
idlowed John to spill the gravy over the new carpet, you ’d be
the first to find fault when you saw the stain to-morrow
morning.”

" Well,” continued Gabriel, wdth a resigned air, as if he
Icnew there was no getting over the point about the carpet.
" I was just saying, it was so dark that I could hardly see my
liand before me. The road was very lonely, and I assure you,

Tottle (this was a device to arrest the wandering attention of

that individual, which was distracted by a confidential com-
munication between Mrs. Parsons and Martha, accompanied
by the delivery of a large bimch of keys), I assure you, Tottle.

I became somehow impressed with a sense of tlie loneliness of

my situation ”

"Pie to your master,” interrupted Mrs. Parsons, again

directing the servant.

"Now, pray, my dear,” remonstrated Parsons once more,

very pettishly. Mrs. P. turned up her hands and eyebrows,

iind appealed in dumb show to Miss LiUerton. " As I turned

a corner of the road,” resumed Gabriel, "the horse stopped

short, and reared tremendously. I pulled up, jumped out,

ran to his head, and found a man lying on his back in the

middle of the road, with his eyes fixed on the sky. I thought

he was dead
;
but no, he was alive, and there appeared to be

nothing the matter with him. He jumped up, and putting

liis luind to his chest, and fixing upon me the most earnest

gaze you can imagine, exclaimed
”
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** Pudding here,” said Mrs. Parsons,

Oh ! it ’s no use,” exclaimed the host, now rendered

desperate. “Here, Tottle; a glass of wine. It’s useless to

attempt relating anything when Mrs. Parsons is present.”

This attack was received in the usual way. Mrs. Parsons

talked to Miss Lillerton and at her better half; expatiated on

the impatience of men generally; hinted that her husband

was peculiarly vicious in this respect, and wound up by

insinuating that she must be one of the best tempers that ever

existed, or she never could put up with it. Really what she

had to endure sometimes, was more than any one who saw

her in every-day life could by possibility suppose.—The story

was now a painful subject, and therefore Mr. Parsons declined

to enter into any details, and contented himself by stating that

the man was a maniac, who hud escaped from a neighbouring

mad-house.

The cloth was removed
;

tlie ladies soon afterwards retired,

and Miss Lillerton played the piano in the drawing-room

overhead, very loudly, for the edification of the visitor. Mr.

Watkins Tottle and Mr. Gabriel Parsons sat chatting comfort-

ably enough, until the conclusion of the second bottle, when
the latter, in proposing an adjournment to the drawing-room,

informed Watkins that he had concerted a plan with his wife,

for leaving him and Miss Lillerton alone, soon after tea.

“ I say,” said Tottle, as they went up stairs, “ don’t you

think it would be better if we put it off till—till—^to-

morrow ?
”

“ Don’t you think it would have been much better if I had
left you in that wretched hole I found you in this morning ?

”

retorted Parsons, blimtly.

“Well—well—I only made a suggestion,” said poor Watkins
Tottle, with a deep sigh.

Tea was soon concluded, and Miss Lillerton drawing a
small work-table on one side of the fire, and placing a little

wooden ffame upon it, something like a miniature day-mill
without the horse, was soon busily engaged in making a
watch-guard with brown silk.

“ God bless me !
” exclaimed Parsons, starting up with

weU-feigned surprise, “ I ’ve forgotten those confounded letters.

Tottle, I know you’ll excuse me.”
If Tottls had been a free agent, he would have allowed no

one to leave the room on any pretence, except himself. As it
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was, however, he was obliged to look cheerful when Parsons

quitted the apartment.

He had scarcely left, when Martha put. her head into the

room, with— '' Please, ma’am, you ’re wanted.*’

Mrs. Parsons left the room, shut the door carefully after

her, and Mr. Watkins Tottle was left alone with Miss

T^illerton.

For the first fiv'e minutes there was a dead silence.—Mr.

Watkins Tottle was thinking how he should begin, and Miss

Lillerton appeared to be thinking of nothing. The fire was
burning low; Mr. Watkins Tottle stirred it, and put some
coals on.

Hem !
” coughed Miss Lillerton

;
Mr. Watkins Tottle

thought the fair creature had spoken. I beg your pardon,”

said he.

<^EhP”
I thought you spoke.”

‘^No.”
a Ok! ”

“There are some books on the sofa, Mr. Tottle, if you
would like to look at them,” said Miss LiUerton, after the

lapse of another five minutes.

“No, thank you,” returned Watkins : and then he added,

with a courage which was perfectly astonishing, even to

himself, Madam, that is Miss Lillerton, I wish to speak
to you.”

“ To me !
” said Miss Lillerton, letting the silk drop from

her hands, and sliding her chair back a few paces.—“ Speak
—to me !

”

“ To you, madam—and on the subject of the state of your
affections.” The lady hastily rose, and would have left; the

room
; but Mr. Watkins Tottle gently detained her by the

hand, and holding it as far from him as the joint length of

their arms would permit, he thus proceeded : “ Pray do ^ot

misunderstand me, or suppose that I am led to address you.
after so short an acquaintance, by any feeling of my own
merits—for merits I have none which could give me a claim
to your hand. I hope you will acquit me of any presumption
when I explain that I have been acquainted thjwugh Mrs.
Parsons, with the state—that is, that Mrs. Parsons has told

me—at least, not Mrs. Parsons, but ” here Watkins
began to wander, but Miss Lillerton relieved him.
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Am I to imderstand, Mr, Tottie, that Mrs. Paraons has

acquainted you with my feelings—^my affection—I mean my
respect for an individual of the opposite sex f

“ She has.'^

“ Then, what?” inquired Miss Lillerton, averting her face,

with a girlish air, what could induce you to seek such an

interview as this ? What can your object be ? How can I

promote your happiness, Mr. Tottie ?
”

Here was the time for a flourish

—

** By allowing me,”

replied Watkins, falling bump on his knees, and breaking two

brace-buttons and a waistcoat-string, in the act— By allowing

me to be your slave, your servant—in short, by unreservedly

making me the confidant of your hearths feelings—may I say,

for the promotion of your own happiness—may I say, in

order that you may become the wife of a kind and affectionate

husband ?
”

Disinterested creature !
” exclaimed Miss Lillerton, hiding

her face in a white pocket-handkerchief with an eyelet-hole

border.

Mr. Watkins Tottie thought that if the lady knew all, she

might possibly alter her opinion on this last point. He raised

the tip of her middle finger ceremoniously to his lips, and got

off his knees as grticefully as he could. My information

was correct?” he tremulously inquired, when he was once

Uiore on liis feet.

It was.” Watkins elevated his hands and looked up to

the ornament in the centre of the ceiling, which had been

made for a lamp, by way of expressing his rapture.

Our situation, Mr. Tottie,” resumed the lady, glancing at

him through one of the eyelet-holes, ** is a most peculiar and
delicate one.”

" It is,” said Mr. Tottie.

Our acquaintance has been of so short duration,” said

Miss Lillerton.
** Only a week,” assented W^atkins, Tottie.
** Oh ! more than that,” exclaimed the lady, in a tone of

surprise.
** Indeed !

” said Tottie.

** More than a month—^more than two months I
” said Miss

Lillerton.
** Rather odd, this,” thought Watkins.
“ Oh !

” he said, recollecting Parsons’s assurance that sIjo
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had known him from report, '' I imderetand. But, my dear

madam, pray consider. The longer this acquaintance has

existed, the less reason is there for delay now. Why not at

once fix a period for gratifying the hopes of your devoted

admirer ?
’•

It has been represented to me again and again that this

is the course I ought to pursue,*’ replied Miss Lillerton, but
pardon my feelings of delicacy, Mr. Tottle—pray excuse this

embarrassment—I have peculiar ideas on such subjects, and I

am quite sure that I never could summon up fortitude enough
to name the day to my future husband.”

Then allow me to name it,” said Tottle eagerly.

I should like to fix it myself,” replied Miss Lillerton,

bashfully, ** but I cannot do so without at once resorting to a

third party.”
** A third party !

” thought Watkins Tottle
;

who the

deuce is that to be, I wonder !

”

** Mr. Tottle,” continued Miss Lillerton, you have made
me a most disinterested and kind offer—that offer I accept.

Will you at once be the bearer of a note from me to—to Mr.
Timson? ”

** Mr. Timson !
” said Watkins.

After what has passed between >us,” responded Miss

Lillerton, still averting her head, you must understand

whom I mean; Mr. Timson^ the—the—clergyman.”
** Mr. Timson, the clergyman !

” ejaculated Watkins Tottle,

in a state of inexpressible beatitude, and j)Ositive wonder at hip

own success. ‘‘ Angel ! Certainly—this moment !

”

‘‘ I *11 prepare it immediately,” said Miss LiUerton. making
for the door

;
the events of this day have flurried me so

much, Mr. Tottle, that I shall not leave my room again this

evening; I will send you the note by the servant.”

§tay—stay,” cried Watkins Tottle, still keeping a most

respectful distance from the lady; when shall we meet
again ? ”

Oh ! Mr. Tottle,” replied Miss Lillerton, coquettishly,
“ when we are married, I can never see you too often, nor thank

you too much
;

” and she left the room.
Mr. Wdtkins Tottle flung himself into an arm-chair, and

indulged in the most delicious reveries of future bliss, in

which the idea of Five hundred pounds per annum, with an

uncontrolled power of disposing of it by her last will and
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testament/^ was somehow or other ihe foremost. He ha^

gone through the interview so well, and it had terminated so

admirably, that he almost began to wish he had expressly

stipulated for the settlement of the annual five hundred on

himself.

May I come in ? ” said Mr. Gabriel Parsons, peeping in

at the door.

You may,” replied Watkins.

Well, have you done it ?” anxiously inquired Gabriel.

Have I done it!” said Watkins Tottle, ‘‘Hush—I’m
going to the clergyman.”

“ No !
” said Parsons. “ How well you have managed it !

”

“ Where does Timson live ? ” inquired Watkins.

“At liis uncle’s,” replied Gabriel, “just round the lane.

He ’s waiting for a living, and has been assisting his unclp

here for the last two or three months. But how well you have

done it—I didn’t think you could have carried it off so !

”

Mr. Watkins Tottle was proceeding to demonstrate that the

Richardsonian principle was the best on which love could

possibly be made, when he was interrupted by the entrance

of Martha, with a little pink note folded like a fancy cocked-

hat.

“ Miss Lillerton’s compliments,” said Martha, as she delivered

it into Tottle’ s hands, and vanished.
“ Do you observe the delicacy?” said Tottle, appealing to

Mr. Gabriel Parsons. “ Compliments not love, by the servant,

eh ?
”

Mr. Gabriel Parsons didn’t exactly know what reply to

make, so he poked the forefinger of his right hand between

the third and fourth ribs of Mr. Watkins Tottle.

“ Come,” said Watkins, when the explosion of mirth con-

sequent on this practical jest, had subsided, “we ’ll be off at

once—^^let ’s lose no time.”

“Capital!” echoed Gabriel Parsons; and in five minutes

they were at the garden-gate of the villa tenanted by the un
of Mr. Timson.

“ Is Mr. Charles Timson at home ?” inquired Mr. Watkins
Tottle of Mr. Charles Timson’s uncle’s man.

“Mr. Charles is at home,” replied the man stammering;
“ but he desired me to say he couldn’t be interrupted, sir, by
any of the parishioners.”

‘ I am not a parishioner,” replied Watkins
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Is Mr. Charles writing a sermon, Tom ? inquired

Parsons, thrusting himself forward.

No, Mr. Parsons, sir; he ^s not exactly writing a sermon,

but he is practising the violoncello in his own bedroom, and

gave strict orders not to be disturbed.^

^

Say I ’m here,” replied Gabriel, leading the way across the

garden; ^^Mr. Pzirsons and Mr. Tottle, on private and particular

business.”

They were shown into the parlour, and the servant departed

to deliver his message. The distant groaning of the violon-

cello ceased
;

footsteps were heard on the stairs
;

and Mr.
Timson presented himself, and shook hands with Parsons

with the utmost cordiality.

“How do you do, sir?” said Watkins Tottle, with great

solemnity.

“How do you do, sir?” replied Timson, with as much
coldness as if it were a matter of perfect indifference to him
how he did, as it very likely was.

“I beg to deliver this note to you,” said Watkins Tottle,

producing the cocked hat.

“ From Miss Lillerton !” said Timson, suddenly changing

colour. “ Pray sit down.”

Mr. Watkins Tottle sat down
;
and while Timson perused

the note, fixed his eyes on an oyster-s.iuce-coloured portrait of

the Archbishop of Canterbury, which hung over the fireplace.

Mr Timson rose from his seat when ho had concluded the

note, and looked dubiously at Parsons—“ May I ask,^^ he
inquired, appealing to Watkins Tottle, “ whetlier our friend

here is acquainted with the object of your visit?”

“Our friend is in confidence,” replied Watkins, with

considerable importance.

“Then, sir,” said Timson, seizing both Tottle’s hands,
‘

‘ allow me in his presence to thank you most unfeignedly and
cordially, for the noble part you have acted in this affair.”

“He thinks I recommended him,” thought Tottle. “Can-
found these fellows ! they never think of anything but their

fees.”

“I deeply regret having misunderstood your intentions, my
dear sir,” continued Timson. “ Disinterested and mmily,

indeed ! There are very few men who would have acted as

you have done.”

Mr. Watkins Tottle could not help thinking that his last
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remark was anytliing but complimentary. He therefore

inquired, rather hastily, When is it to be ?
”

On Thursday,” repHed Timson,—‘‘ on Thursday morning

at half-past eight.”

Uncommonly early,” observed Watkins Tottle, with an

air of triumphant self-denial. “ I shall hardly be able to get

down here by that hoTir.” (This was intended for a joke.)

Never mind, my dear fellow,” replied Timson, all suavity,

shaking hands with Tottle again most heartily, so long as

we see you to breakfast, you know ”

Eh !
” said Parsons, wdth one of the most extraordinary

expressions of countenance that ever appeared in a human

** What !
” ejaculated Watkins Tottle, at the same moment.

**
I say that so long as 'sve see you to breakfast,” repeated

Timson, we will excuse your being absent from the ceremony,

though of course your presence at it would give us the utmost

pleasure.”

Mr. Watkins Tottle staggered against the wall, and fixed

his eyes on Timson with appalling perseveiance.

Timson,” said Parsons, hurriedly brushing his hat with

his left arm, w^hen you say ^ us,’ whom do you mean ?
”

Mr. Timson looked foolish in his turn, 'vvhen he replied,

Why—Mrs. Timson that will be this day week : Miss

LiUerton that is
—

”

“ Now don’t stare at that idiot in the corner,” angrily

exclaimed Parsons, as the extraordinary convulsions of

Watkins Tottle’s countenance excited the wondering gaze of

Timson,— but have the goodness to teU me in three words
the contents of that note.”

This note,” replied Timson, ‘‘is from Miss LiUerton, to

whom I have been for the last five weeks regularly engaged^

Her singular scruples and strange feeling on some points have
hitherto prevented my bringing the engagement to that

teimination w^hich I so anxiously desire. She informs me
here, that she sounded Mrs. Parsons with the view of making
her her confidant and go-between, that Mrs. Parsons informed

tliis elderly gentleman, Mr. Tottle, of the circumstance^ and
that he, in the most kind and delicate terms, offered to assist

us in any way, and even undertook to convey this note, which
contains the promise I have long sought in vain- -an act of

kindness for which I can never be sufficiently grateful.”
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^'Good night, Timson,*^ said Parsons, hurrjing off, and

carrying the bewildered Tottle with liim.

** Won*t you stay—and have something?’* said Timson.
** No, thank ye,” replied Parsons

;
I Ve had quite

enough
;

and away he went, followed by Watkins Tottle in

a state of stupefaction.

Mr. Gabriel Parsons whistled until they had walked some
quarter of a mile past his own gate, when he suddenly stopped,

and said

—

You are a clever fellow, Tottle, ain’t you? ”

** I don’t know,” said the unfortunate Watkins.

I suppose you’ll say this is Fanny’s fault, won’t you?”
inquired Gabriel.

I don’t know an}d;hing about it,” replied the bewildered

Tottle.

Well,” said Parsons, turning on his lieel to go home,

‘^the next time you make an offer, you had better speak

plainly, and don’t throw a chance away. And the next time

you ’re locked up in a spunging-house, just wait there tiU I

come and take you out, there ’s a good fellow.”

How, or at what hoiu*, Mr. Watkins Tottle returned to

Cecil-street is imknown. His boots were seen outside his

bciroom-door next morning
;
but we have the authority of his

landlady for stating that he neither emerged therefrom nor
accepted sustenance for four-and-twenty hours. At the

expiration of that period, and when a council of war w’aa

being held in the kitchen on the propriety of summoning the

parochial beadle to break his door open, he rang his beU, and
demanded a cup of milk-and-water. The next morning he
went thi'ough tlie formalities of eating and drinking as usual,

but a week after^\a^ds, he was seized with a relapse, while

perusing the list of marriages in a morning paper, from wliicli

he never perfectly recovered.

A few weeks after the last-named occurrence, the body of a

gentleman unlmown, was foimd in the Regent’s canal. In
the trousers-pockets were four shillings and threepence half-

penny
; a matrimonial advertisement from a lady, which

appeared to have been cut out of a Sunday paper
;
a tooth-

pick, and a card-case, which it is confidently believed would
have led to the identification of the unfortunate gentleman,
but for the circumstance of there being none but blank
cards in it. Mr. Watkins Tottle absented himself from his
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lodgings shortly hefore. A bill, which has not been taken

up, was pre&ented next morning; and a biU, which has not

been taken down, was soon afterwards affixed in his parlour

window.

CHAPTER XI.

THB BLOOMSBURY CHRISTBNINO

[The Author may be permitted to observe that this sketch was published some

time befoi*e the Farce entitled “The Christening” was lii-st repi*esented.

Mr. Nicodemijs Dum.es, or, as his acquaintance called

him, ‘‘long Dumps,” was a bachelor, six feet high, and fifty

years old ;
cross, cadaverous, odd, and ill-natured. He was

never happy but when he was miserable
;
and always miser-

able when he had the best reason to be happy. The only real

oomfort of his existence was to make everybody about him
wretched—then he might be truly said to enjoy life. He was
afflicted with a situation in the Banlc worth five hundred a

year, and he rented a “ first-floor furnished,” at Pentonville,

which he originally took because it commanded, a dismal pro-

spect of an adjacent churchyard. He was familiar with the

face of every tombstone, and the burial service seemed to

excite bis strongest sympathy. His friends said he was surly

—he insisted he was nervous
;
they thought him a lucky dog,

but he protested that he was “ the most unfortunate man in

the world.” Cold as he was, and wretched as he declared

himself to be, he was not wholly unsusceptible of attachments.

He revered the memory of Hoyle, as he was himself ap
admirable and imperturbable whist-player, and he chuckled

with delight at a fretful and impatient adversary. He adored

King Herod for his massacre of the innocents and if he
hated one thing more than another, it was a child However,
he could hardly be said to hate anything in paiiicular, because

he disliked everything in general
;
but perhaps his greatest

antipathies were cabs, old women, doors that would not shut,

musical amateurs, and omnibus cads. He subscribed to the
“ Society for the Suppression of Vice,” for the pleasure of

lotting a stop to any harmless amusements
;

and ho con-
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tributed largely towards the support of two itinerant methodist

parsons, in the amiable hope that if circumstances rendered

any people happy in this world, they might perchance be

rendered miserable by fears for the next.

Mr. Dumps had a nephew who had been married about a

year, and who was somewhat of a favourite with his uncle,

because he was an admirable subject to exercise his misery-

creating powers upon, Mr. Charles Kitterbell was a small,

sharp, spare man, with a very large head, and a broad, good-

humoured countenance. He looked like a faded giant, witb

the head and face partially restored
;
and he had a cast in his

eye which rendered it quite impossible for any one with

whom he conversed to know where he was looking. Hi^ eyes

appeared fixed on the wall, and he was staring you out of

countenance
;

in short, there was no catching his eye, and

perhaps it is a merciful dispensation of Providence that such

eyes are not catching. In addition to these characteristics, it

may be added that Mr. Charles KitterbeU was one of the most

credulous and matter-of-fact little personages that ever took

to himself a ^vife, and /or himself a house in Great Russell-

street, Bedford-square. (Uncle Dumps always dropped the
“ Bedford-square,” and inserted in lieu thereof the ireadful

words Tottenham-court-road.”)
No, but uncle, ’pon my life you must—^you must promise

to be godfather,” said Mr. Kitterbell, as he sat in conversation

with his respected relative one morning.
**

I cannot, indeed I cannot,” returned Dumps.
“Well, hut why not? Jemima will think it very unkind.

It 's very little trouble.”
“ As to the trouble,” rejoined the moat unliappy man in

existence, “ I don’t mind that
;

but my nerves are in that

state—I cannot go through the ceremony. You know I don’t

like going out.—For God’s sake, Charles, don’t fidget with
that stool so

;
you ’ll drive ^me mad.” Mr. Kitterbell, quite

regardless of his uncle’s nerves, had occupied himself for

some ten minutes in describing a circle on the floor with one
leg of the office-stool on which he was seated, keeping the

other three up in the air, and holding fast on by the desk.
“ I beg your pardon, uncle,” said Kitterbell, quite abashed,

suddenly releasing his hold of the desk, and bringing the

three wandering legs back to the floor, with a* force sufficient

to drive them through it.

P
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"But come, don’t refuse. If it’s a boy, you know, we
must have two godfathers.”

it’s a boy!” said Dumps; "why can’t you say at

once whether it ts a boy or not ?
”

" I should be very happy to tell you, but it ’s impossible I

can undertake to say whether it ’s a girl or a boy, if the child

isn’t bom yet.”

"Not bom yet !
” echoed Dumps, with a gleam of hope

lighting up his lugubrious visage. " Oh, well, it may be a

girl, and then you won’t want me
;
or if it is a boy, it may

die -before it is christened.”

" I hope not,” said the father that expected to be, looking

very grave.
" I hope not,” acquiesced Dumps, evidently pleased with

the subject. He was beginning to get happy. " I hope not,

but distressing cases frequently occur during the first two or

three days of a child’s life
;

fits, I am told, are exceedingly

common, and alarming convulsions are almost matters of

course.”
" Lord, imcle,” ejaculated little Kitterbell, gasping for

breath.

" Yes
;
my landlady was confined—^let me see—last Tues-

day : an uncommonly fine boy. On the Thursday night

the nurse was sitting with him upon her knee before the

fire, and he was as well as possible. Suddenly he became
black in the face, and alarmingly spasmodic. . The medical

man was instantly sent for, and every remedy was tried,

but— ”

"How frightful!” interrupted the horror-stricken Kat-

terbell.

" The child died, of course. However, your child may-

not die
;
and if it should be a boy, and should live to be

christened, why I suppose I must be one of the sponsors.”

Dumps was evidently good-natured on the faith of his anticd-

pationa.

" Thank you, uncle,” said his agitated nephew, grasping

his hand as warmly as if he had done him some essenti^

service. " Perhaps I had better not tell Mrs. K. what you
have mentioned.”

" Why, if she ’s low spirited, perhaps you had -better not

mention the melancholy case to her,” returned Dumps, who
of course had invented the whole story

;
‘‘though perhaps it
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would be but doiug your duty as a husband to prepare her for

the worst”

A day or two afterwards, as Dumps was perusing a morning
paper at the chop-house which he regularly frequented, the

following peragraph met his eye :

—

“ Births.—On Saturday, the 18th inst., in Gfreat Eussell-street, the lady of

Charles Kitterbell, Esq., of a son.”

“ It is a boy! ” he exclaimed, dashing down the paper, to

the astonishment of the waiters. “ It is a boy !
” But he

speedily regained his composure as his eye rested on a para-

graph quoting the number of infant deaths from the bills of

mortality.

Six weeks passed away, and as no communication had been
received from the Kitterbells, Dumps was beginning to flatter

himself that the child was dead, when the following note

painfully resolved his doubts :

—

Great Russell street,

Monday morning,
** Deab Uncle,—You will bo delighted to hear that my

dear Jemima has left her room, and that your future godson
is getting on capitally. He was very thin at first, but he is

gettjig much larger, and nurse says he is filling out every
day. He cries a good deal, and is a very singular colour,

which made Jemima and me rather uncomfortable; but as

nurse says it ’s natural, and as of course wo know nothing
about these things yet, we are quite satisfied with what nurse

says. We think he will be a sharp child
;
and nurse says

she *8 sure he will, because he never goes to sleep. You will

readily believe that we are all very happy, only we Ve a little

worn out for want of rest, as he keeps us awake all night

;

but this we must expect, nurse says, for the first six or eight

months. He has been vaccinated, but in consequence of the

operation being rather awkwardly performed, some small

particles of glass were introduced into the arm with the

matter. Perhaps this may in some degree account for his

being rather fractious
;
at least, so nurse says. We proposs

to have him christened at twelve o’clock on Friday, at Saint

George’s church, in Hart-street, by the name of Frederick
Charles William. Pray don’t be later than a quarter before

twelve. We shall have a very few friends in the evening,
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wten of coTirse we shall see you. I am sorry to say that the

dear boy appears ratlier restless and uneasy to-day : the cause,

T fear, is fever

“Believe me, dear Uncle,
“ Yours affectionately,

‘^Charles Kitterbell.

“ P.S.—I open this note to say that we have just discovered

the cause of little Frederick’s restlessness. It is not fever, as

I apprehended, but a small pin, which nurse accidentally

stuck in his leg yesterday evening. We have taken it out,

and he appears more composed, though he still sobs a good

deal.”

It is almost unnecessary to say that the perusal of the above

interesting statement was no great relief to the mind of the

hypochondriacal Dumps. It was impossible to recede, how-
ever, and so he put the best face—that is to say, an imcom-
monly miserable one—upon the matter; and pui'chased a

handsome silver mug for the infant Kitterbell, upon which he

ordered the initials ‘‘F. C.W. K.” wdth the customary untrained

grape-vine-looking flourishes, and a large full stop, to be

engraved forthwith.

Monday was a fine day, Tuesday was delightful, Wednesday
was equal to either, and Thursday was finer than ever

;
four

successive fine days in London ! Hackney-coachmen became
revolutionary, and crossing-sweepers began to doubt the

existence of a First Cause. The Morning Herald informed its

readers that an old woman in Camden Town had been heard

to say that the fineness of the season was “ unprecedented in

the memory of tlie oldest iniiabitant
;
” and Islington clerks,

with large families and small salaries, left off their black

gaiters, disdained to cany their once green cotton umbrellas,

and walked to town in the conscious pride of white stockings

and cleanly brushed Bluchers. Dumps beheld all this with

an eye of supreme contempt—his triumph was at hand. He
Imew that if it had been fine for four weeks instead of four

days, it would rain when he went out
;
he was lugubriously

happy in the conviction that Friday would be a wretched day
—and so it was. I knew how it would be,” said Dumps, as

he turned round opposite the Mansion-house at half-past eleven

o’clock on the Friday morning. “ I knew how it would be ; 2 am
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concerned, and that 's enough ;

”—and certainly the appearance

of the day was sufficient to depress the spirits of a much more

buoyant-hearted individual than himself. It had rained,

without a moment’s cessation, since eight o’clock
;
everybody

that passed up Cheapside, and down Cheapside, looked wet,

cold, and dirty. All sorts of forgotten and long-concealed

umbrellas had been put into requisition. Cabs whisked about,

with the “ fare ” as carefully boxed up behind two glazed calico

curtains as any mysterious picture in any one of Mrs. Radcliffe's

castles ;
omnibus horses smoked like steam-engines

;
nobody

thought of ** standing up ” under doorways or arches
; they

were painfully convinced it was a hopeless case
;
and so every-

body went hastily along, jumbling and jostling, and swearing

and perspiring, and slipping about, like amateur skaters

behind wooden chairs on the Serpentine on a frosty Sunday.

Dumps paused
;
he could not think of walking, being rather

smart for the christening. If he took a cab he was sure to be

spdt, and a hackney coach was too expensive for his economical

ideas. An omnibus was waiting at the opposite comer—it

was a desperate case—^he had never heard of an omnibus
upsetting or running away, and if the cad did knock him
doTvm, he could pull him up ” in return.

“ Now, sir !
” cried the young gentleman who officiated as

“ cad ” to the “ Lads of the Village,” which was the name of

the machine just noticed. Dumps crossed.
“ This vay, sir !

” shouted the driver of the “ Hark-away,”
pulling up his vehicle immediately across the door of the

opposition—“This vay, sir—he’s fiill.” Dumps hesitated,

whereupon the “Lads of the Village” commenced pouring
out a torrent of abuse against the “Hark-away;” but the

conductor of the “Admiral Napier” settled the contest in a

most satisfactory manner for all parties, by seizing Dumps
round the waist, and thrusting him into the middle of his

vehicle which had just come up and only wanted the sixteenth

inside.

“AH right,” said the ‘‘Admiral,” and off the thing

thundered, like a fire-engine at foil gallop, with the kid-

napped customer inside, standing in the position of a half

doubled up bootjack, and falling about with every jerk of the

machine, first on the one side and then on the other Hke a

Jack-in-the-green ” on May-day, setting to the lady with a
brass ladle.
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“For Heaven’s sake, where am I to sit?** inquired the

miserable man of an old gentleman, into whose stomach he

had just fallen for the fourth time
“ \ny where but on my chest, sir,** replied the old gentle-

man in a surly tone.

“ Perhaps the bow would suit the gentleman better,** sug-

gested a very damp lawyer’s clerk, in a pink shirt, and a
smirking countenance.

After a great deal of struggling and falling about, Dumps
at last managed to squeeze himself into a seat, which in

addition to the slight disadvantage of being between a window
that would not shut, and a door that must be open, placed him
in close contact with a passenger w^ho had been walking about

all the morning without an umbrella, and who looked as if he

had spent the day in a full water-butt—only wetter.
** Don’t bang the door so,” said Dumps to the conductor, as

he shut it, after letting out four of the passengers
;

** 1 am
very nervous—it destroys me.”

** Did any gen’lm’n say anythink ? ” replied the cad,

thrusting in his head, and trying to look as if he didn’t under-

stand the request.

“ I told you not to bang the door so !
” repeated Dumps,

with an expression of countenance like the knave of clubs, in

convulsions.

“ Oh ! vy, it’s rather a sing’ler circumstance about tliis here

door, sir, that it von’t shut without banging,” replied the con-

ductor
;
and he opened the door very wide, and shut it again

with a terrific bang, in proof of the assertion.

I beg your pardon, sir,” said a little prim, wheezing old

gentleman, sittiug opposite Dumps, ” I beg your pardon
;
but

have you ever observed, when you have been in an omnibus
on a wet day, that four people out of five always come in with

large cotton umbrellas, without a handle at the top, or the brass

spike at the bottom ?
”

“ Why, sir,” returned Dumps, as he heard the clock strike

twelve, ” it never stmck me before; but now you mention it,

I—Hollo ! hollo !
” shouted the persecuted individual, as the

omnibus dashed past Drury-lane, where he had directed to be
set down.—“ Where is the cad? ”

1 think he’s on the box, sir,” said the young gentleman
before noticed in the pink shirt, which looked like a white

one ruled with red ink.
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I want to be set down ! said Dumps in a faint voice

overcome by his previous efforts.

“ I think these cads want to be set down” returned the

attorney s clerk, chuckling at his sally.

lioUo ! cried Dumps again.

HoUo !
” echoed the passengers. The omnibus passed St.

Giles’s church.
“ Hold hard !

” said the conductor
; "I’m blowed if wo

ha’n’t forgot the gen’lm’n as vas to be set down at Doory-

lane.—Now, sir, make haste, if you please,” he added, opening

the door, and assisting Dumps out with as much coolness as

if it was " all right.” Dumps’s indignation was for once

getting the better of his cynical equanimity. " Drury-lane !

”

lie gasped, with the voice of a boy in a cold bath for the first

time.

" Doory-lane, sir?—yes, sir,—third turning on the right-

hand side, sir.”

Dumps’s passion was paramount
; he clutched his umbrella,

and was striding off with the firm determination of not paying

the fare. The cad, by a remarkable coincidence, happened to

entertain a directly contrary opinion, and Heaven knows how
far the altercation would have proceeded, if it had not been

most ably and satisfactorily brought to a close by the driver.

" Hollo !
” said that respectable person, standing up on the

box, and leaning with one hand on the roof of the omnibus.
" HoUo, Tom ! tell the gentleman if so be as he feels

aggrieved, we will take him up to the Edge-er (Edgeware)

Road for nothing, and set him down at Doory-lane when Wje

comes back. He can’t reject that, anyhow.”

The argument was irresistible : Dumps paid the disputed

sixpence, and in a quarter of an hour was on the staircase of

No. 14, Great RusseU-street.

Every thing indicated that preparations were making for

the reception of " a few friends ” in the evening. Two dozen

extra tumblers, and four ditto wine-glasses—looking anything

but transparent, with little bits of straw in them—were

the slab in the passage, just arrived. There was a great

smell of nutmeg, port wine, and almonds, on the staircase

;

the covers were taken off the stair-carpet, and the figure of

Venus on the first landing looked as if she were ashamed of

the composition-candle in her right hand, which contrasted

beautifully with the lamp-blacked drapery of the goddess of
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love. The female servant (who looked very Yiarm and bust-

ling) ushered Dumps into a front drawing-room, very prettily

furnished, with a plentiful sprinkling of little baskets, paper

table-mats, china watchmen, pink and gold albums, and

rainbow-bound little books on the different tables.

Ah, uncle! ” said IMr. Kitterbell, “how d’ye do? Allow

me—Jemima, my dear—my uncle. I think, you’ve seen

Jemima before, sir ?
”

“ Have had the pleasure,” returned big Dumps, his tone

and look making it doubtful whether in his life he had ever

experienced the sensation.

“I’m sure,” said Mrs. Kitterbell, with a languid smile,

and a slight cough. “I’m sure—hem— any friend— of

Charles’s—hem—much less a relation, is
”

“I knew you’d say so, my love,” said little Kitterbell,

who, while he appeared to be gazing on the opposite houses,

was looking at his wife with a most affectionate air :
“ Bless

you !
” The last two words were accompanied with a simper,

and a squeeze of the hand, which stirred up aU Uncle

Dumps’s bUe.

“Jane, tell nurse to bring down baby,” said Mrs. Kitter-

bell, addressing the servant. Mrs. JCitterbell was a tall, thin

young lady, wdth very light hair, and a particularly white

face—one of those young women who almost invariably,though
one hardly knows why, recal to one’s mind the idea of a cold

ffUet of veal. Out went the servant, and in came the nurse,

with a remarkably small parcel in her arms, packed up in a

blue mantle trimmed with white fur.—This was the baby.
“ Now, uncle,” said Mr. Kitterbell, lifting up that part of

the mantle which covered the infant’s face, with an air of

great triumph, “ Who do you think he ’s like ?
”

“He! he! Yes, w^ho?” said Mrs. K., putting her arm
through her husband’s, and looking up into Dumps’s face

with an expression of as much interest as she was capable of

displaying.

“ Good God, how small he is !
” cried the amiable uncle,

starting back with well-feigned surprise ;
“ remarkably R-maB

indeed.”
“ Do you think so ? ” inquired poor little Kitterbell, rather

alarmed. “He’s a monster to what he was— ain’t he,

nurse ?
”

“ He ’s a dear ” said the nurse, squeezing the child, and
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evading the question—not because she scrupled to disguise

the fact, but because she couldn’t afford to throw away the

chance of Dumps’s half-crown.

Well, Imt who is ho like?” inquired little Kitterbell.

Dumps looked at the little pink heap before him, and only

thought at the moment of the best mode of mortifying the

youthful parents.

I really don’t know who he’s like,” he answered, very

well knowing, the reply expected of him.
‘‘ Don’t you think he ’s like me f inquired his nephew

with a knowing air.

Oh, decidedly not !
” returned Dumps, with an emphasis

not to be misunderstood. Decidedly not like you.—Oh,
certainly not.”

“ Like Jemima ? ” asked Batterhell, faintly.

” Oh dear, no
;
not in the least. I ’m no judge, of course,

in such cases
;
but I really think he ’e more like one of those

little carved representations that one sometimes sees blowing
a trumpet on a tombstone !

” The nurse stooped down over

the child, and with great difficulty prevented an explosion of

mirth. Pa and ma looked almost a6 miserable as their

amiable uncle.
^ Well!” said the disappointed little father, you ’ll be

better able to tell what he ’s like by-and-by. You shall see

him this evening with his mantle off.”

” Thank you,” said Dumps, feeling particularly grateful.

“Now, my love,” said Kitterbell to his w’ife, “it’s time
we were off. We ’re to meet the other godfather, and the

godmother at the church, uncle,—^Mr. and Mrs. Wilson from
over the way—uncommonly nice people. My love, are you
well wrapped up ?

”

“Yes, dear.”
“ Are you sure you won’t have another shawl ? ” inquired

the anxious husband.
“No, sweet,” returned the charming mother, accepting

Dumps’s proffered arm
;
and the little party entere«i the

hackney coach that was to take them to the church
;
Duiiips

amusing Mrs. Kitterbell by expatiating largely on the danger
of measles, thrush, teeth-cutting, and other interesting diseases

to which children are subject.

The ceremony (which occupied about five minutes) passed

off without anything particular occurring. The clergyman



458 SKETCHES BY BOZ.

had to dine some distance from town, an'd had two chnrchings.

three christenings, and a funeral to perform in something less

than an hour. The godfathers and godmother, therefore,

promised to renounce the devil and all his works—“ and all

that sort of tiling ”—as little Kitterbell said—“ in less than

no time
;

” and, with the exception of Dumps nearly letting

the child fall into the Idiit when he handed it to the clergy-

man, the whole afiair went off in the usual business-like and

matter-of-coiuse manner, and Dumps re-entered the Bank-

gates [it two f)’ clock with a heavy heart, and the pairt.t‘uJ

conviction that lie was regularly booked lor an evening party.

Evening came—and so did Dumps’s pumps, black silk

stockings, and white cravat which he had ordered to be for-

warded, per boy, from Pentonville. The depressed godfathei

dressed himself* at a fi'icnd’s counting-house, from whence,

with his spirits fifty degrees below proof, he sallied forth—as

the weather had cleared up, and the evening was tolerably

fine—to walk to Great RusscU-street. Slowly ho paced up

Cheapside, Newgate-street, down Snow-hill, and np Holborn

ditto, looking as grim as the figure head of a man-of-war, and

finding out fresh causes of misery at every step. As he was
crossing the corner of Ilatton-garden, a man apparently in-

toxicated, rushed against him, and would have knocked him
down, had he not been providentially caught by a very genteel

young man, who hapiiened to be close to him at the time.

The shock so disarranged Dumps’s nerves, as weU as his

dress, tii[it lie could hardly stand. The gentleman took his

arm, and in the kindest manner walked with him as far as

Fiu'nival’s Inn. Dumps, for about the first time in his life,

folt grateful and polite
;
and he and the gentlemanly-looking

young man parted with mutual expressions of good will.

There are at least some well-disposed men in the world,”

ruminated the misanthropical Dumps, as he proceeded towards

his destination.

Rat—tat—ta-ra-ra-ra-ra-rat—knocked a hackney-coachman

at Kitterbcll’s door, in imitation of a gentleman’s servant, just

as Dumps reached it
;
and out came an old lady in a large

toque, and an old gentlcmiin in a blue coat, and three female

copies of the old lady in pink dresses, and shoes to match.

It’s a large party,” sighed the unhappy godfather, wiping

the perspiration from his forehead, and leaning against the

area-railings. It was some time before the miserable man
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conld muster up courage to knock at the door, and when he

did, the smart appearance of a neighbouring greengrocer

(who had been hired to wait for seven and sixpence, and

whose calvec? alone were worth double the money), the lamp

in the passage, and the Venus on the landing, added to the

hum of many voices, and the sound of a harp and two vioUns,

painfully convinced him that his surmises were but too well

founded.
** How are you ? ” said little Kittorbell, in a gi-eater bustle

than ever, bolting out of the little back parlour with a cork-

screw in his hand, and various particles of sawdust, looking

like so many inverted commas, on his inexpressibles.

Good God !
” said Dumps, turning into the aforesaid

parlour to put his shoes on which he had brought in his coat-

pocket, and still more appalled by the sight of seven fresh-

drawn corks, and a corresponding number of decanters.

HoW many people are there up-stairs ?
’*

** Oh, not above thirty-five. We ’ve had the carpet taken

up in the back drawing-room, and the piano and the card-

tables are in the front. Jemima thought we ’d better have

a regular sit-down supper in the front parlour, because of the

speechifying, and all that. But, Lord ! uncle, w^hat ’s the

matter?” continued the excited little man, as Dumps stood

with one shoe on, rummaging his pockets with the most

frightful distortion of visage. What have you lost? Your
pocket-book ?

”

No,” returned Dumps, diving first into one pocket and

then into the other, and speaking in a voice like Desdemona
with the pillow over her mouth.

“ Your card-case ? snuff-box ? the key of your lodgings ?
”

continued Kitterbell, pouring question on question with the

rapidity of lightning.
” No ! no I

” ejaculated Dumps, still diving eagerly into his

empty pocket.
” Not—not—the mug you spoke of this morning?

”

” Yes, the mug /
” replied Dumps, sinking into a chair.

“How could you have done it?” inquired Kitterbell.

“ Are you sure you brought it out ?
”

“ Yes
! yes ! I see it all ” said Dumps, starting up as the

idea flashed across his mind; “miserable dog that I am

—

I

was bom to suffer. I see it all; it was the gentlemanly-look-

ing young man !

”
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** Mr. Dumps ! shouted the greengrocer in a stentorian

voice, as he ushered the somewhat recovered godfather into

the drawing-room hiilf an hour after the above declaration.

Mr. Dumps !
”—everybody looked at the door, and in came

Dumps, feeling about as much out of place as a salmon might

be supposed to be on a gravel-walk.
“ Happy to see you again,” said Mrs. Kitterbell, quite un-

conscious of the unfortunate man’s confusion and misery;

“ you must allow me to introduce you to a few of our friends:

—my mamma, Mr. Dumps—my papa and sisters.” Dumps
seked the hand of the mother as warmly as if she was his

own parent, bowed to the young ladies, and against a gentle-

nran behind him, and took no notice whatever of the father,

who had been bowing incessantly for tluce minutes and a

quarter.

“ Uncle,” said little KitterbeU, after Dumps had been intro-

duced to a select dozen or two, “ you must let me lead you

to the other end of the room, to introduce you to my Mend
Danton. Such a splendid feUow !—I ’m sure you ’ll like him

)—this way,”—Dumps followed as tractably as a tame bear.

Mr. Danton was a young man of about five-and-twenty,

with a considerable stock of impudence, and a very smaD
share of ideas : he was a great favourite, especially with

young ladies of from sixteen to twenty-six years of age, both

inclusive. He could imitate the French-horn to admiration,

sang comic songs most inimitably, and had the most in-

sinuating way of saying impertinent nothings to his doting

female admirers. He had acquired, somehow or other, the

reputation of being a great wit, and accordingly, whenever he

opened his mouth, eveiykody who knew him laughed very

heartily.

The introduction took place in due form. Mr. Danton
bowed, and twirled a lady’s handkerchief, which he held in

his hand, in a most comic way. Everybody smiled.

“ Very warm,” said Dumps, feeling it necessary to say

something.

“Yes. It was warmer yesterday,” returned the brilliant

Mr. Danton.—A general laugh.
“ I have great pleasure in congratulating you on your first

appearance in the character of a father, sir,” he continued,

addressing Dumps—“godfather, I mean.”—The young ladies

were conviilsed, and the gentlemen in ecstacies.
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A general hum cf admiration interrupted the conyersation,

and announced the entrance of nurse with the baby. An
universal rush of the young ladies immediately took place.

(Girls are always so fond of babies in company.)
** Oh, you dear ! said one.

How sweet !
” cried another, in a low tone of the most

enthusiastic admiration.

Heavenly I
” added a third.

Oh ! what dear little arms ! said a fourth, holding up
an arm and fist about the size and shape of the leg of a fowl

cleanly picked.

“Did you ever!’*— said a little coquette with a large

bustle, who looked like a French lithograph, appealing to a

gentleman in three waistcoats—“ Did you ever !

”

“ Never, in my life,” returned her admirer, pulling up his

collar.

“ Oh ! do let me take it, nurse,” cried another young lady.
“ The love !

”

Can it open its eyes, nurse ? ** inquired another, affecting

the utmost innocence.—Suffice it to say, that the single ladies

unanimously voted him an angel, and that the married ones.

neta, con., agreed that he was decidedly the finest baby they
had ever beheld—except their own.

Ihe quadrilles were resumed with great spirit. Mr. Danton
was universally admitted to be beyond himself, several young
ladies enchanted the company and gained admirers by singing

“We met”

—

“I saw her at the Fancy Fair ”—and other

equally sentimental and interesting ballads. “ The young
men,” as Mrs. Kitterbell said, “ made themselves very agree-

able
;
” the girls did not lose their opportunity

;
and the even-

ing promised to go off excellently. Dumps didn’t mind it

;

he had devised a plan for himself—a little bit of fun in his

own way— and he was almost happy ! He played a rubber
and lost every point. Mr. Danton said he could not have lost

every point, because he made a point of losing : everybody
laughed tremendously. Dumps retorted with a better joke,

and nobody smiled, with the exception of the host, .who
seemed to consider it his duty to laugh till he was black in

the face, at ever3rthing. There was only one drawback—the

musicians did not play with quite as much spirit as could
have been wished. The cause, however, was satisfactority

explained
j

for it appeared, on the testimony of a gentleman
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who had come up from Gravesend in the afternoon, that they

had been engaged on board a steamer all day, and had played

almost without cessation all the way to Gravesend, and all

the way back again.

The “sit-down supper” was excellent; there were four

barley-sugar temples on the table, which would have looked

beautiful if they had not melted away when the supper began

;

and a water-mill, whose only fault was that instead of going

round it ran over the table-cloth. Then there were fowls,

and tongue, and trifle, and sweets, and lobster salad, and

potted beef—and every thing. And little Kitterbell kept

calling out for clean plates, and the clean plates did not

come
;
and then the gentlemen who wanted the plates said

they didn’t mind, they ’d take a lady’s
;

and then Mrs.

Kitterbell applauded their gallantry, and the greengrocer ran

about till he thought his seven and sixpence was very hardly

earned; and the young ladies didn’t eat much for fear it

shouldn’t look romantic, and the married ladies eat as much
as possible, for feai' they shouldn’t have enough ; and a great

deal of wine was drunk, and everybody talked and laughed

considerably.

“Hush! hush!” said Mr. Kitterbell, rising and looking

very important. “ My love (this was addressed to his wife at

the other end of the table), take care of Mrs. Maxwell, and

your mamma and the rest of the married ladies
;
the gentle-

men will persuade the young ladies to fill their glasses, I am
sure.”

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” said long Dumps, in a very

sepulchral voice and rueful accent, rising from his chair like

the ghost in Don Juan, “ will you have the kindness to charge

youi' glasses ? I am desirous of proposing a toast.”

A dead silence ensued, and the glasses were filled

—

everybody looked serious.

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” slowly continued the ominous

Dumps, “ I
”—(here Mr. Danton imitated two notes from the

French-hom, in a very loud key, which electrified’ the nervous

toast-proposer, and convidsed his audience).

“ Order ! order !
” said little Kitterbell, endeavouring to

suppress his laughter.

“ Order !
” said the gentlemen.

“ Danton, be quiet,” said a particular friend on the opposite

side of the table.
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“Ladies and gentlemen,” resumed' Dumps, somewhat

recovered, and not much disconcerted, for he was always a

pretty good hand at a speech—“ In accordance with what is,

I believe, the established usage on these occasions, I, as one

of the godfathers of Master Frederick Charles William

KitterbeU—(here the speaker’s voice faltered, for he remem-

bered the mug)—^venture to rise to propose a toast* I need

hardly say that it is the health and prosperity of that young

gentleman, the pa^'ticular event of whose early life we are

here met to celebrate—(applause). Ladies and gentlemen, it

is impossible to suppose that our friends here, whose sincere

well-wishers we aU are, can pass through life without some

trials, considerable suffering, severe affliction, and heavy

losses !
”—Here the arch traitor paused, and slowly drew forth

a long, white pocket-handkerchief—his example was followed

by several ladies. “That these trials may be long sp'ared

them is my most earnest prayer, my most fervent wish (a dis-

tinct sob from the grandmother). I hope and trust, ladies

and gentlemen, that the infant whose christening we have

this evening met to celebrate, may not be removed from the

arms of his parents by premature decay (several cambrics

were in requisition); that his young and now apparently

healthy form, may not be wasted by lingering disease.

(Here Dumps cast a sardonic glance around, for a great sen-

sation was manifest among the married ladies.) You, I am
sure, will concur with me in wishing, that he may live to be a

comfort and a blessing to his parents. (* Hear, hear !
’ and

an audible sob from Mr. KitterbeU.) But should he not be
what we could wish— should he forget in after times the duty

which he owes to them—should they unhappily experience

that distracting truth, ‘ how sharper than a serpent’s tooth it

is to have a thankless child.’ ”—Here Mrs. KitterbeU, with
her handkerchief to her eyes, and accompanied by several

ladies, rushed from the room, and went into violent hysterics

in the passage, leaving her better half in almost as bad .a con-

dition, and a general impression in Dumps’s favour; for

people-like sentiment, after aU,

It need hardly be added, that this occurfence quite put a
stop to the harmony of the evening. Vinegar, hartshorn, and
cold water, were now as much in request as negus, rout-cakes,

and bon-bons had been a short time before. Mrs. KitterbeU
was immediately conveyed to her apartment, the musioiaiia
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were silenced, flirting ceased, and the company dowly

departed. Dumps left the house at the commencement of the

bustle, and walked home with a Hght step, and (for him) a

cheerful heart. His landlady who slept in the next room,

has offered to make oath that she heard him laugh, in his

peculiar manner, after he had locked his door. The assertion,

however, is so improbable, and bears on the face of it such

strong evidence of untruth, that it has never obtained credence

to this hour.

The family of Mr. Kitterbell has considerably increased

since the period to which we have referred
;
he has now two

sons and a daughter
;
and as he expects, at no distant period,

to have another addition to his blooming progeny, he is

anxious to secure an eligible godfather for the occasion. He
is determined, however, to impose upon him two conditions.

He must bind himself, by a solemn obligation, not to make
any speech after supper, and it is indispensable that he

should be in no way connected with “ the most miserable man
in the world.**

CHAPTER XII.

THE drunkard’s DEATH.

We will be bold to say, that there is scarcely a man in the

constant habit of walking, day after day, through any of the

crowded thoroughfares of London, who cannot recollect among
the people whom he ** knows by sight,” to use a familiar

phrase, some being of abject and wretched appearance whom
he remembers to have seen in a very different condition, whom
he has observed sinking lower and lower, by almost imper-

ceptible degrees, and the shabbiness and utter destitution of

whoso appearance, at last, strike forcibly and painfully upon
him, as he passes by. Is there any man who has mixed
much with society, or whose avocations have caused him to

mingle, at one time or other, with a great number of people,

who cannot call to mind the time when some shabby, miser-

able wretch, in rag^ and filth, who shuffles past him now in

all the squalor of disease and poverty, was a respectable

tradesmw or a clerki or a man following some thriving
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pursuit, with good prospects, and decent means ?—or cannot

any of our readers call to mind from among the list of their

quondam acquaintance, some fallen and degraded man, who
lingers about the pavement in hungry misery—from whom
every ono turns coldly away, and who preserves himself from

sheer starvation, nobody knows how ? Alas ! such ca.ses are

of too frequent occurrence to bo rare items in any man’s

experience
;
and but too often aidso from ono cause—drunken-

ness—that fierce rage for the slow, sure poison, that oversteps

every other consideration
,

that casts aside wife, cliildren,

friends, happiness, and station
;
and hurries its victims madly

on to degradation and death.

Some of these men have been impelled, by misfortune and
misery, to the vice that has degradeni them. The ruin of

worldly expectations, the death of those they loved, the sorrow

that slowly consumes, but will not break the heart, has driven

them wild; and they present the hideous spectacle of mad-
men, slowly dying by their own hands. But by far tlie

greater part have wilfully, and with open eyes, plunged into

the gulf from which the man who once enters it never rises

more, but into which he sinks deeper and deeper down, until

recovery is hopeless.

»Such a man as this once stood by the bed- aide of his dying
wife, while his children knelt around, and mingled low bursts

of grief with their innocent prayers. The room was scantily

and meanly furnished
;
and it needed but a glance at the pale

form from which the light of life was fast passing away, to

know that grief, and want, and anxious care, had been busy
at the heart for many a weary year. An elderly female, with
her face bathed in tears, was supporting the head of the dying

woman—her daughter—on her arm. But it was not towards

her that the wan face turned
;

it was not her hand that

tiro cold and trembling fingers clasped
;

they pressed the

husband’s arm
;
the eyes so soon to be closed in death rested

on his face, and the man shook .beneath their gaze. His dress

was slovenly and disordered, his face inflamed, his eyes blood-

shot and heavy. He had been summoned from some wild

debauch to the bed of sorrow and death.

A shaded lamp by the bed-side cast a dim light on the

figures around, and left the remainder of the room in thick,

deep shadow. The silence of night prevailed without the

aouse. and the stillness of death was in the chamber. A
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watch huDg over the mantel-shelf; its low ticking was the

only sound that broke the profound quiet, but it was a solemn

one, for well they knew who heard it, that before it had

recorded the passing of another hour, it would beat the knell

of a departed spirit.

It is a dreadful thing to wait and watch for the approach of

deatli
;

to know that hope is gone, and recovery impossible

;

and to sit and count the dreary liours through long, long,

nights—such niglils as only watchers by the bed of sickness

laiow. It chills the blood to hoar the dearest secrets of the

heart—the pent-up, hidden secrets of many years—poured

forth }>y the unconscious helpless being before you
;
and to

think how little the reserve and cunning of a whole life will

avail, when fever and delirium tear off the mask at last.

Strange tales have been told in the w^anderings of dying men
,

tales so full of guilt and crime, that those who stood by the

sick person’s couch have fled in horror and affright, lest they

should be scared to madness by what they heard and saw

;

and many a wretch has died alone, raving of deeds the very

name of which has driven the boldest man away.

But no such ravings were to be lieard at the bed-side by

which the children knelt. Their half-stifled sobs and moan-

ings alone broke tlie silence of the lonely chamber. And
when at last the raotlier’s grasp relaxed, and, turning one

look from the children to their father, she vainly strove to

speak, and fell backward on the pillow, all was so calm and
tranquil that she seemed to sink to sleep. They leant over

her; they called upon her name, softly at first, and then

in the loud and piercing tones of desperation. But there was
no reply. They listened for her brcatli, but no sound came.

They felt for the palpitation of the heart, but no faint throb

responded to the touch. That heart was broken, and she was
dead

!

The husband sunk into a chair by the bed-side, and clasped

his hands upon his burning forehead. Ho gazed from child

to child, but when a weeping eye met his, he quailed beneath
its look. No word of comfort w^as whispered in his ear, no
look of kindness lighted on his face. All shrunk from and
avoided him

;
and when at last he staggered from the room,

no one sought to follow or console the widower.

The time had been when many a friend would have crowded
mund him in his aflBction, and many a heartfelt condolence
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would have met him in his grief. Where were they now ?

One by one, friends, relations, the commonest acquaintance

even, had fallen off from and deserted the drunkard. His

wife alone had clung to him in good and evil, in sickness and

poverty
;
and how had he rewarded her ? He had reeled

from the tavern to her bed-side, in time to see her die.

He rushed from the house, and walked swiftly through the

streets. Remorse, fear, shame, all crowded on liis mind.

Stupified with drink, and bewildered with the scene he liad

just witnessed, he re-entered the tavern he had quitted shortly

before. Glass succeeded glass. His blood mounted, and liis

brain whirled round. Death I Every one must die, and why
not she. She was too good for him

;
her relations had often

told liim so. Curses on them ! Had they not deserted her,

and left her to wliine away the time at home ? Well—she

was dead, and liappy perhaps. It was better as it was.

Another glass—one more ! Hurrah ! It was a merry life

while it lasted
;
and he would make the most of it.

Time went on
;
the three children who w^ere left to him,

grew up, and w^ere children no longer. The father remained
the same—poorer, shabbier, and more dissolute-looking, but

the same confirmed and irreclaimable drunkard. The boys

had, long ago, run wild in the streets, and left him
;
the girl

alone remained, but she wwked hard, and w'ords or blows

could always prociu'e him something for tlie tavern. So he

w^ent on in the old course, and a merry life he led.

One night, as early as ten o’clock—for the girl had been

sick for many days, and there was, consequently, little to

spend at the public-house—he bent his steps homewards,

bethinking himself that if he would have her able to earn

money, it would be as well to apj)Iy to the parish surgeon, or,

at all events, to take the trouble of inquiring w^hat ailed her,

which lie had not yet thought it worth while to do. It was
a w^et December night

;
the wind blew piercing cold, and the

rain poured heavily down. He begged a few halfpence from
a passer-by, and having bought a small loaf (for it w^as his

interest to keep the girl alive, if he could), he shuffled

onwards as fast as the wind and rain would let him.

At the back of Fleet-street, and lying between it and the

water-side, are several mean and narrow^ courts, w hich form a

portion of Whitefriars
;
it was to one of these that he directed

ids steps.
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The alley into which he turned, might, for filth and misery,

have competed with the darlust corner of this ancient

sanctuary in its dirtiest and most lawless time. The houses,

varying from two stories in height to four, were stained with

every indescribable hue that long exposure to the weather,

damp, and rottenness can impart to tenements composed

originally of the roughest and coai’sest materials. The

windows were patched with paper, and stuffed with the foulest

rags
j
the doors were falling from their hinges

;
poles witli

lines on which to dry clothes, projected from every casement,

and sounds of quarrelling or drunkenness issued from every

room.

The solitary oil lamp in the centre of tlie court had been

blown out, either by the violence of the wind or the act of

some inhabitant who had excellent reasons for objecting to

his residence being rendered too conspicuous
;
and the only

light which fell upon tho broken and uneven pavement, was
derived from the miserable candles that here and there twin*

kled in the rooms of such of the more fortunate residents as

could ailbrd to indulge in so expensive a luxury. A gutter

ran dowm the centre of the alley—all the sluggish odours of

which had been called forth by the rain
;
and as the wind

whistled through the old houses, the doors and shutters

creaked upon their hinges, and the windows shook in their

frames, with a violonco which every moment seemed to

threaten the destruction of the whole place.

The man whom we have followed into this den, walked on
in tho darkness, sometimes stumbling into the main gutter,

and at others into some branch repositories of garbage which
had been foniied by tho rain, until he reached the last house

in the court. The door, or rather what was left of it, stood

ajar, for the convenience of the numerous lodgers
;
and he

proceeded to grope his way up the old and broken stair, to

the attic story.

He was within a step or two of his room door, when it

opened, and a girl, whose miserable and emaciated appearance

was only to be equalled by that of the candle which she

shaded with her hand, peeped anxiously out.

Is that you, father ? said the girl.

Who else should it be?’* replied the man gruffly. What
are you trembling at? It’s little enough that I ’ve had to

diink to-day, for there’ sno drink without money, and no
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money without work. What the devil ’s the matter with

the girl ?

I am not well, father—^not at all well,** said the gii'l,

bursting into tears.

‘‘ Ah !
** replied the man, in the tone of a person who ia

compelled to admit a very unpleasant fact, to which he would

rather remain blind, if he could. ** You must get better

somehow, for we must have money. You must go to the

parish doctor, and make him give you some medicine. They *re

paid for it, damn*em. What are you standing before the

door for ? Let me come in, can’t you ?
’*

Father,** whispered the girl, shutting the door behind her,

and placing herself before it, “ WiUiam has come back.**

“ Who !
” said the man with a start.

“ Hush,” replied the girl, “ WiUiam
;
brother William.

“And what does he want? ’* said the man, with an effort

at composure—“money? meat? drink? He’s come to the

wrong shop for that, if he does. Give me the candle—give

me the cancUe, fool—I ain’t going to hurt him.** He snatched

the candle from her hand, and walked into the room.

Sitting on an old box, with his head resting on liis hand,

and his eyes fixed on a wretched cinder fire that was smould-

ering on the hearth, was a young man of about two-and-

twenty, miserably clad in an old coarse jacket and trousers.

He started up when his father entered.

“ Fasten the door, Mary,” said the young man hastUy

—

“ Fasten the door. You look as if you didn’t know me,

father. It ’s long enough, since you drove me from home

;

you may weU forget me.”

“And what do you want here, now?” said the father,

seating himself on a stool, on the other side of the fireplace

“ What do you want here, now ?
”

“ Shelter,” replied the son, “ I *m in trouble; that’s enough.

If I *m caught I shall swing
;
that 's certain. Caught I shall

be, unless I stop here
;
that ’s as certain. And there *s an

end of it.”

“You mean to say, you’ve been robbing, or murdering,

then ? ” said the father.

“Yes I do,” replied the son. “ Does it surprise you
father ? ” He looked steadily in the man’s face, but he with

drew his eyes, and bent them on the ground.
“ Where ’s your brothers ?

** he said, after a long pause.
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** Where they *11 never trouble you,” replied his son

:

John *s gone to America, and Henry *s dead.”
‘‘ Dead !

** said the father, with a shudder, which even Be

could not repress.

‘‘Dead,” replied the young man. “He died in ihy arms

—shot like a dog, by a gamekeeper. He staggered back, I

caught him, and his blood trickled down my hands. It

poured out from his side like water. He was weak, and it

blinded him, but he threw himself down on his knees, on the

grass, and prayed to God, that if his mother was in heaven,

He would hear her prayers for pardon for her youngest son.

‘ I was her favourite boy, WiU,’ he said, ‘ and I am glad to

tliink, now, that when she was dying, though I was a very

young child then, and my little heart was almost bursting, I

knelt do\vn at the foot of the bed, and thanked God for

having made me so fond of her as to have never once done

anything to bring the tears into her eyes. O Will, why was
hhe taken away, and father left !

* There *8 his dying words,

father,” said the young man ;
“ make tlie best you can of *em.

You struck him across the face, in a drimken fit, the morning

we ran away
;
and here ’s the end of it !

”

The girl wept aloud
;
and the father, sinking liis head upun

ids knees, rocked himself to and fro.

“ If I am taken,” said the young man, “ I shall be carried

back into the country, and Imng for that man*s murder.

They cannot trace me here, without your assistance, father.

For aught I know, you may give me up to justice; but unless

you do, liere I stop, until I can venture to escape abroad.”

For two whole days, all three remained in the wretched

room, without stirring out. On the third evening, however,

the girl was worse than she had been yet, and the few scraps

of food they had were gone. It was indispensably necessary

that somebody should go out
;
and as the girl was too weak

and ill, the father went, just at nightfall.

He got some medicine for the girl, and a trifle in the way
of pecuniary assistance. On his way back, he earned six-

pence by holding a horse; and he turned homewards with

enough money to supply their most pressing wants for two or

three days to come. He had to pass the public-house. He
lingered for an instant, walked past it, turned back again,

lingered once more, and finally slunk in. Two men whom he

had not observed, were on the watch. They were on the
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point of giving up their search in despair, when his loitering

attracted their attention
;
and when lie entered the public-

house. they followed him.

You ’ll drink with me, master,” said one of them, prof-

fering him a glass of liquor.

** And me too,” said the other, replenishing the glass as

soon as it was drained of its contents.

The man thought of his hungry children, and his son’s

danger. But they were nothing to the drunkard. Ho
drinlc ;

and his reason left him.

A wet night, Warden,” whispered one of the men in his

ear, as he at length turned to go away, after spending in

liquor one-half of the money on which, perhaps, his daughter’s

life depended.

The right sort of night for our friends in hiding. Master

Warden,” whispered the other.

“ Sit down hero,” said the one who had spoken first, draw-

ing him into a corner. ‘‘We have been looking arter the

young un. We came to tell him, it’s all right uow% but T\e

couldn’t find him, ’cause we hadn’t got the precise direction.

But that ain’t strange, for I don’t think he know’d it himself,

when he come to London, did he ?
”

“No, ho didn’t,” replied the father.

The two men exchanged glances.

“ There ’s a vessel down at the docks, to sail at midnight,

when it’s high water,” resumed the first speaker, “ and we’ll

put him on board. His passage is taken in another name,

and what ’s better than that, it ’s paid for. It ’s lucky we
met you.”

“ Very,” said the second.
“ Capital luck,” said the first, with a wink to his com-

panion.
“ Great,” replied the second, with a slight nod of intelli-

gence.

“Another glass here
;
quick ”—said the first speaker. And

in five minutes more, the father had unconsciously yielded up
his own son into the hangman’s hands.

Slow'ly and heavily the time dragged along, as the brother

and sister, in their miserable hiding-place, listened in anxious

suspense to the slightest sound. At length, a heavy footstep

was heard upon the stair
;

it approached nearer
;

it reached

tlie landing ; and the father staggered into the room.
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The girl saw that ho was intoxicated, and advanced wifell

the candle in her hand to meet him
;
she stopped short, gave

a loud scream, and fell senseless bn the ground. She had

caught sight of the shadow of a man reflected on the floor.

They both rushed in, and in another instant the young man
was a prisoner, and handcuffed.

Very quietly done,'^ said one of the men to his companion,

thanks to the old man. Lift up the girl, Tom—come, come,

it ’s no use crying, young woman. It ’s all over now, and

can’t ho helped.”

The young man stooped for an instant over the girl, and

then turned fiercely round upon liis father, who had reeled

against the wall, and was gazing on the group with drunken

stupidity.

Listen to me, father,” he said, in a tone that made the

drunkard’s flesh creep. My brother’s blood, and mine, i.s

on your licad : I never had kind look, or word, or care, from

you, and, alive or dead, I never will forgive you. Dio wJicn

you will, or how, I will be with you. I sx)cak as a dead man
now, and I warn you, father, that as surely as you must one

day stand before your Maker, so surely shall your children bo

there, hand in liand, to cry for judgment against you.” Pie

raised his manacled hands in a threatening attitude, fixed his

eyes on his shrinking parent, and slowly left the room
;
and

neither father nor sister ever beheld him more, on this side of

the grave.

When the dim and misty light of a winter’s morning pene-

trated into the narrow court, and struggled through the

l)Ogrimcd window of the wretched room, Warden awoke from

his heavy sleep, and found himself alone. Pie rose, and
looked round him

;
the old floch mattress on the floor was

undisturbed
;
ever^dhing was just as he remembered to have

seen it last : and there were no signs of any one, save himself,

having occupied the room during the night. He inquired of

the other lodgers, and of the neighbours
;
but his daughter

had not been seen or heard of. Pie rambled through the

streets, and scrutinised each wretched face among the crowds
that thronged them, with anxious eyes. But his search was
fruitless, and he returned to his garret when night came on,

desolate and weary.

For many days he occupied himself in the same manner,
but no trace of his daughter did he meet with, and no word
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of her reached his ears. At length he gave up the pursuit

as hopeless. He had long thought of the prohahiliiy of her

leaving him; and endeavouring to gain her bread in quiet,

elsewhere. She had left him at last to starve alone. He
ground his foeth, and cursed her !

He begged his bread from door to door. Every halfpenny

he could wring from the pity or credulity of those to whom
he addressed himself, was spent in the old way. A year

passed over his head
;
the roof of a jail was the only one ihat

had sheltered him for many months. He slept under arch-

ways, and in brickfields—anywliere, where there was some
warmth or shelter horn the cold and rain. But in the last

stage of poverty, disease, and houseless want, ho was a

drunkard still.

At last, one bitter night, ho sunk dowm on a door-step faint

and ill. The premature decay of vice and i)rofligacy had worn
liim to the bone. His cheeks were liollow and livid; his

eyes were sunken, and their siglit was dim. His legs

trembled beneath his weight, and a cold shiver ran through

every limb.

And now the long-forgotten scenes of a mis-spent life

crowded thick and fast upon him. He thought of the time

when he had a homo—a happy, cheerful home—and of those

who peopled it, and flocked about him then, until the forms

of his elder children seemed to rise h’om the grave, and stand

about him—so plain, so clear, and so distinct they were, that

ho could touch and feel them. Looks that he had long

forgotten were fixed upon him once more
;
voices long since

hushed in death sounded in his ears like the music of village

bells. But it was only for an instant. The rain beat heavily

upon him
;
and cold and himger were gnawing at his heart

again.

He rose, and dragged his feeble limbs a few paces further.

The street was silent and empty; the few passengers who
passed by, at that late hour, hurried quickly on, and his

tremulous voice was lost in the violence of the storm. Again
that heavy chill struck through his frame, and his blood

seemed to stagnate beneath it. He coHed himself up in a
projecting doorway, and tried to sleep.

But sleep had fled from his dull and glazed eyes. His
mind wandered strangely, but he was awake, and conscious

The well-known shout of drunken mirth sounded in his ear
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the glass was at his lips, the board was covered with choice

rich food—they were before him
;
he could see them all, he

had but to reach out his hand, and take them—and, though

the illusion was reality itself, he knew that he was sitting

alone in the deserted sireet, watchmg the rain-drops as they

pattered on the stones
;
that death was coming upon him by

inches—and that there were none to care for or help him.

Suddenly he started up, in the extremity of terror: He
had heard his own voice shouting in the night air, he knew
not what, or why. Hark ! A groan !—another ! His senses

were leaving him : half-formed and incoherent words burst

from his lips
;
and his hands sought to tear and lacerate his

flesh. He was going mad, and he shrieked for help till his

voice failed him.

He raised his head, and looked up the long dismal street.

He recollected that outcasts like himself, condemned to wander
day and night in those dreadful streets, had sometimes gone

distracted with their own loneliness. He remembered to have

heard many years before that a homeless wretch had once

been found in a solitary corner, sharpening a rusty knife to

plunge into his own heart, preferring death to that endless,

weary, wandering to and fro. In an instant his resolve was
^

taken, his limbs received new life
;
he ran quickly from the

spot, and paused not for breath until he reached the river-side.

He crept softly down the steep stone stairs that lead from
the commencement of Waterloo Bridge, down to the water’s

level. He crouched into a corner, and held his breath, as the

patrol passed. Never did prisoner’s heeirt throb with the

hope of liberty and life half so eagerly as did that of the

wretched man at the prospect of death. The watch passed

close to him, but he remained unobserved
;
and after waiting

till the sound of footsteps had died away in the distance, he
cautiously descended, and stood beneath the gloomy arch that

forms the landing-place from the river.

The tide was in, and the water flowed at his feet. The
rain had ceased, the wind was lulled, and all was, for the

moment, still and quiet—so quiet, that the slightest sound on
the opposite bank, even the rippling of the water against the

barges that were moored there, was distinctly audible to his

ear. The stream stole languidly and sluggishly on. Strange
and fantastic forms rose to the surface, and beckoned him to

approach ; dark gleaming eyes peered from the water, and
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seemed to mock liis hesitation, while hollow raurmui's from

behind, urged him onwards. He retreated a few paces, took

a short run, desperate leap, and plunged into the river.

Not nve seconds had passed when he rose to tlie water’s

surface—but what a change had taken place in that short

time, in all his thoughts and feelings ! Life—life—in any

form, poverty, misery, starvation—anything but death. He-

fought and struggled with the water that closed over his head,

and screamed in agonies of terror. The curse of his own sou

rang in his ears. The shore—but one foot of dry ground

—

he could almost touch the step. One hand’s breadth nearer,

and he was saved—but the tide bore him onward, under the

dark arches of the bridge, and he sank to the bottom.

Again lie rose, and struggled for life. For one instant

—

for one brief instant—the buildings on the river’s banks, the

lights on the bridge through which the current had borne

him, the black water, and the fast-flying clouds, were dis-

tinctly visible—once more he sunk, and once again he rose.

Bright flames of fire shot up from earth to heaven, and reeled

before his eyes, while the water thundered in his ears, and
stunned him with its furious roar.

A week afterwards the body was washed ashore, some miles

down the river, a swollen and disfigure<l mass. Unrecognised
and unpitied, it was borne to the grave ; and there it has long

since mouldered away !
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jPREFACE.

‘ Some of tke author’s friends cried, * Lookee, gentlemen, the man is a

villain : bufc it is Nature for all that ;
’ and the young critics of the age, th#

slerks, apprentices, &c., called it low, and fell a groaning.’*

—

Fieldiko

Tub greater part of this Tale was originally published m a

magazine. When I completed it, and put it forth iu its

present form, it was objected to on some high moral grounds

in some high moral quarters.

It was, it seemed, a coarse and shocking circumstance,

that some of the characters in these pages are chosen from the

most criminal and degraded of London’s population
;

that

Sikes is a thief, and Fagin a receiver of stolen goods
;
that

the hoys are’ pickpockets, and the girl is a prostitute.

I have yet to learn that a lesson of the purest good may
not be drawn from the vilest evil. I have always believed

this to be a recognised and established truth, laid down by

the greatest men the world has ever seen, constantly acted

upon by the best and wisest natures, «nd confirmed by the

reason and experience of every thinking mind. I saw no

reason, when I wrote this book, why the dregs of- life, so

long as their speech did not offend the ear, should not serve

the purpose of a moral, at least as well as its froth and

cream. Nor did I doubt that there lay festering in Saint

Giles’s, as good materials towards the truth as anv to bo

found in Saint James’s.

In this spirit, when I wished to show, in little Oliver, the
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principle ofGood surviving through every adverse circumstance,

and triumphing at last
;
and when I considered among what

companions I could try him hest, having regard to that kind

of men into whose hands he would most naturally fall
;

I

bethought myself of those who figure in these voliimes.

When I came to discuss the subject more maturely with my-

self, I saw many strong reasons for pursuing the course to

which I was inclined. I had read of thieves by scores

—

seductive fellows (amiable fot the most part), faultless in

iress, plump in pocket, choice in horseflesh, bold in bearing,

fortunate in gallantry, great at a song, a bottle, pack of cards

or dice-box, and fit companions for the bravest. But I had

never met (except in Hogakth) with the miserable reality.

It appeared to me that to draw a knot of such associates in

'crime as really do exist
;

to paint them in all their deformity,

in all their wretchedness, in all the squalid poverty of their

lives ; to show them as they reaUy are, for ever skidking

uneasily thrqugh the dirtiest paths of life, with the great,

black, ghastly gallows closing up their prospect, turn them

where they may
;

it appeared to me that to do this, would

be to attempt a something which was greatly needed, and

which would be a service to society. And therefore I did it

as I best could.

In every book 1 know, where such characters are treated of

at all, certain allurements and fascinations are thrown around

them. Even in the Beggar’s Opera, the thieves are repre-

sented as leading a life which is rather to be envied than

otherwise; while Macheath, with all the captivations of

conixnand, and the devotion of the most beautifiil girl and

only pure character in the piece, is as much to be admired

and emulated by weak beholders, as any fine gentleman in a

red coat who has purchased, as Voltaibe says, the right to

command a couple of thousand men, or so, and to a&ont
death at their head. Johnson’s question, whether any man
will turn thief because Macheath is reprievedi seems to me
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beside the matter. I ask myself, whether any man will be

deterred from tnriiing thief because of his being sentenced to

death, and because of the existence of Peaciium and Lockit

;

and remembering the captain’s roaring life, great appearance,

vast success, and strong advantages, I feel assured that nobody

having a bent that way will take any warning from him, or

will see anything in the play but a very ilowery and pleasant

road, conducting an honourable ambition, in course of time,

to Tyburn Tree.

In fact, Gay’s witty satire on society had a general object,

which made him careless ol example in this respect, and gave

him other aims. The same may be said of Sir Edward

Bulwer’s admirable and powerful novel of Paul Clifford,

which cannot be fairly considered as having, or being intended

to have, any bearing on this part of the subject, one way

or other.

What manner of life is that wiiicdi is described in these

pages, 08 the everyday existence of a Thief? What charms

has it for the young and ill-disposed, what allurements for the

most jolter-headed of juveniles? Hero are no canterings

on moonlit heaths, no merry-makings in the snuggest of all

possible caverns, none of the attractions of dress, no embroi-

dery, no lace, no jack-boots, no crimson coats and ruffles, none

of the dash and freedom with which ‘‘ the road ” has been,

time out of mind, invested. The cold, wet, shelterless mid-

night streets of London
;
the foid and frowsy dens, whore

vice is closely 2)acked and lacks the room to turn
;
the haunts

of hunger and disease, the shabby rags tliat scarcely hold

together
;
where are the attractions of these things ? Have

they no lesson, and do tney not whisper something beyond the

little-regarded warning of an abstract moral precept ?

But, there are people of so refined and delicate a nature,

that they cannot bear the contemplation of these horrors.

Not that they turn instinctively from crime
;
but that criminal

characters, to suit them, must be, like their meat, in delicate

A*
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disguise. A Massaroni in green velvet is an enchanting

creature; but a Sikes in fustian is insupportable. A Mrs.

Massaroni, being a lady in short petticoats and a fancy dress,

is a thing to imitate in tableaux and have in lithograph on

pretty songs
;
but a Nancy, being a creature in a cotton gown

and cheap shawl, is not to be thought of. It is wonderful

how Virtue turns from dirty stockings; and how Vice,

married to ribbons and a little gay attire, changes her name,

as wedded ladies do, and becomes Romance.

Now, as the stern and plain truth, even in the dress of this

(in novels) much exalted race, was a part of the purpose of

this book, I will not, for these readers, abate one hole in the

Dodger’s coat, or one scrap of cmd-paper in the girl’s dis-

hevelled hair. I have no faith in the delicacy which cannot

bear to look upon them. I have no desire to make proselytes

among such people. I have no respect for their opinion, good

or bad; do not covet their ai)proval; and do not write for

their amusement. I venture to say this without reserve
;
for I

am not aware of any “writer in oui* language having a respect

foi’ himself, or held in any respect by his posterity, who ever

has descended to the taste of this fastidious class.^^'

On the other hand, if I look for examples, and for prece-

dents, I find them in the noblest range of English literature.

Fielding, De Foe, Goldsmith, Smollett, Richardson, Mackenzie

—all these for wise purposes, and especially the two first,

brought upon the scene the very scum and refuse of the land.

Hogarth, the moralist, and censor of his age—in whose great

works the times in which he lived, and the characters of every

time, will nevc^r cease to be reflected—did the like, without

the compromise of a hair’s breadth. Where does this giant

stand now, in the estimation of his oountr3rmen ? And yet, if

1 turn back to the days in which he or any of these men
flourished, 1 find the same reproa(;h levelled against them

every one, each in his turn, by the insects of the hour, who

raised their little hum, and died and were forgotten.
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Cervantes laughed Spain’s chivalry away, by showing Spain

its impossible and wild absurdity. It was my attempt, in my
humble and far-distant sphere, to dim the false glitter sur-

rounding something which really did exist, by showing it in

its unattractive and repulsive truth. No less consulting my
own taste, than the manners of the age, I endeavoured, while

I painted it in all its fallen and degraded aspect, to banish

from the lips of the lowest character I introduced, any

expression that could by possibility offend
;
and rather to lead

to the unavoidable inference that its existence was of the most

debased and vicious kind, than to prove it elaborately by

wnrds and deeds. In the case of the girl, in particular, I

kept this intention constantly in view. Whether it is appa-

rent in the narrative, and how it is executed, I leave my
readers to determine.

It has been observed of this girl, that her devotion to tho

brutal housebreaker does not seem natural, and it has been

objected to Sikes in tho same breath—with some incon-

sistency, as I venture to think—that he is surely overdrawn,

bec.nse in him there would appear to be none of those redeem-

ing traits which are objected to as unnatural in his mistress.

Of the latter objection I w^ill merely say, that I fear there are

in the world some insensible and callous natures, that do

become, at last, utterly and irredeemably bad. But whether

this bu so or not, of one thing I am certain : that theie are

such men as Sikes, who, being closely followed through the

same space of time, and through the same current of circum-

stances, would not give, by one look or action of a moment,

the faintest indication of a better nature. Whether every

gentler human feeling is dead wdthin such bosoms, or the

proper chord to strike has rusted and is hard to find, I do not

know
;
but that the fact is so, I am sure.

It is useless to discuss whether the conduct and character

of the girl seems natural or unnatural, probable or impro-

bable, right or wrong. It is tsue. Every man who has
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watched these melancholy shades of life knows it to be so.

Suggested to my mind long ago, by what I often saw and

read of, in actual life around me, I have tracked it through

many profligate and noisome ways, and found it still the same,

From the first introduction of that poor wretch, to her laying

her bloody head upon the robber’s breast, there is not one

word exaggerated or over-wrought. It is emphatically God’s

truth, for it is the truth He leaves in such depraved and
*

miserable breasts
;
the hope yet lingering behind ;

the last

fair drop of water at the bottom of the dried-up, weed-

choked, well. It involves the best and worst shades of our

common nature
;
much of its ugliest hues, and something of

its most beautiful; it is a contradiction, an anomaly, an

apparent impossibility, but it is a truth. I am glad to have

had it doubted, for in that circumstance I find a sufficient

asBurance that it needed to be told.
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OLIVER TWIST,

CHAPTEE I.

TREATS OF THE PLACE WHERE OLIVER TWIST WAS BORN; AND OF THE

CIRCUMSTANCES ATTENDING HIS BIPTH.

Among other public buildings in a certain town, which for

niiiny reasons it will be prudcmt to refrain from mentioning,

and to which I will assign no fictitious name, there is one

anciently common to most towns, gi’eat or small : to wit, a

v^orkliouse
;
and in this workhouse was born ; on a day and

date which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as

it can be of na possible consequence to the reader, in this

stage of the business at all events : the item of mortality

whose name is prefixed to the head of tins chapter.

For a loiig time after it was ushered into this world of

sorrow and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained a

matter of considerable doubt whether the child would survive

to bear any name at all
;
in which case it is somewhat more

tlian probable tltat these memoirs would never have appeared
;

or, if they had, that b( 3ing comprised within a couple of pages,

they would have possessed the inestimable merit of being the

most concise and faitliful specimen of biography, extant in

the literature of any age or country.

Although I am not disposed to maintain that the being

bom in a workhouse, is in itself the most fortunate and
enviable circumstance that can possibly befall a human being,

I do mean to say that in this particular instance, it was the

best thing for Oliver Twist that could by possibility have
occurred. The fact is, that there was considerable difficulty

in inducing Oliver to take upon hims(3lf the office of

respiration,—a troublesome practice, but one which custom
O.T. 8
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lias rendered necessary to out easy existence
;
and for some

time he lay gasping on a little flock mattress, rather unequally

poised between this world and the next : the balance being

decidedly in favour of the latter. Now, if, during this brief

'period, Oliver had been surrounded by careful grandmothers,

anxious aunts, experienced nurses, and doctors of profound wis-

dom, he would most inevitably and indubitably have been killed

ill no time. There bein^ nobody by, liowever, but a pauper

Did woman, who was rendered rather misty by an unwonted

allowance of beer; and a x>arish surgeon who did. such matters

by contract
;
Oliver and Nature fought out the point between

them. The result was, that, after a few struggles, Oliver

breathed, sneezed, and xjroceeded to advertise to the inmates of

the workhouse the fact of a new burden having been imposed

upon the parish, by setting up as loud a cry as could reason-

ably have been expected from a male infant who had not

been possessed of that very useful appendage, a voice, for a

much longer space of time than three minutes and a quarter.

As Oliver gave this first j^roof of tlie free and x^roper action

of his lungs, the patchwork coverlet which was carelessly

flung over the iron bedstead, rustled
;
the x>ale face of a young

woman was raised feebly from the x>illow
;
and a faint voice

imperfectly articulated the words, ‘‘ Let me see the child,

and die.”

The surgeon had been sitting with his face turned towards

the fire
:
giving the palms of his hands a warm and a rub

alternately. As the young woman spoke, he rose, and
advancing to the bed’s head, said, with more kindness than

might have been expected of him

:

Oh, you must not talk about dying, yet.”

‘‘Lor bless her dear heart, no!” interposed the nurse,

hastily depositing in her pocket a green glass bottle, the

contents of which she had been tasting in a comer with

evident satisfaction. “ Lor bless her dear heart, when she

has lived as long as I have, sir, and had thirteen childi^en of

her own, and aU on ’em dead excex>t two, and them in tho

wurkus with me, she ’ll know better than to take on in that

way, bless her dear heart ! Think what it is to be a mother,

there ’s a dear young lamb, do.”

Ax?pai'ently this consolatoiy perspective of a mother’s
pi’ospects failed in producing its due effect. The patient

shook her head, and stretched out her hand towards the child.
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The surgeon deposited it in her arihs. She imprinted her

cold white lips passionately on its forehead
;
passed her hands

over her face
;
gazed wildly round

;
shuddered

;
fell batik

—

and died. They chafed her breast, hands, and temples
;
but

the blood had stopped for ever. They talked of hope and

comfort. They had been strangers too long.

It ’s all over, Mrs. Thingummy P’ said the surgeon at last.

Ah, poor dear, so it is ! said the nurse, picking up the

coi^ of the green bottle, which had fallen out on the pillow,

as she stooped to take ujj the child. “ Poor dear ! ''

You needn’t mind sending up to me if the child cries,

nurse,” said the surgeon^ putting on his gloves with great

deliberation. “ It ’s very likely it m’i7Z be troublesome. Give
it a little gruel if it is.” He put on his hat, and, pausing by
the bed-side on his way to the door, added, She was a good-
looking girl, too

;
wliere did she come from ?

”

She was brought here last night,” replied the old woman,
by the overseer’s order. She found lying in the street.

She had walked some distance, for her shoes were worn to

pieces
;
but where she came from, or where slie was going to,

nobody knows.
The surgeon leaned over the body, and raised tlio left hand

^*The old story,” he said, shaking his head: ‘‘no Wf^dding
ring, I see Ah ! Good uiglit !

”

The medical gentleman w alked aw'ay to dinner
;
and the

nurse, having once more applied herself’ to the green bottle,

sat dowm on a low' chair before the tire, and proceeded to dn^ss
the infant.

hat an excellent example of the power of dress young
Oliver Twist was ! Wrai)ped in the blanket which liad

hitherto formed his only covering, he might iiave been tlic

child of a nobleman or a beggar
;

it w'ould have been hard
for the haughtiest stranger to have assigned him his jiroper
station in society. But now' that he was enveloped in the old
calico robes w'hich had grown yellow in the same service, lie

wuifi badged and ticketed, and fell into his place at once- a
parish child—the oi’phan of a worklioxise—the humble, lialf-

starved drudge—to be citffed and buffeted through the world
despised by all, and pitied by none.
Oliver cried lustily. If he could have known tlint he was

nn orphan, left to the tender mercies of churchwardens and
overseers, perhaps he would have cried tlio louder.
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CHAPTER IL

TBSATS OF OLIVER TWIST S GROWTH, EDUCATION, AND BOARD.

For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was the victim of

a systematic course of treachery and deception. He was
brought up by hand. The hungry and destitute situation of

the infant orphan was duly reported by the worldiouse

authorities to the parish authorities. The parish authorities

inquired with dignity of the y^orkhouse authorities, whether

there was no female then domiciled in the house ” who was
in a situation to impart to Oliver Twist, the consolation and
nourishment of which lie stood in need. The workhouse

authorities replied with humility, that there was not. Upon
this, tlie parish authorities magnanimously and humanely
resolved, that Oliver should be farmed,’' or, in other words,

that he should be despatclied to a branch workhouse some
three miles off, wliere twenty or thirty other juvenile offenders

against the poor -laws, rolled about the floor all day, without

the inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing,

under the parental superintendence of an elderly female, who
received the culprits at and for the consideration of sevenpence-

halfpenny per small head per week, Sevenpence-halfpenny’s

v^orth per week is a good round diet for a child
;
a great deal

may be got for sevenpence-halfpenuy
:

quite enough to

overload its stomach, and make it uncomfortable. The
elderly female was a woman of wisdom and experience

;
she

knew what was good for children; and she had a very
accurate perception of what was good for herself. So, she

appropriated the greater part of the weekly stipend to her own
use, and consigned the rising parocliial generation to even a
shorter allowance than was originally provided for them.
Thereby finding in the lowest depth a deeper stiU; and
proving herself a very great experimental philosopher.

Everybody knows the story of another experimental phi-

losopher, wdio had a great theory about a horse being able to
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live without eating, and who demonstrated it so well, that he

got his own horse down to a straw a day, and would most

\inquestionahly have rendered him a very spirited and ram-

pacioub animal on nothing at aU, if he had net died, just

four-and-twenty hours before h^ was to have had his first

comfortable bait of air. Unfortunately for the experimental

philosophy of the female to whose protecting care Oliver

Twist was delivered over, a similar result usually attended the

operation of her system
;
for at tlie very moment when a child

liad eontrivtd to exist upon the smallest possible portion of the

weakest possible food, it did perversely happen in eight and

a half cases out of ten, either that it sickened from want and

cold, or fell into the fire from neglect, or got half-smothered

by accident
;
in any one of which cases the miserable little

being was usually summoned into another world, and there

gathered to the fathers it had never known in tiiis.

Occasionally, when there was some more than usually

interesting inquest upon a parish child who had been over-

looked in turning up a bedstead, or inadvertently scalded to

death when there happened to be a washing; though the

latter accident was very scarce,—anything approaching to a

’ /ashing being of rare o(*ciirrenco in the farm-—the jury would
take it into their heads to ask troublesome questions, or the

p. rishioners would rebelliously affix their signatures to a

remonstrance. But these impertinences were speedil}’’ checked

by the evidence of tlie surgeon, and the testimony of the

beadle
;
the former of whom had always opened the body and

found nothing inside (whicli was very probable indeed), and the*

latter of whom invariably swore whatever the parish wantea

;

which was very self-devotional. Besides, the board made
periodical pilgrimages to the farm, and always sent the beadle

the day before to B£iy they were going. The cliildren were
neat and clean to behold, when they went; and what more
would the people have

!

It cannot be expected that this system of farming would
produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant crop. Olivei

Twist^s ninth birth-day found him a pale thin child, somewhat
diminutive in stature, and decidedly small in circumference.

But nature or inheritance had implanted a good sturdy spirit

in Oliver’s breast. It had had plenty of room to expand
thanks to the spare diet of fhe establishment

; and perhaps to

tiiis circumstance may be attributed his having any ninth



6 OLIVER TWIST.

birtli-day at all. Be this as it may, however, it was his ninth

hirth-day; and he was keeping it in the coal-cellar with a

select party of two other young gentlemen, who, after partici-

pating with him in a sound threshing, had been locked up
therein for atrociously presuming to be hungry, when Mrs.

Mann, the good lady of the house, was unexpectedly startled

by the apparition of Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo
the wicket of the garden-gate.

Goodness gracious! is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?’^ said

Mrs. Mann, thrusting her head out of the window in weli-

atfected ecstacies of joy, (Susan, take Oliver and them two

brats up stairs, and wash ’em directly.)—My heart alive !

Mr. Bumble, how glad I am to see you, sure-ly !

”

Now, Mr. Bumble was a fat man,' and a choleric
;

so,

instead of responding to this open-hearted salutation in a

kindred spirit, he gave the little wicket a tremendous shake,

and then bestowed upon it a kick which could have emanated
from no leg but a beadle’s.

“ Lor, only think,” said Mrs. Mann, running out,—for the

three boys had been removed by this time,—“only think of

that ! That I should have forgotten that the gate was bolted

.on the inside, on account of them dear children! Walk in,

sir
;
walk in, pray, Mr. Bumble, do, sir.”

Although this invitation was accompanied with a curtsey

that might have softened the heart of a churchwarden, it by
no means mollified the beadle.

Do you think this respectful or proper conduct, Mrs.

Mann,” inquired Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane, “to keep

tlie parish officers a waiting at your garden-gate, when they

come here upon porochial business connected with the

porochial orphans? Are you aweer, Mrs. Mann, that you
are, as I may say, a porochial delegate, and a stipendiary ?

”

“I’m sure, Mr. Bumble, that I was only a telling one or

two of the dear children as is so fond of you, that it was you
a coming,” replied Mrs. Mann with great humility.

Mr. Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical powers and
his importance. He had displayed the one, and vindicated

the other. He relaxed,

“Well, well, Mrs. Mann,” he replied in a calmer tone;
“ it may be as you say

; it may be. Lead the way in, Mrs.

Mann, for I come on business, and have something to say.”

Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a small parlour with a
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brick floor
;
placed a seat for bim ; and officiously deposited

hiR cocked bat and cane on the table before bim. Mr. Bumble
wiped from bis forehead the perspiration which bis walk bad

engeudored; glanced coinplanently at the cocked bat; and

smiled. Yes, be ijmiled. Beadles are but men: and Mr.

Bumble smiled.

Now, don’t you be oflended at wliat I ’m a going to say,’*

observed Mrs. Mann, wdtb captivating sweetness. ‘‘You’ve

bad a long walk, you know, or I wouldn’t mention it. Now,
will you tiike a bttlc drop of sometbink, Mr. Bumble ?

”

'

‘ Not a drop. Not a drop,” said Mr. Bumble, waving bis

right band, in a dignibed, but placid manner.
“ I think you will,” said Mrs. Mann, who had noticed the

tone of die refusal, and the gesture tliat had aeoompanied it.

“ Just a leetle drop, with a little cold water, and a lump of

sugar.”

Mr. Bumble coughed.
“ Now, just a leetle drop,” said Mrs. Mann persuasively
“ “What is it ? ” inquired the beadle.
“ Why it’s what I ’m obliged to keep a little of in the

bouse, to put into the blessed infants’ Daffy, when they ain’t

well, Mr. Bumble,”' replied Mrs. Mann as she opened a corner

cupboard, and took down a bottle 'and glass. “ It ’s gin.

’U not deceive you, Mr. B. It ’s gin.”

“Do you give the children Daffy, Mrs. Mann?” inquired

Bumble, following with bis eyes the interesting process of

mixing.

“Ah bless ’em, that I do, dear as it is,” repHed the nurse.
“ I couldn’t see ’em suffer before my very ejes, you know,
sir.”

“No;” said Mr. Bumble approvingly; “no, you could

not. You are a humane woman, Mrs. Mann.” (Here she

set down the glass.) “I shall take a early opportunity of

mentioning it to the board, Mrs. Mann.” (He drew it

towards him.) “You feel as a mother, Mrs. Mann.” (He
stirred the gin-and-w^ater.) “I—I drink your health with

cheerfulness, Mrs. Mann
;
” and he swallowed half of it.

“ And now about business,” said the beadle, taking out a
leathern pocket-book. “The child that was half-baxitised

Oliver Twist, is nine year old to-day.”

“Bless him!” interposed Mrs. Mann, inflaming her left

eye with the comer of her apron.
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‘‘And notwithstanding a offered reward 6f ten pound,

which'was afterwards increased to twenty pound. Notwith-

standing the most superlative, and, I may say, supernat’ral

exertions on the part of this parish,’^ said Bumble, we have

never been able to discover who is his father, or what was his

mother’s settlement, name, or con—dition.’'

Mrs. Mann raised her hands in astonishment
;
but added,

after a moment’s reflection, “ How comes he to have any name
at all, then ?

”

The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and said, “ I

inwented it.”

“ You, Mr. Bumble !

”

“ I, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical

order. The last was a S,—Swubble, I named him. This

was a T,—Twist I named him. The next one as comes will

be Unwin, and the next Vilkiiis.' I have get names ready

made to the end of the alphabet, and all tlie way through it

again, when we come to Z.”

“WIaY, you’re cpiite a literary character, sir!” said Mrs.

Mann.
Well, well,” aai(i ilio beadlci, evidently gratified with the

c^ompliraent; “perhaps I may bo. Perhaps I may be, Mrs.

Mann.” *He finished the gin-and-water, and added, “ Oliver

being now too old to remain here, the board have determined

to have him back into the house. I have come out m} self

to take him there. So let me see him at once.”
“ I ’U fetch him directly,” said Mrs. Maim, leaving the room

for that purpose. Oliver, having had by this lime as much
of the outer coat of dirt, which encrusted his face and hands,

removed, as could be scrubbed off in one washing, was led

into the room by his benevolent protectress.

“ Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,” said Mrs. Mann.
Oliver made a bow, which was divided between the beadle

on the chair, and the cocked hat on the table.

“ Will you go along with me, Oliver ? ” said Mr. Bumble,

in a majestic voice.

Oliver was about to say that he would go along with any-

body with great readiness, when, glancing upwards, he caught

sight of [Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the beadle’s choir, and
was shaking her fist at him with a furious countenance. He
took the hint at once, for the fist had been too often impressed

upon his body not to be deeply impressed upon his recollection-
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Win she go me ? ” inquired poor Oliver.

No, she can’t,” replied Mr. Bumble, “ But she ’ll come

and see you sometimes.”

This was no very great consolation to the child. Young
as he wap. however, he Tiad sense enough to make a feint of

feeling great regret at going away. It was no very difficult

matter for the boy to call the tears into his eyes. Hunger

and recent ill-usage are great assistants if you want to cry

;

and Oliver cried very naturally indeed. Mrs. Mann ga^'^ him
a thousand embraces, and, what Oliver wanted a great deal

more, a piece of bread and butter, lest he should seem too

hungry when he got to the workhouse. With the slice of

bread in his hand, and the little brown -cloth parish cap on

his head, Oliver was then led away by Mr. Bumble fiom the

wretcimd home where one kind word or look harl never lighted

the gloom of his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony

of childish grief, as the cottage-gate closed after him.

Wretched as were the little companions in misery he w^o,s

leaving behind, they were the only friends he had ewer known
;

and a sense of his loneliness in the great wide world, sank

into the child’s heart for the first time.

^Ir. Bumhle walked on with long strides
;

little Oliver,

firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted beside him : inquir-

ing at the end of every quarter of a mile w^hether they were
nearly there.” To these interrogations, Mr. Bumble

returned very brief and snappish replies
;
for the temporary

blandness which gin-aiid-water awakens in some bosoms had
by tills time evaporated ; and he was once again a beadle.

Oliver had not been within the walls of the w^orkhoiise

a quarter of an hour
;
and had scarcely completed the demoli-

tion of a second slice of bread
;
w hen Mr. Bumble, who had

handed him over to the care of an old woman, returned
i

and, telling him it was a board night, informed him that the

board had said He was to appear before it forthwith.

Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a live

board was, Oliver was rather astounded by this intelligence,

and was not quite certain whether he ought to laugh or cry.

He had no time to tliink about the matter, however
;
for Mr.

Bumble gave him a tap on the head with his cane, to wake
him up : and another on the back to make him lively : and
bidding him follow, conducted him into a large whitewashed
room, where eight or ten fat gentlemen were sitting round a
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table. At the top of the table, seated in an arm-chair rather

higher than the rest, was a particularly fat gentleman, with a

very round, red face.

Bow to the board, said Bumble. Oliver brushed away
two or three tears that were lingering in his eyes

;
and seeing

no board but the table, fortunately bowed to that.

‘‘What’s your name, boy?” said tlie arentleman in the

high chair.

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen,

which made him tremble
;
and the beadle gave him another

tap behind, which made him cry. These two causes made
him answer in a very low and hesitating voice

;
whereupon a

gentleman in a white waistcoat said he was a fool. Which
was a capital way of raising his spirits, and putting him quite

at his ease.

Boy,” said the gentleman in the high chair, ‘‘ listen to

me You know you ’re an orphan, I suppose ?

‘ What ’s that, sir ? ” inquired poor Oliver.

“ The boy is a fool—I thought he was,” said the gentleman

iu the white waistcoat.

“ Hush ! said the gentleman who had spoken first.

“You know you’ve got no father or mother, and that you

were brought up by the parish, don’t you ?
”

“Yes sir,” replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.

“ What are you crying for ? ” inquired the gentleman in

the white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very extra--

ordinary. What could the boy be crying for ?

“ I hope you say your prayers every niglit,” said another

gentleman in a gruff voice
;
“ and pray for the people who

feed you, and take care of you—^like a Christian.”

“ Yes, sir,” stammered the boy. The gentleman who
spoke last was unconsciously right. It would have been very

like a Christian, and a marvellously good Christian too, if

Oliver had prayed for the people who ffed and took care of

him. But he hadn’t, because nobody had taught him.
“ Well ! You have come here to be educated, and taught a

useful trade,” stiid the red-faced gentleman in the high chair.

“ So you ’ll begin to pick oakum to-morrow morning at

six o’clock,” added tlie surly one in the white waistcoat.

For the combination of both these blessings in the one

simple process of picking oakum. Giver bowed low by the

direction of the beadle, and was then hurried away to a large
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ward: where, on a rough hard bed, he sobbed himself to

sleej). What a noble illustration of the tender laws of

England ! They let the paupers go to sleep !

Poor Oliver ! He little thought, as he lay sleeping in

happy uncousciousnesd of all around him, that the board had

that very day aiTrived at a decision whic i;. would exercise the

most materiul influence over all his futuiie fortunes. B it they

had. And this was it :

—

The memboi'S of this board were very sage, deep, pbilo-

Bophii'ai in<'n ; and when they came to turn their attention to

the workhouse, they found out at once, wliat ordinary folks

would never have discovered—the poor people like it ! It was

a regular place of public entertainment for the poorer classes

;

a tavern v h(3re there was nothing to pay
;
a public brealtfast,

dinnfu, tea, and suj^per all the year round
;
a brick and

mortar elysiuiri, where it was all play and no work. ^^Oho!^'

said the hoard, looking very knowing
;

we are the fellows to

set tills to rights
;
we ’ll stop it all, in no time.” So, they

established the rule, that all poor people should have the

alternative (for they would compel nobody, not they,) of being

starved by a gradual process in the house, or by a quick one
out of it. With tills view, they contracted with the water-

works to lay on an unlimited supply of water ,* and with a
cui i-factor to supply periodically smjill quantities of oatmeal

;

and issued three meals of thin gruel a day, with an onion

twice a week, and half a roll on Sundays. They made a
great many other wise and humane regulations, having
reference to the ladies, which it is not necessary to repeat

;

kindly undertook to divorce poor married people, in conse-

quence of the great expense of a suit in Doctors’ Commons;
and, instead of compelling a man to support his family, as

they had theretofore done, took his family away from him, and
made him a bachelor ! There is no saying how many appli-

cants lor relief under these last two heads, might have started

up in all classes of society, if it had not been coupled with
the workhouse

; but the board were long-headed men, and
had provided for this difficulty. The relief was inseparable
from the workhouse and the gruel

;
and that frightened people.

For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed,
the system was in fuU operation. It was rather expensive at

first, in consequence of the increase in the undertaker’s bill,

and the necessity of taking in the clothes of all the paupers,
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which fluttered loosely on their wasted, shrunken forms, after

a week or two's gruel. But the number of workhouse

inmates got thin as well as the paupers
;
and the board were

in ecstacies.

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone

hall, with a copper at one end : out of which the master,

dressed in an apron for the purpose, and assisted by one or

two women, ladled the gruel at meal-times. Of this festive

composition, each boy had one porringer, and no more

—

except on occasions of great public rejoicing, when he had
two ounces and a quarter of bread besides. The bowls never

wanted wasliing. The boys polished them with their spoons

till they shone again; and when they had performed this

operation, (which never took very long, the spoons being

nearly as large as the bowls,) they would sit staring at the

copper, with such eager eyes, as if they could have devoured

the very bricks of wliich it was composed
;
employing them-

selves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most assiduously,

with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel that

might have been cast thereon. Boys have generally excellent

appetites. Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the

tortures of slow starvation for three months : at last they got

so voracious and wild with hunger, that one boy ; who was
tall for his age, and hadn’t been used to that sort of tiling,

(for his father had kept a small cook’s shop)
;
hinted darkly

to his companions, that unless he had another basin of gruel

per diem, he was afraid he might some night happen to eat

the boy who slept next him, who happened to be a weakly

youth of tender age. He had a w'ild, hungry, eye
;
and they

implicitly believed him. A council was held
;

lots were cast

who should walk up to the master after supper that evening,

and ask for more
;
and it fell to Oliver Twist.

The evening arrived
;

the boys took their places. Tlie

master, in his cook’s uniform, stationed himself at the copper;

his pauper assistants ranged themselves behind him
;

the

gruel was served out; and a long grace was said over the

short commons. The gruel disappeared
;
the boys whispered

each other, and winked at Oliver
;
while his next neighbours

nudged him. Child as he was, he was desperate with hunger,

and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and
advancing to the master, basin and spoon in hand, said:

somewhat alarmed at his own temerity

:
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** Please, sir, I want some more ''

The master was a fat, healthy man
; but he turned very

pale. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on the small rebel

for some seconds
;
and then clung for support to the copper.

The assistants were paralysed with wonder; the boys with

fear.

What ! said the master at length, in a faint voice.

** Please, sir,’’ replied Oliver, “ I want some more/'

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with the ladle

;

pinioned him in his arms
;
and shrieked aloud for the beadle.

The board were sitting in solemn conclave, when Mr. Bumble
rushed into the room in great excitement, and addressing the

gentleman in the high chair, said,

“ Mr. Limbkins, I beg your pardon, sir ! Oliver Twist has

asked for more !

”

There was a general start. Horror was depicted on every

countenance.

“For more ! said Mr. Limbkins. “Compose yourself,

Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do I understand that ho
asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the

dietary ?
”

“ He did, sir,” replied Bumble.
“ That boy wiU be hung,” said the gentleman in the white

waistcoat “ I know that boy mil be hung.”

Nobody controverted the prophetic; gentleman’s opinion

An animated discussion took place. Oliver was ordered into

instant confinement
;
and a bill was next morning pasted on

the outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to

any body who would take Oliver Twist off the hands of the

parish. In other words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were
offered to any man or woman who wanted an apprentice to

any trade, business, or calling.

“ I never was more convinced of anything in my life,” said

the gentleman in the white waistcoat, as he knocked at the

gate and read the bill next morning : “I never was more
convinced of anything in my life, than I am that that boy will

come to be hung.”

As I purpose to show in the sequel whether the white-

waistcoated gentleman was right or not, I shoiJd perhaps mar
the interest of this narrative (supposing it to possess any at

all), if I ventured to hint, just yet, whether the life of Oliver

Twist had this violent termination or no.
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CHAPTER III.

RELATES HOW OLIVER TWIST WAS VERT NEAR GETTING A PLACE, WHICH

WOULD NOT HAVE BEEN A SINECURE.

For a week after the commission of the impious and pro-

fane offence of asking for more, Oliver remained a close

prisoner in the dark and solitary room to wliich he had been

consigned by the wisdom and mercy of the board. It appears,

at first sight, not unreasonable to suppose, that, if he had
entertained a becoming feeding of respect for the prediction of

the gentleman in the white waistcoat, he would have esta-

blished that sage individual’s proj)hetic character, once and

for ever, by tying one end of his pocket-lisindkerchief to a

hook in the waU, and attaching himself to the other. ^ To the

performance of this feat, however, there was one * obstacle :

namely, that pocket-handkerchiefs being decided ’articles* of

luxury, had been, for all future times and ages, removed " from

the noses of paupers by the express order of the board, in

council assembled : solemnly given and pronounced under their

hands and seals. Tliere was a stiU greater obstacle in Oliver’s

youth and childishness. He only cried bitterly all day
; and

when the long, dismal night came on, he spread his little

hands before his eyes to shut out the darkness, and crouching

in the comer, tried to sleep: ever and anon waking witli a

start and tremble, and drawing himself closer and closer to the

wall, as if to feel even its cold hard surface were a protection

in the gloom and loneliness which surrounded him.

Let it not be supposed by tlie enemies of “ the system,’*

that, during the period of his solitary incarceration, Oliver was
denied the benefit of exercise, the pleasure of society, or the

advantages of religious consolation. As for exercise, it was nice

cold weather, and he was allowed to peiTorm his ablutions every

morning under the pump, in a stone yard, in the presence of

Mr. Bumble, who prevented his catching cold, and caused a

tingling sensation to per^'ade his frame, by repeated applica-
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lions of the cane. As for society, he was carried every other day

into the hall where the boys dined, and there sociably flogged ns

a public warning and example. And so far from being denied

the advantages of religious consolation, he was kicked into

the same apartment every evening at prayer-time, and there

permitted to listen to, and console his mind vith, a general

supplication of the boys, containing a special clau,^e, therein

inserted by authority of the board, in which they entreated to

be made good, virtuous, contented, and obedient, and to be

guarded from the sins and vices of Oliver Twist : whom the

supplication distinctly set forth to be under tlie exclusive

patronage and protection of the powers of wickedness, and an

article direct from the manufactory of the ver^^ Devil himself.

It chanced one morning, while Oliver’s affairs were in this

auspicious and comfortable state, that Mr. Gamfield, chimney-

sweeper, was wending his way down the High-street, deeply

cogitating in his mind his ways and means of paying certain

arrears of rent, for which his landlord had become ratlier

pressing. Mr. Gamfi-^ld’s most sanguine estimate of his

finances could not raise them within fuU five pounds of the

desired amount
;
and in a species of arithmetical desperation,

he was alternately cudgelling his brains and his donkey,

when, passing the workhouse, his eyes encountered the bill on
the gate.

^*'Wo—0 !
” said Mr. Gamfield to the donkey.

The donkey was in a state of profound abstraction : wonder-
ing,, probably, whether he was destined to be regaled with a

cabbage-stalk or tv'o when he had disposed of the two sacks

of soot with which the little cart was laden
;

so, without

noticing the word of command, he jogged onward.

Mr. Gamfield growled a fierce imprecation on the donkey
generally, but more particularly on his eyes

;
and running

after him, bestowed a blow on his head, which would inevit-

ably have beaten in any skull but a donkey’s. Then, catching

hold of the bridle, he gave his jaw a sharp wrench, by way of

gentle reminder that he was not his own master; and by
these means turned him round. He then g^^ve him another

blow on the head, just to stun him till he came back again.

Having completed these arrangements, he walked up to the

gate, to read the biU.

The gentleman with the white waistcoat, was standing at

the gate, with his hands behind him, after having delivered
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liimself of some profound sentiments in the board-rooia

Having witnessed the little dispute between Mr. Gamfield and

the donkey, he smiled joyously when that person came up to

read the bill, for he saw at once that Mr. Gamfield was exactly

the sort of master Oliver Twist wanted. Mr. Gamfield smiled,

too, as he perused the document
;
for five pounds was just the

sum he had been wishing for
;
and, as to the boy with which

it was encumbered, Mr. Gamfield, knowing what the dietary

of the workhouse was, well knew he would be a nice small

pattern, just the very thing for register stoves. So he spelt

the bill through again, from beginning to end
;
and then,

touching his fur cap in token of humility, accosted the gentle-

man in the wdiite waistcoat.

“ This here boy, sir, w^ot the parish wants to ’prentis,*^ said

Mr. Gamfield.,

Ay, my man,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat,

with a condescending smile. What of him ?
”

“ If the parish vould like him to learn a light pleasant

trade, in a good ’spectable chimbley-sweepin' bisness,” said

Mr. Gamfield, 1 wants a ’prentis, and I’m ready to take

him.”
“ Walk in,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.

Mr. Gamfield having lingered behind, to give the donkey

another blow on the head, and another wrench of the jaw, as

a caution not to run away in his absence, followed the gentle-

man wdth the white waistcoat into the room where Oliver had

first seen him.

“It’s a nasty trade,” said Mr. Limhkins when Gamfield

had again stated his wish.

Young boys have been smothered in chimneys before

now/’ said another gentleman.
‘‘ That ’s acause they damped the straw afore they lit it in

the cliimbley to moke ’em cqme down agin,’’ said Gamfield

;

that ’s all smoke, and no blaze
;
vereas smoke ain’t o’ no

use at all in makin a hoy come down, for it only sinds him to

sleep, and that ’s wot he likes. Boys is wery obstinit, and

wery lazy, gen’lmcn, and there ’s nothink Hke a good hot blaze

to make ’em come down vith a run. It ’s humane too, gen’l-

men, acause, even if they ’ve stuck in the chimbley, roasting

their feet makes ’em struggle to hextricate theirselves.”

The gentleman in the white waistcoat, appeared very much
amused by this explanation; but his mirth was speedily
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checked » by a look from Mr. Limbkins. The board then pro-

ceeded to converse among themselves for a few minutes, but in

so low a tone, that the words saving of expenditure,’’ look

well in the accounts,” ‘‘have a printed report published,”

were alone audible. These only chanced to be heard, indeed,

on accodnt of their being very frequently repeated with great

emphasis.

At length the whispering ceased; and the members of the

board, having resumed their seats and their solemnity, Mr.

Limbkins said :

“We have considered your proposition, and we don’t

approve of it.”

“Not at all,” said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.

“Decidedly not,” added the other members.

As Mr. Gamfleld did happen to labour under tlie slight

imputation of having bruised tliree or four boys to death

already, it occurred to him that the board had, perhaps, in

some unaccountable freak, taken it into their heads that this

extraneous circumstance ought to influence their proceedings.

It was very unlike their general mode of doing business, if

they had
;
but still, as he had no particular wish to revive

the rumour, he twisted his cap in his hands, and walked
slowly from the table,

“ So you won’t let me have him, gen’lmeu ? ” said Mr,

Gam field, pausing near the door.

“ No,’^ replied Mr. Limbkins; “at least, as it’s a nasty

business, we think you ought to take something less than the

premium we offered.”

Mr. Gamfield’s countenance brightened, as, witli a quick

step, he returned to the table, and said,

“What’ll you give, gen’lmen ? Come! Don’t be too

hard on a poor man. What ’ll you give ?
”

“I should say, tliree pound ten was plenty,” said Mr.

Limbkins.

“Ten shillings too much,” said the gentleman in the white

waistcoat.

“ Come !
” said Gamfleld

;

“ say four pound, gen’linen. Say

four pound, and you ’ve got rid on him for good and all.

Tliere !

”

“ Three pound ten,” repeated Mr. Limbkins, firmly.

“ Como ! I ’U split the dilference, geu' Imeii,” urged Gam-
fleld. “ Three pound fifteen.”
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Not a farthing more/' was the firm reply of Mr. Limbkins
** You *re desperate hard upon me, gen’lmen,^' said Gamfield,

wavering.

“Pooh! pooh! nonsense!” said the gentleman in the

white waistcoat. “ He ^d be cheap with nothing at all, as a

premium. Take him, you diUy fellow ! He 's just the boy for

you. He wants the stick, now and then : it ^11 do him good

;

and his board needn’t come very expensive, for he hasn’t

been overfed since he was born. Ha ! ha ! ha !

”

Mr. Gamfield gave an arch look at the faces round the

table, and, obser\dng a smile on all of them, gradually broke

into a smile himself. The bargain was made. Mr. Bumble
was at once instructed that Oliver Twist and his indentures

were to be conveyed before the magistrate, for signature and
appi'oval, that very afternoon.

In pursuance of this determination, little Oliver, to his

excessive astonishment, was released from bondage, and
ordered to put himself into a clean shirt. He had hardly

achieved this very unusual gymnastic performance, when Mr.

Bumble brought him, with his own hands, a, basin of gruel,

and the holiday allowance of two ounces and a quarter of

bread. At this tremendous sight, Oliver began to cry very

piteously : thinking, not unnaturally, that the board must
have determined to kill him for some useful purpose, or they

never would have begun to fatten him up in that way.
“ Don’t make your eyes red, Oliver, but eat your food and

be thankful,” said Mr. Bumble, in a tone of impressive pom-
posity. “ You 're a going to be made a 'prentice of, Oliver.”

“ A 'prentice, sir !
” said the child, trembling.

“Yes, Oliver,” said Mr. Bumble. “The kind and blessed

gentlemen which is so many parents to you, Oliver, when you
have none of your own : are a going to 'prentice you : and to

set you up in life, and make a man of you : although the

expense to the parish is three pound ten !—three pound ten,

Oliver!—seventy shillins—one hundred and forty sixpences!

— and all for a naughty orphan which nobody can't love.”

As Mr. Bumble paused to take breath, after delivering this

address in an awful voice, the tears rolled down the poor

child’s face, and he sobbed bitterly.

“ Come,” said Mr. Bumble, somewhat less pompously, for

it was gratifying to his feelings to observe the effect his

eloquence had prodmed ; “Come, Oliver! Wipe your eyes
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with the cuffs of your jacket, and don’t cry into your gruel

that’s a very foolish action, Oliver.” It certainly was, for

tliore was quite enough water in it already.

On their way to the magistrate, Mr. Bumble instructed

Oliver that all he would have to do, would be to look very

happy, and say, when the gentleman asked him if he wanted

to be apprenticed, that he should like it very much indeed

;

both of which injunctions Oliver promised to obey : the rather

as Mr. Bumble threw in a gentle hint, that if he failed in

either particular, there was no telling what w ould be done to

him. When they arrived at the office, he was shut up in a
little room by himself*, and admonished by Mr. Bumble to

stay there, until he came back to fetch him.

There the boy remained, with a palpitating heart, for half

an hour. At the expiration ef which time Mr. Bumble thrust

in his head, unadorned with the cocked hat, and said aloud

:

“ Now, Oliver, my dear, come to the gentleman.” As Mr.

Bumble said this, he put on a grim and threatening look, and
added, in a low voice, Mind what I told you, you young
rascal !

”

Oliver stared innocently in Mr. Bumble’s face at this

somewhat contradictory style of address
;
but that gentleman

prevented his offering any remark thereupon, by leading him
at once into an adjoining room : the door of which was open.

It was a large room, with a great window. Behind a desk,

sat two old gentlemen with powdered heads : one of whom
was reading the newspaper ; while the other was perusing,

with the aid of a pair of tortoise-shell spectacles, a small

piece of parchment which lay before him. Mr. Limbkins was
standing in front of the desk on one side

;
and Mr. Gamfield,

with a partially washed face, on the other
;
while two oi

three bluff-looking men, in top-boots, wmro lounging about.

The old gentleman with the sj)ectacles gradually dozed off,

over the little bit of parchment
;
and tliere w^as a sliort pause,

after Oliver had been stationed by Mr. Bumble in front of the

desk.

**This is the boy, your Worship,” said Mr. Bumble.
The old gentleman who was reading the newspaper raised

his head for a moment, and pulled the other old gentleman
by the sleeve : whereupon, the last-mentioned old gentleman
woke up.

Oh, is this the boy ? ” said the old gentleman.
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'^Tkis is him, sir,** replied Mr. Bumble. *‘Bow to the

magistrate, my dear.**

Oliver roused himself, and made his best obeisance. He
had been wondering, with his eyes fixed on the magistrates*

powder, whether all boards were bom with that white stuff

on their heads, and were boards from thenceforth on that

aodbunt.
‘‘ WeU,** said the old gentleman, “ I suppose he *s fond of

chimney-sweeping ?
**

** He doats on it, your worship,** repKed Bumble
:
giving

Oliver a sly pinch, to intimate that he had better not say he

didn*t.

“ And he will be a sweep, will he ? ’* inquired the old

gentleman.

‘'If we was to bind him to any other trade to-morrow,

he*d rim away simultaneous, your worship,” replied Bumble.
“ And this man that *s to be his master—you, sir—you *11

treat him well, and feed him, and do all that sort of thing,

—

will you ? ** said the old gentleman.
“ When I says I will, I means I will,** replied Mr.

Gamfield doggedly.
“ You *re a rough speaker, my friend, but you look an

honest, open-hearted man,** said the old gentleman : turning

his spectacles in the direction of the candidate for Oliver*s

premium, whose villanous countenance was a regular stamped

receipt for cruelty. But, the magistrate was half blind and
lialf childish, so he cou]dn*t reasonably be expected to discern

what other people did.'

“ I hope I am, sir,” said Mr. Gamfield, with an ugly leer.

“ I have no doubt you are, my friend,’* replied the old

gentleman : fixing his spectacles more firmly on his nose,

and looking about him for the inkstand

It was the critical moment of Oliver’s fate. If the inkstand

had been where the old gentleman thought it was, he would
have dipped his pen into it, and signed the indentures : and
Oliver would have been straightway hurried off. But, as it

chanced to be immediately under his nose, it followed, as a

matter of course, that he looked all over his desk for it,

without finding it
;
and happening in the course of his search

to look straight before him, his gaze encountered the pale and
ten:ified face of Oliver Twist : who, despite all the admonitory
looks and pinches of Bumble, was regarding the repadsive
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countenance of his future master, -with a mingled expression

of horror and fear, too palpable to be mistaken, even by a

half-blind magistrate.

The old gentleman stopped, laid down his pen, and looked

from Oliver to Mr. Limbkins : who attempted to take snuff

with a cheerful and unconcerned aspect.

My boy ! said the old gentleman leaning over the desk.

Oliver started at the sound. He might be excused for doing
so

;
for the words were kindly said

;
and strange sounds

frighten one. He trembled violently, and burst into tears.

My boy ! said the old gentleman, you look pale and
alarmed. What is the matter ?

Stand a little away from him. Beadle,” said the other

magistrate : laying aside the paper, and leaning forward with

an expression of interest. “Now, boy, tell us what's the

matter : don’t be afraid.”

Oliver fell on his knees, and clasping his hands together,

prayed that they would order him back to the dark room

—

that they would starve him—beat him—^kill him if they

pleased—-rather than send him away with that dreadful man.
“ Well !

” said Mr. Bumble, raising his hands and eyes

with most impressive solemnity, “Well of all the artful and

designing orphans that ever I see, Oliver, you are one of the

most bare-facedest.”
“ Hold your tongue. Beadle,” said the second old gentle-

man, when Mr. Bumble had given vent to this compound
adjective.

“ I beg your worship’s pardon,” said Mr. Bumble, iucredu-

lous of his having heard aright. “ Did your worship speak

to me ?
”

“Yes. Hold your tongue.”

Mr. Bumble was stupefied with astonishment. A beadle

ordered to hold his tongue ! A moral revolution

!

The old gentleman in the tortoise-shell spectacles looked at

his companion
; he nodded significantly.

“We refuse to sanction ffiese indentures,” said the old

gentleman : tossing aside the piece of parchment as he spoke.

“ I hope,” stammered Mr. Limbkins : “I hope the magis-

trates will not form the opinion that the authorities have been

guilly of any improper conduct, on the unsupported testimony

of a mere child.”

“ The magistrates are not called upon to pronounce any
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opinion on tlie matter/* said the second old gentleman

sharply, Take the boy back to the workhouse, and treat

him kindly. He seems to want it.**

That same evening, the gentleman in the white waistcoat

most positively and decidedly aihrmed, not only that Oliver

would be hung, but that he would be drawn and quartered

into the bargain. Mr. Bumble shook his head with gloomy

mystery, and said he wished he might come to good
;
where-

unto Mr. Gamfield replied, that he wished he might come to

him; which, although he agreed witli the beadle in most

matters, would seem to be a wish of a totally opposite de-

scription.

The next morning, the public were once more informed

that Oliver Twist was again To Let
;
and that five pounds

would be paid to anybody who would take possession of him.



OUVBE TWIST. 23

CHAPTER IV.

OUTBB) BBINO OFFERED ANOTHER PLACE, MAKES HIS FIRST ENTRY INTO

PUBLIC LIFE.

In great families, -when an advantageous place cannot be

obtained, either in possession, reversion, remainder, or ex-

pectancy, for the young man who is growing up, it is a very

general custom to send him to sea. The board, in imitation

of so wise and salutary an example, took counsel together on

the expediency of shipping off Oliver Twist, in some small

trading vessel bound to a good unhealthy port
;
which sug-

gested itself as the very best thing that could possibly be done

vrith him : the probability being, that the skipper would flog

him to death, in a playful mood, some day after dinner
;
or

would knock his brains out with an iron bar
;
both pastimes

being, as is pretty generally known, very favourite and common
recreations among gentlemen of that class. The more the

case presented itself to the board, in this point of view, the

more manifold the advantages of the step appeared
;

so, they

came to the conclusion, that the only way of providing for

Oliver effectually, was to send him to sea without delay.

Mr. Bumble had been despatched to make various prelimi-

nary inquiries, with the view of finding out some captain or

other who wanted a cabin-boy without any friends
;
and wafi

returning to the workhouse to communicate the result of his

mission
; when he encountered, just at the gate, no less a

person than Mr. Sowerberry, the parochial imdertaker.

Mr. Sowerberry was a tail, gaunt, large-jointed m£tn,

attired in a suit of thread-bare black, with darned cotton

stockings of the same colour, and shoes to answer. His

features were mft naturally intended to wear a smiling aspect,

but he was in general rather given to professional jocosity

His step was elastic, and his face betokened inward ]^lea8antry

as he advanced to Mr. Bumble, and shook him cordially by
the hand.
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**
I have taken the measure of the two women that died

last night, Mr. Bumble,’ ' said the undertaker.

‘‘You’ll make your fortune, Mr. Sowerheny/’ said the

beadle, as he thrust his thumb and forefinger into the

proffered snuff-box of the undertaker : which was an in-

genious little model of a patent coffin. “ I say you ’ll make
your fortune, Mr. Sowerberry,” repeated Mr. Bumble, tapping

the undertaker on the shoulder, in a friendly manner, with

liis cane.

“ Think so ? ” said the undertaker in a tone which hall

admitted and half disputed the probability of the event.

“ The prices allowed by the board are very small, Mr.

Bumble.”
“ So are the coffins,” replied the beadle: with precisely as

near an approach to a laugh as a great official ought to

indulge in.

Mr. Sowerberry was much tickled at this : as of course he

ought to be
;
and laughed a long time without cessation

“ WeU, well, Mr. Bumble,” he said at length, “ there ’s no

denying that, since the new system of feeding has come in,

the coffins are something narrower and more shallow than

they used to bo
;
but we must have some profit, Mr. Bumble.

Well-seasoned timber is an expensive article, sir;, and all the

iron handles come, by canal, from Birmingham.”
“WeU, well,” said Mr. Bumble, “every trade has its draw-

backs. A fair profit is, of course, aUowable.”
“ Of course, of course,” replied the undertaker

;
“ and if I

don’t get a profit upon this or that particular article, why, I

make it up in the long run, you see—^he ! he ! he !

”

“ Just so,” said Mr. Bumble.
“ Though I must say,” continued the undertaker, resuming

the current of observations which the beadle had interrupted :

“ Though I must say, Mr. Bumble, that I have to contend

against one very great disadvantage : which is, that all the

stout people go off the quickest. The people who have been
better off, and have paid rates for many years, are the first to

sink when they come into the house
; and let me teU you, Mr.

Bumble, that three or four inches over one’s calculation makes
a great hole in one’s profits ; especially when one has a family

to provide for, sir:”

As Mr. Sowerberry said this, with the becoming indignation

of an ill-used man
; and as Mr. Bumble felt that it rather tended
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to convey a reflection on the honour of the parish
;
the latter

gentleman thought it advisable to change the subject. Oliver

Twist being uppermost in his mind, he made him his theme.

By the bye/’ said Mr. Bumble, you don’t know anybody

who wants a boy, do you ? A porochial ’prentice, who is at

present a deadweight
;
a millstone as I may say

;
round the

porochial throat? Liberal terms, Mr. Sowerberry, liberal

terms !
” As Mr. Bumble spoke, he raised his cane to the

bill above him, and gave tliree distinct raps upon the words
“ five pounds :

” which were printed thereon in Eoman capitals

of gigantic size.

Gadso !
” said the undertaker : taking Mr. Bumble by the

gilt-edged lappel of his oJOficial coat
;

that ’s just the very

thing I wanted to speak to you about. You know—dear me,

what a very elegant button this is, Mr. Bumble ! I never

noticed it before.”

Yes, I think it is rather pretty,” said the beadle, glancing

proudly downwards at the large brass buttons which embel-

lished his coat. The die is the same as the porochial seal—

^

the Good Samaritan healing the sick and*bruised man. The
board presented it to me on New-year’s morning, Mr. Sower-

berry. I put it on, I remember, for the first time, to attend

the inquest on that reduced tradesman, who died in a doorway
st midnight.”

I recollect,” said the undertaker. ** The jury brought it

in, ^ Died from exposure to the cold, and want of the common
necessaries of life,’ didn’t they ?

”

Mr. Bumble nodded.

“And they made it a special verdict, I think,” said the

undertaker, “ by adding some words to the efiect, that if the

relieving officer had ”

“ Tush ! Foolery !
” interposed the beadle. “ If the board

attended to all the nonsense that ignorant jurymen talk, they ’d

have enough to do.”
“ Very true,” said the undertaker

;
“ they would indeed.”

Juries,” said Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane tightly, aa

was his wont when working into a passion : “juries is iited-

dicated, vulgar, grovelling wretches.”
“ So they are,” said the undertaker.
“ They haven’t no more philosophy nor political economy

about ’em than that,” said the beadle, snapping his fingers

contemptuously.
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** No more they have,” acquiesced the undertaker.

despise ^em,” said the beadle, growing very red in the

face.

So do I,” rejoined the undertaker.
** And I only wish we ’d a jury of the independent sort, in

the house for a week or two,” said the beadle
;

‘^the rules

and regulations of the board would soon bring their spirit

down for ’em.”

*^Let ’em alone for that,” replied the undertaker. So

sa3dng, he smiled, approvingly : to calm the rising wrath of

the indignant parish oihcer.

Mr. Bumble lifted off his cocked hat
;
took a handkerchief

from the inside of the crown
;
wiped from lus forehead, the

perspiration which his rage had engendered
;
fixed the cocked

hat on again
;
and, turning to the undertaker, said in a calmer

voice :

** Well
;
what about the boy ?

”

‘‘Oh!” replied the undertaker; “why you know, Mr.

Bumble, I pay a good deal towards the poor’s rates.”

“ Hem !
” said Mr. Bumble. “ Well ?

”

“Well,” replied the undertaker, “ I was thinking that if I

pay so much towards ’em, I Ve a. right to get as much out of

’em as I can, Mr. Bumble
;
and so—and so—I think I ’ll take

the boy myself.”

Mr. Bumble grasped the undertaker by the arm, and led

him into the building, Mr. Sowerberry was closeted with

the board for five minutes ; and it was arranged that

Oliver should go to him that evening “upon liking,”—

a

phrase which means, in the case of a parish apprentice, that

if the master find, upon a short trial, that he can get enough
work out of a boy without putting too much food into him, he
shall have him for a term of years, to do what he likes with.

When little Oliver was taken before the “ gentlemen ” that

evening; and informed that he was to go, that night, as

general house-lad to a coffin-maker’s; and that if he com-
plained of his situation, or ever came back to the parish again,

he woidd be sent to sea, there to be drowned, or knocked on
the head, as the case might be, he evinced so little emotion,

that they, by common consent, pronounced him a hardened
young rascal, and ordered Mr. Bumble to remove him forth-

with.

Now, although it was very natural that the board, of all
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people in Hie world, should feel in a great state of virtuous

astonishmr*'it and horror at the smallest tokens of want of

feeling on the part of anybody, they were rather out, in ttia

particular instance. The simple fact was that Oliver, instead

of possefiising too little feeling possessed rnther too much
;
and

was in a fair way of being reduced, for life, to a state brutal

stupidity and sullenness by the ill usage he had received. He
heard the nows of his destination, in perfect silence

;
and,

having had his luggage put into his hand—which not

very cHflicult to carry, inasmuch as it was all comprised within

the limits of a brown paper parcel, about half a foot square

by three inches deep—he pulled liis cap over his eyes
;
and

once more attaching himself to Mr. Bumble’s coat cufl', was
led away by that dignitary to a hew scene of suffering.

For some time, Mr. Bumblo drew Oliver along, without

notice or remark
;
for the beadle carried his head very erect,

as a headle always should : and, it being a windy day, little

Oliver was completely enshrouded by the skirts of Mr. Bumble’s

coat as they blew open, and disclosed to great advantage his

flapped waistcoat and drab plush knee-breeches. As they drew
near to their destination, however, Mr. Bumble thought it

expedient to look down and see that the boy was in good order

for inspection by his new master ; which he accordingly did

:

with a fit and becoming air of gracious patronage.
** OHver !

” said Mr. Bumble.

Yes, sir,*’ replied Oliver, in a low, tremulous voice.

Pull that cap off your eyes, and hold up your head, sir.”'

Although Oliver did as he was desired, at once
;
and passed

the back of his unoccupied hand briskly across his eyes, he left

a tear in them when he looked up at his conductor. As Mr.

Bumbje gazed sternly upon him, it rolled down his cheek. It

was followed by another, and another. The child made a

strong effort, but it was an unsuccessful one. Withdrawing
his other hand ffom Mr. Bumble’s, he covered his face with

both
; and wept until the tears sprung out, from between his

thin and bony fingers.
‘‘ Well !

” exclaimed Mr. Bumble, stopping short, and
darting at his little charge a look of intense malignity. ‘‘ Well

!

Of all the ungratefuUest, and worst-disposed boys as ever I see,

Oliver, you are the
”

''No, no, sir,” sobbed Oliver, dinging to the hand which
held the well-known cane; "no, no, sir; I will be good;
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indeed
;
indeed, indeed I will, sir ! I am a very little boy, sir

;

and it is so—so

—

So what ? inquired Mr. Bumble in amazement.

So lonely, sir ! So very lonely ! cried the child. Every-

body hates me. Oh ! sir, don't, don't pray be cross to me !

"

Tlie child beat his hand upon his heart
;
and looked in his

companion’s face, with tears of real agony.

Mr. Bumble regarded Oliver’s piteous and helpless look, with

some astonishment, for a few seconds
;
hemmed three or four

times in a husky manner; and after muttering something

about “ that troublesome cough,” bade Oliver dry his eyes and

be a, good boy. Then once more taking his hand, he walked

on with him in silence.

The undertaker, who had just put up the shutters of his

shop, was making some entries in his day-book by the light of

a most appropriate dismal candle, when Mr. Bumble entered.

Aha !
” said the undertaker ; looking up from the book,

and pausing in the middle of a word ;
'‘is that you, Bumble ?

”

“No one else, Mr. Sowerberry,” replied the beadle.

“ Here ! I ’ve brought the boy.” Oliver made a bow.
“ Oh ! that ’s the boy, is it ? ” said the undertaker : raising

the candle above his head, to get a better view of Oliver.

“ Mrs. Sowerberry ! will you have the goodness to come here

a moment, my dear ?”

Mrs. Sowerbeiry emerged from a little room behind the

shop, and presented the form of a short, thin, squeezed-up

woman, with a vixenish countenance.

“My dear,” said Mr. Sowerberry, deferentially, “this is

the boy from the workhouse that I told you of.” Oliver

bowed again.
“ Dear me !

” said tlie undertaker’s wife, “ he 's very small.’'

“ Why, he is rather small,” replied Mr. Bumble : looking

at Oliver as if it were his fault that he was no bigger
;
“ he ts

small. There ’s no denying it. But he ’ll grow, Mrs. Sower-
berry—^he ’U grow.”

“ Ah ! I dare say he will,” relied the lady pettishly, “ on
our victuals and our drink. I see no saving in parish children,

not I
;
for they always cost more to keep, than they ’re worth.

However, men always think they know best. ITiere ! Get
down stairs, little bag o’ bones.” With this, the undertaker’s

wife opened a side door and pushed Oliver down a steep flight

of stairs into a stone cell, damp and dark : forming the ante-
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room to the coal-cellar, and denominated the kitchen

:

whei'ein sat a slatternly girl, in shoes down at heel, and blue

worsted stockings very much out of repair.

Here, Charlotte,” said Mrs. Sowerberry, who had followed

Oliver do wn, *'give this boy some of the cold bits that were

put by for Trip. He hasn’t come home since the morning, so

he may go without ’em. I dare say the boy isn’t too dainty

to eat ’em,—are you, boy ?
”

Oliver, whose eyes had glistened at the mention of meat,

and who was trembling with eagerness to devour it, replied in

the negative
;
and a plateful of coarse broken victuals was set

before him.

I wish some well-fed philosopher, whose meat and drink

turn to gall within him
;
whose blood is ice, whose heart is

iron
;
could have seen Oliver Twist clutching at the dainty

viands that the dog had neglected. I wish he could have

witnessed the horrible avidity with which Oliver tore the bits

asunder with all the ferocity of famine. There is only one

thing I should like better; and that would be to see the

Philosopher making the same sort of meal himself, with the

same relish.

“ Well,” said the undertaker’s wife, when Oliver had
finished his supper : which she had regarded in silent horror,

and with fearful auguries of his future appetite: “have you
done ?

”

There being nothing eatable within his reach, Oliver replied

in the affirmative.

“Then come with me,” said Mrs. Sowerberry: taking up
a dim and dirty lamp, and leading the way up stairs

;
“ your

bed ’s under the counter. You don’t mind sleeping among
the coffins, I suppose ? But it doesn’t much matter whether
you do or don’t, for you can’t sleep anywhere else. Come,
don’t keep me here all night !

”

Oliver lingered no longer, but meekly followed his new
mistress.
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CHAPTER V.

OUVER MINQLES WITH NEW ASSOCIATES. GOING TO A FUNERAL FOB THE

FIRST TIME, HE FORMS AN UNFAVOURABLE NOTION OF HIS MASTER’S

BUSINESS.

Oliver being left to himself in the undertaker’s shop, set

the lamp down on a workman’s bench, and gazed timidly

about him with a feeling of awe and dread, which many
l)eople a good deal older than he will be at no loss to imder-

stand. An unfinished coffin on black tressels, which stood in

the middle of the shop, looked so gloomy and deatldike that a

cold tremble came over him, every time his eyes wandered in

tiie direction of the dismal object
;

from which he almost

expected to see some frightful form slowly rear its head, to drive

him mad with terror. Against the wall were ranged, in regular

array, a long row of elm boards cut into the same shape

:

looking in the dim light, like high-shouldered ghosts with

their hands in their breeches pockets. Coffin-plates, elm-chips,

1 )right-headed nails, ’and shreds of black cloth, lay scattered on

the floor : and the wall behind the counter was ornamented
with a lively representation of two mutes in very stiff neck-

clotlis, on duty at a large private door, with a hearse drawn
by four black steeds, approaching in the distance. The shop

was close and hot
;
and the atmosphere seemed tainted with

the smell of coffins. The recess beneath the counter in which
his flock mattress was thrust, looked like a grave.

Nor were these tlie only dismal feelings which depressed

Oliver. He was alone in a strange place
;
and we all know

how chilled and desolate the best of ,us will sometimes feel in

such a situation. The boy had no friends to care for, or to

care for him. The regret of no recent separation was fresh in

Ills mind
;
the absence of no loved and well-remembered face

sunk heavily into his iieart. But his heart was heavy, not-

withstanding
;
and he wislied, as he crept into his narrow bed,

that that were his coffin
j and that he could be laid in a calm
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and lasting sleep in the churchyard ground, with the tall gi’ass

waving gently above his head, and the sound of the old deep

bell to soothe him in his sleep.

Oliver was awakened in the morning, by a loud kicking

at the outride of the shop-door : which before he could huddle

on his clothes, was repeated, in an angiy and impetuous

manner, about twenty-five times. When he began to undo

the chain, the legs desisted, and a voice began.

Open the door, will yer ?*’ cried the voice which belonged

to the legs which had kicked at the door.

I wiU, directly, sir,” replied Oliver : undoing the chain,

and turning the key.

suppose yer the new boy, aVt yer?’^ said the voice

through the key-hole.

Yes, sir,” replied Oliver.

How old are yer ? ” inquired the voice.

Ten, sir,” replied Oliver.
‘‘ Then, I ’U whop yer when I get in,” said the voice

;

** you just see if I don^t, that's all, my work'us brat !
” and

having inade this obliging promise, the voice began to whistle.

Oliver had been too often subjected to the process to which
the very exprei^sive monosyllable just recorded bears reference,

to entertain the smallest doubt that the owner of the voice,

whoever he might be, would redeem his pledge, most honour-
ably. He drew back the bolts with a trembling hand, and
opened the door.

For a second or two, Oliver glanced up the street, and down
the street, and over the way : impressed with the belief that

the unknovTi, who had addressed him through the key-hole,

had walked a few paces off, to warm himself
;

for nobody did

he see but a big charity-boy, sitting on a post in front of the

house, eating a slice of bread and butter
;
which he cut into

wedges, the size of his mouth, with a clasp knife, and then
consumed with great dexterity.

‘‘I beg your pardon, sir,” said Oliver, at length; seeing

that no other visitor made his appearance
;

did you knock?”
I kicked,” replied the charity-boy.

''Did you want a coffin, sir?” inquired Oliver, innocently.

At this, the charity-boy looked monstrous fierce
;
and said

that Oliver v^ould want one before long, if he cut jokes with
his superiors in that way.
"Yer don’t know who I am, I suppose, Work’us?” said
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*tli0 chariiy-boj, in continuation ; descending from ihe top ot

the post, meanwhile, with edifying gravity.

** No, sir,’’ rejoined Oliver.

'' I ’m Mister Noah Claypole,” said the charity boy,
""

you ’re under me. Take down the shutters, yer idle young

ruffian!” With this Mr. Claypole administered a kick to

Oliver, and entered the shop with a dignified air, which did

him great credit. It is difficult for a large-headed, small-

eyed youth, of lumbering make and heavy countenance, to

look dignified under any circumstances
;

but it is more
especially so, when superadded to these personal attractions

are a red nose and yellow smalls.

Oliver, having taken down the shutters, and broken a pane

of glass in his efforts to stagger away beneath the weight of

the first one to a small court at the side of the house in which

they were kept during the day, was graciously assisted by
Noah : who having consoled him with the assurance that

“he’d catch it,” condescended to help him. Mr. Sowerberry

came down soon after. Shortly afterwards, Mrs. Sowerberry

appeared
;
and Oliver having “ caught it,” in fulfilment of

Noah’s prediction, followed that young gentleman down stairs

to breaMast.
“ Come near the fire, Noah,” said Charlotte. “ I saved a

nice little bit of bacon for you from master’s breakfast.

Oliver, shut thtit door at Mister Noah’s back, and take them
bits that I ’ve put out on the cover of the bread-pan. There ’s

your tea
;
take it away to that box, and drink it there, and

make haste, for they ’ll want you to mind the shop. D’ ye

hear ?
”

“ D’ ye hear, Work’us? ” said Noah Claypole.

“Lor, Noah !
” said Charlotte, “ what a rum creature you

are ! Why don’t you lot the boy alone ?
”

“ Let him alone !
” said Noah. “ Why everybody lets him

alone enough, for the matter of that. Neither his father nor

his mother will ever interfere with him. All his relations let

him have his own way pretty well. Eh, Charlotte ! He !

he! he!”
“ Oh, you queer soul !

” said Charlotte, bursting into a

hearty laugh, in which she was joined by Noah
;

after which,

tliey both looked scornfully at poor Oliver Twist, as he sat

shivering on the box in the coldest comer of the room, and
ate the stale pieces which had been specially reserved for him.
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Noali was a charity-boy, but not a workhouse orphan. No
chance-child was he, for he could trace his genealogy all the

way back to his pai’ents, who lived hard by; his mother being

a washerwoman, and his father a drunken soldier, discharged

with a wooden leg, and a diurnal pension of twopence half-

penny and an unstateable fraction. The shop-boys in the

neighbourhood had long been in the haJbit of branding Noah,

in the public streets, with the ignominious epithets of

‘‘leathers,” “chaiity,” and the like; and Noah had borne

them without reply. But, now that fortune had cast in his

way a nameless orphan, at whom even the meanest could

point the finger of scorn, he retorted on him with interest.

This affords charming food for contemplation. It shows us

what a beautiful thing human nature may be made to be :

and how impartially the same amiable qualities are developed

in the finest lord and the dirtiest charity-boy,

Oliver had been sojourning at the undertaker’s some three

weeks or a month. Mr. and Mrs. Sowerberry—the shop
being shut up—w’ere taking their supper in th(3 little back-
parlour, when Mr. Sowerberry, after several deferential

glances at his wife, said,

“My defir
—

” He was going to say more; but, Mrs.

Sowerberry looking up, with a peculiarly unprojntious aspect,

ht stopped short.

“Well,” said Mrs. Sowerberry, sharply.

“Nothing, my dear, nothing,” said Mr. Sowerberry.
“ Ugh, you brute !

” said Mrs. Sowerberry.

“Not at all, my dear,” said Mr. Sowerberry humbly. “ I

thought you didn’t want to hear, my dear. I was only going
to say

“ Oh, don’t tell me what you were going to say,” interposed

Mrs. Sowerberry. “I am nobody; don’t consult me, pray.

T don’t want to intrude upon your secrets.” As Mrs. Sower-
berry said this, she gave an hysterical laugh, which threatened

violent consequences.
“ But, my dear,” said Sowerberry, “ I want to ask joiit

advice.”

“ No, no, don’t ask mine,” replied Mrs. Sowerberry, in an
affecting manner : “ask somebody else’s.” Here, there was
another hysterical laugh, which frightened Mr. Sowerbeny
very much. This is a very common and much-approved
matrimonial course of treatment, which is often very efiective,

O.T. c
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It at once reduced Mr. Sowerberiy to begfging, as a special

favour, to be allowed to say what Mrs. Sowerbeny was most

curious to hear. After a short altercation of less than three

quarters of an hour’s duration, the permission was most

graciously conceded,

‘‘It’s only about young Twist, my dear,^’ said Mr. Sower-

berry. A Very good-looking boy, that, my dear.”

“ He need be, for he eats enough,” observed the lady.

There ’s an expression of melancholy in his face, my
dear,” resumed Mr. Sowerberry, ^^wlwch is very interesting.

He would make a delightful mute, my love.”

Mrs. Sowerberry looked up with an expression of consider-

able wonderment. Mr. Sowerberry remarked it
;
and without

allowing time for any observation on the good lady’s part,

proceeded.

I don’t mean a regular mute to attend grown-up people,

my dear, but only for children’s practice. It would be very

new. to have a mute in proportion, my dear. You may depend

upon it, it would have a superb effect.”

Mrs. Sowerberry, who had a good deal of taste in the

undertaking way, ^as much struck by the novelty of this

idea
;
but, as it would have been compromising her dignity

to have said so, under existing circumstances, she merely

inquired, with much shaipness, udiy such an obvious sugges-

tion had not presented itself to her husband’s mind before ?

Mr. Sowerberry rightly construed this, as an acquiescence in

his proposition; it was speedily determined, therefore, that

Oliver should be at once initiated into the mysteries of the

trade
;
and, wdth this view, that he should accompany his

master on the very next occasion of his services being required.

The occasion was not long in coming. Half an hour after

breakfast next morning, Mr. Bumble entered the shop
;
and

supporting his cane against the counter, drew forth his large

leathern pocket-hook : from which he selected a small scrap

of paper, which he handed over to Sowerberry.

Aha !
” said the undertaker, glancing over it with a lively

countenance : an order for a cofBn, eh ?
”

“For a cofiin first, and a porochial funeral afterwards,”

replied Mr. Bumble, fastening the strap of the leathern

pocket-book : which, like himself, was very corpulent.
“ Bayton,” said the imdertaker, looking from the scrap of

paper to Mr. Bumble. **
I never heard the name before.”
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BuniLle shook his head, as he replied, ** Obstinate people^

Mr. Sowerberiy ;
veiy obstinate. Proud^ too, I ’m afraid, sir."

Proud, eh ? ” exclaimed Mr. Sowerberry with a sneer.

*^Come, that’s too much.’’

‘‘Oh, it’s sickeniiig,” replied the beadle. “Antimonial,

Mr. Sowerberry !

”

“ So it is,” acquiesced the undertaker.

“We only heard of the family the night before last,” said

the beadle; '‘and we shouldn’t have known ?inything about

them, then, only a woman w^ho lodges in the same house made
an application to the porochifJ committee for them to send the

porochial surgeon to see a w^oman as was very bad. Ho had
gone out to dinner

;
but his ’prentice (which is a very clever

lad) sent ’em some medicine in a blacking-bottle, off-hand.”

“Ah, there’s promptness,” said tlie undertaker.

“ Promptness, indeed !
” replied tlie beadle. “ But what ’s

the consequence; what’s the ungrateful behaviour of these

rebels, sii'? Why, the husband sends back word that the

medicine won’t suit his wife’s complaint, and so she shan’t

lake it—says she shan’t take it, sir ! Good, strong, whole-

some Biedieino, as was given with great success to two Irish

labourers and a coaUieaver, only a week before—sent ’em foi

nothing, with a blacldn-bottle in,—and lie sends back word
tJiat she shan’t take it, sir !

”

As the atrocity ])resented itself to Mr. Bumble’s mind in

full force, he struck the counter sharply with his cane, and
became flushed with indignation.

“ Well,” said the undertaker, “ I ne—ver—did ”

“Never did, sir!” ejaculated the 1 roadie. “No, nor no-

body never did
;
but, now she ’s dead, Ave ’ve got to bury her

;

and that’s the direction; and the sooner it’s done, the better.”

Thus saying, Mr. Bumble put on bis cocked hat wrong side

first, in a fever of parochial excitement
;
and flounced out of

ttxe shop.
“ Why, lie Avas so angr^’', Oliver, that he forgot even to ask

after you !
” said Mr. Sowerberry, looking after the beadle as

he strode down the street.

“Yes, sir,” replied Oliver, who had carefully kept himself

out of sight, duj’ing the interview ;
and who was shaking

from head to foot at the mere recollection of the sound of Mr.

Bumble’s voice. He needn’t have taken the trouble to shrink

from Mr. Bumble’s glance, however ;
for that functionary, on
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whom the prediction of the gentleman in the white waistcoat

had made a very strong impression, Ihought that now the

undertaker had got Oliver upon trial the subject was better

avoided, imtil such time as he should be fii'mly bound for

seven years : and aU danger of his being returned upon the

hands of the parish should be thus effectually and legally

overcome.

'‘WeU,” said Mr. Sowerberry, taking up his hat, ^‘the

sooner this job is done, the better. Noah, look after the shop.

Oliver, put on your cap, and come with me.” Oliver obeyed,

and followed his master on his professional mission.

They walked on, for some time, through the most crowded

and densely inhabited part of the town
;
and then, striking

down a narrow street more dirty and miserable than any they

had yet passed through, paused to look for the house which

was the object of their search. The houses on either side

were high and large, but very old, and tenanted by people of

the poorest class : as their neglected appearance would have

sufficiently denoted, without the concurrent testimony afforded

by the squalid looks of the few men and women who, with

folded arms and bodies half doubled, occasionally skulked

along. A great many of the tenements had shop fronts
;
but

these were fast closed, and mouldering away : only the upper

rooms being inliabited. Some houses which had become

insecure from age and deca}^, were prevented from falling into

the street, by huge beams of wood reared against the walls,

and firmly planted in the road
;
but, even these crazy dens

seemed to have been selected as the nightly haunts of some

houseless wretches, for many of the rough boards, which

supplied the place of door and window, were wrenched from

their positions, to afford an aperture wide enough for the

passage of a human body. The kennel was stagnant and

filthy. The very rats, wliich here and there lay putrefying in

its rottenness, were hideous with famine.

There was neither knocker nor beU-handle at the open door

where Oliver and his master stopped
;

so, groping his way
cautiously through the dark passage, and bidding Oliver keep

close to him and not be afraid, the undertaker mounted to the

top of the first flight of stairs. Stumbling against a door on

the landing, he rapped at it wuth his knuckles.

It was opened by a young girl of tliirtoen or fourteen. The
undertaker at once saw enough of what the room contained.
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to know it waa the apartment to which he had been direntovi

He stepped in
;
Oliver followed him.

There was no fire in the room
;
but a man was crouching

mechanically, over the empty stove. An old woman, too, had

drawn a low stool to the cold hearth, and was sitting beside

him. There were some ragged children in another comer;

and in a small recess, opposite the door, there lay upon the

ground, something covered with an old blanket. Oliver

shuddered as he east his eyes towards the place^ and crept

involuntarily closer to his master
;
for though it was covered

up, the boy felt that it was a corpse.

The man’s face was thin and very pale
;
his hair and beard

were grizzly
;

his eyes were bloodshot. The old woman’s
face was wrinkled

;
her two remaining teeth protruded over

her under lip
;
and her eyes were briglit and piercing. Oliver

was afraid to look at either her or the man. They seemed so

like the rats he had seen outside.

Nobody shall go near her,” said the man, starting fiercely

up, as the undertaker approached the recess. “Keep back!

d--n you, keep back, if you ’ve a life to lose !

”

“Nonsense, my good man,” said the undertaker, who was
pretty well used to misery in all its shapes. “ Nonsense !

”

“I tell you,” said the man: clenching his hands, and
stamping furiously on the floor,

—“ I tell you I won’t have
her put into the ground. She couldn’t rest there. The
worms would worry her—not eat her—she is so worn away.”

The undertaker offered no reply to this raving
;
hut, pro-

ducing a tape from his pocket, knelt do'wn for a moment by
the side of the body.

“ Ah !
” said the man : bursting into tears, and sinking on

his knees at the feet of the dead woman
;

“ kneel down,
kneel down—kneel round her, every one of you, and mark
my words ! I say she was starved to death. I never knew
how bad she was, till the fever came upon her

;
and then her

bones were starting through the skin. There was neither fire

nor candle
;
she died in the dark—in the dark ! She couldn’t

even see her children’s faces, though we heard her gasping
out their names. I begged for her in the streets

;
and they

sent me to prison. When I came back, she was dying
;
and

all the blood in my heart has dried up, for they starved her
to death. I swear it before the God that saw it! They
starved her I

” He twined his hands in his hair; and, with
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a loud scream, rolled grovelling upon the floor; his eyo»

fixed, and the foam covering his lips.

The terrified children cried bitterly
;
but the old woman,

who had hitherto remained as quiet as if she had been wholly

deaf to all that passed, menaced them into silence. Having
unloosed the cravat of the man who still remained extended

on the groimd, she tottered towards the undertaker

She was my daughter, said the old woman, nodding her

head in the direction of the corpse
;
and speaking with an

idiotic leer, more ghastly than even the presence of death in

such a place. Lord, Lord ! Well, it is strange that I who
gave birth to her, and was a woman then, should be alive and

merry now, and she lying there : so cold and stifi' ! Lord,

Lord !—to think of it ;—it ’a as good as a play—as good as a

play!”

As the wretched creature mumbled and chuckled in her

hideous merrimeiit, the undertaker turned to go away.

Stop, stop !
” said the old woman in a loud whisper.

‘*Will she be buried to-morrow, or next day, or to-night?

1 laid her out
;
and I must walk, you know. Send me a large

cloak : a good warm one : for it is bitter cold. We should

have cake and wine, too, before we go ! Never mind
;
send

some bread—only a loaf of bread and a cup of water. Shall

we have some bread, dear?” she said eagerly: catching at

the undertaker’s coat, as he once more moved towards the door.

*^Ycs, yes,” said the undertaker, ^^of course. Anything
you like!” He disengaged himself from 'tlie old woman’s
grasp : and, drawing Oliver after him, hurried away.

The next day, (the family having been meanwhile relieved

with a haLf-quartf^n loaf and a pierce of cheese : left with

them by Mr. Bumble himself,) Oliver and liis master returned

to the miserable abode
; where Mr. Bumble had already

arrived, accompanied by four men irom the \vorkhou8e, who
were to act us bearers. An old black cloak’ had been thrown
over the rags of the old woman and the man

;
and the bare

coffin having been screwed doAvn, was hoisted on the shoulders

of the bearers, and carried into the street.

Now, you must put your best leg foremost, old lady ’
”

whispered Sowerbeny in the old woman’s ear; ^‘we are

rather late
;
and it won’t do, to keep the clergyman waiting.

Move on, my men,—as quick as you like I
”

Thus directed, the bearers trotted on under their light
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burden; and the two mourners kept as near them as they

could. Mr. Bumble and Sowerbeny walked at a good smart

pace in front
;
and Oliver, whose legs were not so long as his

master’s, ran by the side.

There was not so great a necessity for hurrying as Mr.

Sowerborry had anticipated, however
;
for when they reached

the obscure comer of the churchyard in which tiie nettles

grew, and where tlie parish graves were made, the clergy-

man had not arrived
;
and the clerk, who was sitting by the

vestry-room fire, seemed to think it by no moans improbable

that it might be an hour or so, before he came. So, they put

the bier on the brink of the grave
;
and the two mourners

waited patiently in the damp clay, with a cold rain drizzling

down, while the ragged boys, whom the spectacle had

attracted into the churchyard, played a noisy game at hide-

and-seek among the tombstones : or varied their amusements
by jumping backwards and forwards over the coffin. Mr
Sowerberry and Bumble, being personiil friends of the clerk,

sat by the fire with him, and read the paper.

At length, after a lapse of something more than an hour,

Mr. Bumble, and Sowerberry, and the clerk, were seen

running towards the grave. Immediately afterwards the

clergyman appeared
:

putting on his surplice as he came
along. Mr. Bumble then threshed a boy or two, to keep up
appearances

;
and the reverend gentleman, having read

as much of the burial service as could be compressed into

foiu* minutes, gave his surplice to the clerk, and walked
away again.

“Now, Bill!” said Sowerberry to the grave-digger, “fill

up !

”

It was no very difficult task
;

for the grave was so full,

that the uppermost coffin was within a few feet of the surface.

The grave-digger shovelled in the eartli
;
stamped it loosely

down with his feet : shouldered his spade
;
and walked ofl',

followed by the boys : who murmured very loud complaints

at the fun being over so soon.
“ Come, my good fellow !

” said Bumble, tapping the man
on the back. “ They want to shut up the yard.”

The man, who had never once moved, since he had taken

his station by the grave side, started, raised his head, stared

at the person who had addressed him, walked forward for a
few paces

; and fell down in a swoon. The eraser old woman
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was too much occupied in bewailing tha loss of her cloak

(which the undertaker had taken off), to pay him any atten-

tion
;
so they threw a can of cold water over him

;
and when

he came to, saw him safely out of the churchyard, locked the

gate, and departed on their different ways.
** Well, Oliver,” said Sowerberry, as they walked home,

how do you like it ?
”

‘‘ Pretty well, thank you, sir,” replied Ohver, with con-

siderable hesitation. Not very much, sir.”

Ah, you ’ll get used to it in time, Oliver,” said Sower-

berry. Nothing when you are used to it, my boy.”

Oliver wondered, in his own mind, whether it had taken a

very long time to get Mr. Sowerberry used to it. But he

thought it better not to ask the question
;
and walked back to

the shop : thinking over all he had seen and heard.
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CHAPTER VI.

OLIVEB, BEINa GOADED BY THE TAUNTS OF NOAH, ROUSES INTO ACTION,

AND RATHER ASTONISHES HIM.

The montli’s trial over, Oliver was formally apprenticed

It was a nice sickly season just at tins time. In commercial

phrase, coffins were looking up
;
and, in the course of a few

weeks, Oliver had acquired a great deal of experience. The
success of Mr. Sow^erberry’s ingenious speculation, exceeded

even his most sanguine hopes. The oldest inhabitants recol-

lected no period at which measles had been so prevalent, or

60 fatal to infant existence
;
and many wore the mournful

processions which little Oliver headed, in a hat-band reaching

down to his knees, to the indescribable admiration and emotion
of all the mothers in the town. As Oliver accompanied his

master in most of his adult expeditions, too, in order that he
might acquire that equanimity of demeanour and full com-
mand of nerve which are so essential to a finished undertaker,

he had many opportunites of observing the beautiful resigna-

tion and fortitude with which some strong-minded people bear

their trials and losses.

For instance
;
when Sowerberry had an order for the burial

of some rich old lady or gentleman, who was surrounded by
a great number of nephews and nieces, who had been perfectly

inconsolable during the previous illness, and whose grief had
been wholly irrepressible even on the most public occasions,

they would be as happy among themselves as need he—quite

cheerful and contented : conversing together with as much
freedom and gaiety, as if nothing whatever had happened to

disturb them. Husbands, too, bore the loss of their wives
^vith the most heroic calmness. Wives, again, put on weeds
for their husbands, as if, so far from grieving in the garb of

sorrow, they had made up their minds to render it as becoming
mid attractive as possible. It was observable, too, that ladies

and gentlemen who were in passions of anguish dming tho
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ceremony of interment, recovered almost as soon as they

reached home, and became quite composed before the tea-

drinking was over. All this was very pleasant and improving

to see
;
and Oliver beheld it with great admiration.

"fhat Oliver Twist was moved to resignation by the example

of these good people, I cannot, although I am his biographer,

undertake to affirm with any degree of confidence
;
but I can

most distinctly say, that for many montiis he continued meekly

to submit to the domination and ill-treatment of Noah Clay-

poie : who used him far worse than before, now that his

jealousy was roused by seeing the new boy promoted to the

black stick and hat-band, while he, the old one, remained

stationary in the muffin-cap and leathers. Charlotte treated

him badly, because Noah did
;
and Mrs. Sowerberry was his

decided enemy, because Mr. Sowerberry was disposed to be his

friend
;

so, between these three on one side, and a glut of

funerals on the other, Oliver was not altogether as comfort-

able as the hungry pig was when he was shut up, by mistake,

in the grain department of a brewery.

And now, I come to a very important passage in Oliver’s

history
;
for I have to record an act, slight and unimportant

perhaps in appearance, but which indirectly produced a most

material change in all his future prospects and proceedings.

One day, Olive r and Noah had descended into the kitchen

at the usual diimor-hoTir, to banquet upon a small joint of

mutton—a pound and a half of the worst end of the neck

—

when Charlotte being called out of the way, there ensued a

brief interval of time, which Noah Cla3rpole, being hungry and
vicious, considered he could not possibly devote to a worthier

purpose than aggravating and tantalising young Oliver Twist.

Intent upon this innocent amusement, Noah put his feet on
the table-cloth

;
and pulled Oliver's hair

;
and twitched his

ears; and expressed his opinion that he was a “ sneak; ” and
furthermore announced his intention of coming to see him
hanged, whenever that desirable event should take place

;
and

entered upon various other topics of petty annoyance, like a

malicious and ill-conditioned charity-boy as he was. But,

none of these taimts producing the desired effect of making
Oliver cry, Noah attempted to he more facetious still; and in

this attempt, did what many small wits, with for greater

reputations than Noah, sometimes do to this day, when they

want to be funny. He got rather personal.
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Work’us,” said Noali, how ’s jour mother ?

“She’s dead,” replied Oliver; “don’t jou say anything

about her to me i

”

Oliver’s colour rose as lie said this ; he breathed quickly

;

and there was a curious working of the mouth and nostrils,

which j\Ir. Claypole thought must be the immediate prscursor

of a violent fit of crying. Under this impression ho retmued

to the charge.
“ What dhi she die of, Work’us?” said Noah.

“Of a broken heart, some of oiir old nurses told me,”

replied Oliver : more as if he were talking to himself, than

answering Noah. “ T think I know what it must be to die

of that !

”

“Tol de rol lol lol, right fol lairy, Work’us,” said Noah, as

a -tear rolled down Oliver’s cheek. “ Wliat ’s set you a snivel-

ling now ?
”

“Not you,” replied Oliver, hastily brushing the tear away.
“ Don’t think it,”

“ Oh, not me, eh? ” sneered Noah.

“No, not you,” replied Oliver, sharply. “There; that’s

enough. Don’t say anything more to me about her
;
you ’d

better not !

”

“Better not!” exclaimed Noah. “Well! Better not!
Work’us, don’t be impudent. Your mother, too! She was a
nice ’un, she was. Oh, Lor !

” And here, Noah nodded his

head expressively
;
and curled up as much of his small red

nose as muscular action could collect together, for the occasion.
“ Yer know, W’^ork’us,” continued Noah, emboldened by

Oliver’s silence, and speaking in a jeering tone of affected

pity : of all tones the most annoying :
“ Yor know, Work’us,

it cam’t be helped now
;
and of course yor couldn’t help it

then
; and I ’m very sorry for it

;
and I ’m sure we all are,

and pity yer very much. But yer must know, Work’us, yer
mother was a regular right-down bad '*uii.”

“ What did you say ? ” inquired Oliver, looking up very
quickly.

“A regular right-down bad ’un, Work’us,” replied Noah
coolly. ^ And it ’s a great deal better, Work’us, that she died
when she did, or else she ’d have been hard labouring in

Bridewell, or transported, or hung : whicli is more likely

than either, isn’t it ?
”

Crimson with fury, Oliver started up
;
overthrew the chair
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and table
;
seized Noab by the throat

;
shoot him, in the

violence of his rage, till his teeth chattered in his head
;

and,

collecting his whole force into one heavy blow, felled him to

the groimd.

A minute ago, the boy had looked the quiet, mild, dejected

creature that harsh treatment had made him. But his spirit

was roused at last
;
the cruel insult to his dead mother had

set his blood on fire. Ilis breast heaved
;

his attitude was
erect

;
his eye bright and vivid

;
his whole person changed,

as he stood glaring over the cowardly tormentor who now lay

crouching at his feet
;
and defied him with an energy he had

never, known before.

He ’ll murder me !
” blubbered Noah. Charlotte !

missis ! Here ’s the new boy a murdering of me ! Help !

help ! Oliver ’s gone mad ! Char—^lotte !

”

Noah’s shouts were responded to, by a loud scream from

Charlotte, and a louder from Mrs. Sowerberry
;
the former

of whom rushed into the kitchen by a side-door, while the

latter paused on the staircase till she was quite certain that it

was consistent with the preservation of human life, to come

further down.

Oh, you little wretch !
” screamed Charlotte

;
seizing

Oliver with her utmost force, wliich was about equal to that

of a moderately strong man in particularly good training.

Oh, you little im-grate-ful, mur-de-rous, hor-rid viUain !

”

And between every syllable, Charlotte gave Oliver a blow

with all her might : accompanying it with a scream, for the

benefit of society.

Charlotte’s fist was by no means a light one
;
but, lest it

should not be effectual in calming Oliver’s wrath, Mrs, Sower-

berry plunged into the kitchen, and assisted to hold him with

one hand, while she scratched his face with the other. In

this favourable position of affairs, Noah rose from the groimd:

and pommelled him behind.

This was rather too violent exercise to last long. When
they were all three wearied out, and could tear and beat no

longer, they dragged Oliver, struggling and shouting, but

nothing daunted, into the dust-cellar, and there locked him
up. This being done, Mrs. Sowerberry, sunk into a chair,

and burst into tears. *

Bless her, she’s going off!” said Charlotte. A glajss

of water, Noah, dear. Make haste 1

”
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Oh. ! Charlotte/* said Mrs. Sowerberry : speaking as well

as she could, through a deficiency of breath, and a sufficiency

of cold water, which Noah had poured over her head and

shoulders. Oh ! Charlotte, what a mercy we have not aU
been murdered in our beds !

**

Ah ! mercy indeed, ma*am,** was the reply. T only

hope this *Il teach master not to have any more of these

dreadful creaturs, that are born to be murderers and robbers

from their very cradle. Poor Noah ! lie was all but killed

ma’am, when 1 come in.**

Poor fellow !
’* said Mrs. Sowerberry : looking piteously

on the charity-boy.

Noah : v.hoso top waistcoat-button might have been some-

where on a level with the crown of Oliver’s head : rubbed
his eyes with the inside of his wrists while this commiseration

was bestowed upon him, and performed some afiecting tears

and sniffs.

What *s to be done'! ** exclaimed Mrs. Sowerberry. ‘‘Your

master *8 not at home
;
there ’s not a man in tlie house

;
and

he *11 kick that door down, in ten minutes.** OKver’s vigorous

plunges against the bit of timber in question, rendered this

occmrence liighly probable.
‘‘ Dear, dear! I don’t know, ma’am,** said Charlotte, “ unless

we send for the police-officers.”

“ Or the millingtary,” suggested Mr. Clnyq)ole.

“No, no,’* said Mrs. Sowerberry
;
bethinking herself of

Oliver’s old friend, “ Run to Mr. Bumble, Noah, and tell

him to come here directly, and not to lose a minute
;
never

mind yom* cap I Make haste ! You can hold a knife to that

black eye, as you run along. It *11 keep the swelling down.”
Noah stopped to make no reply, but started off at his fullest

speed
;
and very much it astonished the people who were out

walking, to see a charity-boy tearing through the streets peU-

mcU, with no cap on his head, and a clasp-knife at his eye.
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CHAPTER Vn.

OLIVER CONTINUES REFRACTORY.

Noah Clatpole ran along tlie streets at his sv iftesfc pace,

and paused not once for breath, until he reached the work-

house-gate. Having rested here, for a minute or so, to collect

a good burst of sobs and an imposing show of tears and terror,

he knocked loudly at the wicliet
;
and presented such a rueful

face to the aged pauper who opened it, that even he, who saw
notliing but rueful faces about him at tho best of times, started

back in astonishment,

“Why, what^s the matter with the boy!’’ said the old

pauper.

“Mr. Bumble! Mr. Bumble!” cried Noah, with well-

affected dismay : and in tones so loud and agitated, that they

not only caught the car of Mr. Bumble himself, who happened

to be hard by, but alarmed him so much that he rushed into

the yard without his cocked hat,—which is a very curious and

remarkable circumstance : as showing that even a beadle,

acted upon by a sudden and powerful impulse, may bo afflicted

with a momentary visitation of loss of self-possession and

forgetfulness of personal dignity.

“ Oh, Mr. Bumble, sir !
” said Noah :

“ Oliver, sir—Oliver

lias
”

“ What ? What ? ” interposed Mr. Bumble : with a gleam

of pleasure in his metallic eyes. “ Not run away
;
he hasn’t

run away, has he, Noah ?
”

“No, sir, no. Not run away, sir, but he ’s turned vicious,”

replied Noah. “He tried to murder me, sir; and then he
tried to murder Charlotte

;
and then missis. Oh ! what

dreadful pain it is ! Such agony, please, sir !
” And here,

Noah writhed and twisted his body into an extensive variety

of eel-like positions
;
thereby giving Mr. BumTble to under-

stand that, from the violent and sanguinary onset of Oliver

Twist, he had sustained severe internal injury and damage,
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from which he was, at that momeut, suffering the acutest

torture.

When Noah saw that the intelligence he communicatefl

perfectly paralysed Mr. Bumble, he imparted additional effect

thereunto, by bewailing his dreadful wounds ten times louder

than before; and, when he observed a gentleman ir a white

waistcoat crossing the yard, he was more tragic in his lamen-

tations than ever : rightly conceiving it highly expedient to

attract the };!otioe,.and rouse the indignation, of the geutieraan

aforesaid.

The gentleman’s notice was very soon attracted
;

for ho had
not walked tliree paces, when he turned angrily round, and
inquired what that young cur was howling for

;
and why Mr.

Bumble did not favour him with something which would
render the seines of vocular exclamations so designated an
involuntary process.

^‘It’s a poor boy from the free-school, sir,” replied Mr.
Bumble, who has been nearly murdered—all but murdered,
sir.—by young Twist.”

^^By Jove! ” exclaimed the gentleman in the white waist-

coat, stopping short. I knew it ! I felt a strange presenti-

ment from the very first, that that audacious young savage
would come to be hung !

”

^'Ile has likewise attempted, sir, to murder the female

servant,” said Mr. Bumble, with a face of ashy paleness.

And his missis,” interposed Mr. Claypole.

''And his master, too, I think you said, Noah?” added
Mr. Bumble.

" No
;
he ’s out, or he would have murdered him,” replied

Noah. Ho said,he wanted to.”

"Ah! Said he wanted to; did he, my boy?” inquired

the gentleman in the white waistcoat.
" Yes, sir,” replied Noah. " And please, sir, missis wants

to know whether Mr. Bumble can spare time to step up there,

directly, and flog him—’cause master’s out.”
" Certainly, my boy

;
certainly,” said the gentleman in the

white waistcoat : smiling benignly, and patting Noali’s head,

which was about three inches higher than his own. "You’re
a good boy—a very good boy. Here’s a penny for you
Bumble, just step up to Sowerberry’s with your cane, and see

what ’s best to be done. Don’t spare him, Bumble.”
" No, I will not, sir,” replied the beadle : adjusting the
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wax-end winch was twisted round tlio bottom of his cane, for

purposes of parochial flagellation.

“Tell Sowerbeny not to spare him either. They’ll never

do anything with him, without stripes and bruises,” said the

gentleman in the white waistcoat.

“ I ’ll take care, sir,” replied the beadle. And the cocked

hat and cane having been, by this time, adjusted to their

owner’s satisfaction, Mr. Bumble and Noah Claypole betook

themselves with all speed to the undertaker’s shop.

Here, the position of affairs had not at aU improved.

Sowerbeny had not yet returned, and Oliver continued to

kick, with undiminished vigour, at the cellar-door. The
accounts of his ferocity, as related by Mrs. Sowerberry and
Charlotte, were of so startling a nature, tliat Mr. Bumble
judged it prudent to parley, before opening the door. With
this view, he gave a kick at the outside, by way of prelude

;

and then, appl^'ing his mouth to the keyhole, said, in a deep

and impressive tone

:

“ Oliver !

”

“ Come
;
you let me out !

” rejAied Oliver, from the inside.

“ Do you know this here voice, Oliver? ” said Mr. Bumble.

“Yes,” replied Oliver.

“ Ain’t you afraid of it, sir ? Ain’t you a-trembling while

I speak, sir ? ” said Mr. Bumble.

“No,” replied Oliver boldly.

An answer so different from the one he had expected to

elicit, and was in the habit of receiving, staggered Mr. Bumble
not a little. lie stepped back from the keyhole

;
drew

himself up to his full height
;
and looked from one to another

of the three bystanders, in mute astonishment.
“ Oh, you know, Mr. Bumble, he must be mad,” said Mrs.

Sowerberry. “No boy in half his senses could venture to

speak so to you.”
“ It ’s not Madness, ma’am,” replied Mr. Bumble, after a

few moments of deep meditation. “ It ’s Meat.”
“ What ? ” exclaimed Mrs. Sowerberry.
“ Meat, ma’am, meat,” replied Bumble, with stem emphasis,

“ You ’ve overfed him, ma’am. You ’ve raised a artificial

soul and spirit in him, ma’am, unbecoming a person of his

condition : as the board, Mrs. Sowerberry, who are practical

philosophers, will teU you. What have paupers to do with

soul or spirit ? It ’s quite enough that we let ’em have live
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bodies. If you had kept tlie boy on gruel, ma’am, this would
never have happened.”

** Dear, dear! ” ejaculated Mrs. Sowerberry, piously raising

her eyes to the kitchen ceiling : this comes of being

liberal !

”

The liberality of Mrs. Sowerberry to Oliver, had consisted

in a profuse bestowal upon him of all the dirty odds and ends

which nobody else would eat
;

so, there was a great deal of

meekness and self-devotion in her voluntarily remaining under

Mr. Bumble’s heavy accusation : of which, to do her justice,

she was wholly innocent, in thought, word, or deed.

Ah !
” said Mr. Bumble, when the lady brought her eyes

dovTi to earth again
;

“ the only thing that can be done now,

that 1 know of, is to leave him in the cellar for a day or so,

till ho ’s a little starved do^ATi; und then to trike him out, and

keep him on gruel all through his apprenticeship. He comes

of a bad family. Excitable natures, Mrs. Sowerberry ! Botli

the nurse and doctor said, that that mother of his made her

way here, against difficulties and pain that would have killed

any well-disposed woman, weeks before.”

At this point of Mr. Bumble’s discoiu’se, Oliver, just

hearing enough to know that some new allusion was being

made to his mother, recommenced kicking, with a violence

that rendered every other sound inaudible. Sowerberry

returned at this juncture. Oliver’s offence having been ex-

plained to him, with such exaggerations as the ladies thought

best calculated to rouse his ire, he unlocked the cellar-door in

a twinkling, and dragged his rebellious apprentice out, by

the collar.

Oliver’s clothes had been torn in the beating be had

received
;
his face was bruised and scratched

;
and his hair

scattered over his forehead. The angr}^ flush had not dis-

appeared, however
;

and when he was pulled out of his

prison, he scowled boldly on Noah, and looked quite un-

dismayed.

Now, you are a nice young fellow, ain’t you ? ” said

Sowerberry
;
giving OHver a shake, and a box on the ear.

** He called my mother names,” replied Oliver.

Well, and what if he did, you little ungrateful wretch ?
”

said Mrs. Sowerberry. ‘^She deserved what he said, and

worse.”

^‘She didn’t,” said Oliver.
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.

** She did,’^ said Mrs. Sowerberry.

It ’s a lie !
” said Oliver.

Mrs. Sowerberry burst into a flood of tears.

This flood of tears left Mr. Sowerberry no alternative. Tf

he had hesitated for one instant to punish Oliver most

severely, it must be quite clear to every experienced reader

that he would have been, according to all precedents in

disputes of matrimony established, a brute, an unnatiiral

husband, an insulting creature, a base imitation of a man,

and various other agreeable characters too numerous for

recital within the limits of this chapter. To do him justice,

he was, as far as his power went,—it was not very extensive,

—kindly disposed towards the boy
;
perhaps, because it was

his interest to be so
;
perhaps, because his wife disliked him.

The flood of tears, however, left him no resource; so he at

once gave him a drubbing, which satisfied even Mrs. Sower-

berry herself
;
and rendered Mr. Bumble’s subsequent appli-

cation of the parochial cane, rather unnecessary. For the

rest of the day, he was shut up in the back kitchen, in

company with a pump and a slice of bread
;
and, at night,

Mrs. Sowerberry, after making various remarks outside the

door, by no means complimentary to the memory of his

mother, looked into the room, and, amidst the jeers and
pointings of Noah and Charlotte, ordered him up-stairs to his

dismal bed.

It was not until he was left alone in the silence and stillness

of the gloomy workshop of the undertaker, that OHver gave

way to the feelings which the day’s treatment may be supposed

likely to have awakened in a mere child. He had listened to

their taunts with a look of contempt
;
he had borne the lash

without a cry : for ho felt that pride swelling in his heart

which would have kept down a shriek to the last, though they

had roasted him alive. But now, when there were none to

see or hear linn, he fell upon his knees on the floor; and,

hiding his face in his hands, wept such tears as, God send for

the credit of our nature, few so young may ever have cause to

pour out before him

!

For a long time, Oliver remained motionless in this

attitude. Ilie candle was burning low in the socket when he
rose to his feet. Having gazed cautiously round him, and
listened intently, he gently undid the fastenings of the door,

and looked abroad.
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It was a cold, dark niglit. The stars seemed, to the hoy's

©yes, farther from the earth than he had ever seen them
before

;
there was no wind

;
and the sombre shadows thrown

by the trees upon the groimd, looked sepulchral and death-

like, from being so still. lie softly reclosed the door. Having
availed himself of the expiring light of the candle to tie Up in

a handkerchief the few articles of wearing apparel he had, sat

himself down upon a bench, to wait for morning.

With the first ray of light that struggled ^lirough tlie

crevices in the ^Ijufters, Oliver arose, and again unbarred tlie

door. One timid look around,—one moment's pause of

hesitation,—he had closed it behind him, and was in the open

street.

He looked to the right and to the left, uncertain whither to

He remembered to have seen the waggons, as they went

out, toiling up the hill. Tie took the same route
;
and

arriving at a footpath across the fields : which he knew, after

some distance, led out again into the road : struck into it, and

walked quickly on.

Along this same footpath, Oliver well remembered he had

trotted beside Mr. Bumble, when he first carried liim to the

workhouse from the farm. His way lay directly in front of

the cottage. His heart beat quickly when lie bf'lhought liijn-

self of this
;
and he half resolved to tmu back. He had ('ome

a long way though, and shotdd lose a great deal of time by

doing so. Besides, it was so early that there u as very little

fear of his being seen
;
so he walked on.

He reached the house. There was no appearaiice of its

inmates stirring at that early hour. Oliver stopp(id, .and

peeped into the garden. A child was weeding one of tlie

little bods
j
as he stopped, he raised his pale face and disclosfvl

the features of one of his former companions. Oliver felt glad

to see liim, before ho went
;

for, though younger than liiraseK’,

he had been his little friend and playmate. They had been

beaten, and starved, and shut up together, many and many
a time.

Hush, Dick ! said Oliver, as the boy ran to the gate,

and thrust his thin arm between the rails to greet liim. Is

any one up ?

Nobody but me,’’ replied the child.
** You mustn’t sa}^ you saw mo, Dick,” said Oliver. I

am running away. They beat and ill-use me, Dick
;
and I
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am going to seek my fortune, some long way off. I don’t

know wliere. How pale you are !

”

I heard the doctor teU them I was dying,” replied the

child with a faint smile. '' I am very glad to see you, dear

;

but don^t stop, don’t stop !

”

Yes, yes, I will, to say good-b’ye to you,” replied Oliver.

I shall see you again, Dick. I know I shall ! You will be

well and happy !

”

I hope so,” replied the child. After I am dead, but

not before. I know the doctor must be right, Oliver, because

I dream so much of Heaven, and Angels, and kind faces that

I never see when I am awake. Kiss me,” said the child,

climbing up the low gate, and flinging his little arms round
Oliver’s neck : Good-b’ye, dear ! God bless you !

”

The blessing was from a yoimg child’s lips, but it was the

first that Oliver had ever heard invoked upon his head
;
and

through the struggles and sufferings, and troubles and changes,

of his after life, he never once forgot it.
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CHAPTER VIIL

OLrVER WALKS TO- LONDON. HE ENCOUNTERS ON THE ROAD A STRANGE

SORT OF YOUNG GENTLEMAN.

Olivee reached the stile at which the bypath terminated

;

and once more gained the high-road. It was eight o’clock

now. Though he was nearly five miles away from the town,

he ran, and hid behind the hedges, by turns, till noon : fear-

ing that he might be pxirsued and overtaken. Then he sat

down to rest by the side of a mile-stone, and began to think,

for the first time, where he had better go and try to live.

The stone by which he was seated, bore, in large characters,

an intimation that it was just seventy miles from that spot to

London. The name awakened a new train of ideas in the

boy’s mind. London !—that great large place !—nobody

—

not even Mr. Bumble—could ever find him there ! He had

often heard the old men in the workhouse, too, say that no lad

of spirit need want in London
;
and that there were ways of

living in that vast city, which those who had been bred up in

country parts had no idea of. It was the very place for a

homeless boy, who must die in the streets luiless some one

helped him. As these things passed through his thoughts, he

jumped upon his feet, and again walked forward.

He had diminished the distance between himself and London

by full four miles more, before he recollected how much he

must undergo ere he could hope to reach his place of destina-

tion, As this consideration forced itself upon him, he slack-

ened his pace a little, and meditated upon his means of getting

there. He had a crust of bread, a coarse shirt, and two pairs

of stockings in his bundle. He had a penny too—a gift of

Sowerberry’s, after some funeral in whh^h he had acquitted

himself more than ordinarily well—in his pocket. A clean

shirt,” thought Oliver, ^^is a very comfortable thing, very;

and so are two pairs of darned stockings ;
and so is a pemy

;

but they are small helps to a sixty-five miles’ walk in winter
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time/* But Oliver’s thoughts, like those of most other people,

although they were extremely ready and active to point out

his difficulties, were wholly at a loss to suggest any feasible

mode of surmounting them
;
so after a good deal of thinking

tp no particular purpose, he changed his little bundle over to

the other shoulder, and trudged on.

Oliver walked twenty miles tliat .day
;
and all that time

tasted nothing but the crust of dry bread, and a few draughts

of water, wliich ho begged at the cottage-doors by the roadside.

When the night came, he turned into a meadow; and, creeping

close under a hay-rick, determined to lie there, till morning.

He felt frightened at first
;
for the wind moaned dismally over

tlje empty fields
;

and ho was cold and hungiy, and more
alone than he had ever felt b(dbre. Being very tired witli

his walk, however, ho soon fell asleep and forgot liis troubles.

He felt cold and stiff, when he got up next morning, and

BO liungry, that lie was obligtHl to exchange the penny for a

small loaf, in the very first village through which he passed,

lie had walked no more than twelve miles, when night closed

in again. His feet were sore, and his legs so weak that they

trembled beneath him. Another night passed in the blefik

damp air, made him worse
;

when ho set forward on his

journey next morning, he could hardly crawl along.

He waited at the boftom of a steep hill till a stage-coach

came u]), and then begged of the outside passengers; but

there were very few who took any notice of him
;
and even

those told him to wait till thpy got to the top of the hill, and
then let them see how far he could run for a halfpenny. Poor
Oliver tried to keep up with the coach a little way, but was
unable to do it, by reason of his fatigue and sore feet. When
the outsides saw this, tliey j)ut their halfpence back into their

pockets again : declaring that he was an idle young dog, and
didn’t deserve anjdhing

;
and the coach rattled away and left

only a cloud of dust bchiud.

In some villages, large painted boards were fixed up
;

warning all persons who l>egget] within the district, that they
would be sent to jail. This friglitened Oliver very much,
and made him glad to get out of those villages with all possible

expc'dition. In otliers, he would stand about the inn-yards,

and look mournfully at every one who passed : a proceeding
wliich generally terminated in the landlady’s ordering one of
the post-boys who 'were lounging about, to drive that strange
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boy out of tlie place^ for slie was sure he had come to steal

something. If he begged at a farmer’s house, ten to one but
they threatened to set the dog on him

;
and when he showed

his nose in a shop, tliey talked about the beadle : which
brought Oliver's heart into liis mouth,—very often the only

tiling he had there, for many hours together.

In fact, if it had not been for a good-hearted tumpike-man,
(lud a benevolent old lady, Oliver’s troubles would have been
shortened by the very same process which had put an end to

liis mother’s
;
in other words, he would most assuredly have

fallen dead upon the king’s highway. But the turnpike-man

gave him a meal of bread and cheese
;
and the old lady, who

had a shipwrecked grandson Avande^ring barefooted in some
distant part of the earth, took pity u])on the poor orphan

;
and

gave him what little she couid alford—and more—with such

kind and gentle words, and such tears of sympathy and com-

passion, that they sank deeper into Oliver’s soul, than all the

sufferings he had ever undergone.

Early on the seventh morning after he had left his native

2)lace, Oliver limped slowly into the little town of Barnet. The
window-shutters were closed; the street was omi)ty; not a soul

Jiad awakened to the business of the day. The sun was rising

in all his sjjlendid beauty
;
but the light only served to shoAV

the boy his own loncsoraenoss and desolation, as he sat, with

bleeding feet and covered with dust, upon a cold door-step.

By degrees, the shutters were opened
;

tlie window-blinds

were drawn up
;
and people began passing to and fro. Some

few stop2)ed to gaze at Oliver fc>r a moment or two, or turned

1‘ound to stare at him as tliey hurried by; but none relieved

him, or troubled themseh^es to inquire lioAV he came there.

He had no heart to beg. And there he sat.

Pie had been crouching on the ste2> for some time : wonder-

ing at the great number of public-houses (every other house

in Barnet Avas a tavern, large or small)
:
gazing listlessly at the

coaches as they passed thiuugh : and thinking how strange it

seemed that they could do, with ease, in a few hou’’s, what it

had talcen him a whole week of courage and determination

beyond his years to accomplish : Avhen he Avas roused by ob-

serving that a boy, who had passed him carelessly some

minutes before, had returned, and Avas now surveying him
most earnestly from the opposite side of the way. He took

little heed of this at first
;
but, the boy remained in the same
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attitude of close observation so long, that Oliver raised his

head, and returned his steady look. Upon this, the boy

crossed over
;
and, walking close up to Oliver, said.

Hullo ! my covey, what the row ?

The boy who addressed this inquiry to the young wayfarer,

was about his own age : but one of the queerest looking boys

that Oliver had ever seen. He was a snub-nosed, flat-browed,

common-faced boy enough
;
and as dirty a juvenile as one

would wish to see
;
but he had about him all the airs and

manners of a man. He was short of his age : with rather

bow legs, and little, sharp, ugly eyes. His hat was stuck on

the top of his head so lightly, that it tlu'eatened to fall off

every moment—and would have done so, very often, if the

wearer had not Ixad a knack of every now and then giving his

head a sudden twitch : which brought it back to its old place

again. He wore a man's coat, whi(;h reached nearly to his

heels. He had turned the cuffs back, half-way up his arm, to

get liis hands out of the sleeves : apparently with the ultimate

view of thrusting them into the pockets of his corduroy

trowsers
;
for there he kept them. He Avas, altogether, as

roystoring and swaggering a young gcaitleman as ever stood

four feet six, or something less, in his bluchers.

Hullo, my covey, what ’s tlic row?" said this strange

young gentleman to Oliver.

I am very hungry and tired," replied Oliver: the tears

standing in his eyes as he spoke. I have wtilked a long

way. I have been walking these seven days."

Walking for sivin days!" said the young gentleman.

Oh, I see. Beak's order, eh ? But," he added, noticing

Oliver’s look of surprise, “ I suppose you don't know what a
beak is, my ilash com-pan-i-on."

Oliver mildly replied, that he had always heard a bird's

mouth described by the term in question.

“ My eyes, how green !
" exclaimed the young gentleman.

Wliy a beak 's a madgst'rate
;
and wlien you walk by a

beak’s order, it 's not straight forerd, but always agoing up,

and niver acoming down agin. Was you never on the mill? "

What mill ? " inquired Oliver.

What mill ?—wliy, the mill—the mill as takes up so little

room that it 'U work inside a Stone Jug
;
and always goes

better when the wind’s low with peojde, than when it 's high;
aoDS then they can't get workmen. But come," said the
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young gentleman; ‘^you want grub, and you shall have it.

I at low-water-mark myself—only one bob and a magpie

;

but, as far as it goes, 1 11 fork out and stump. Up with you
on your pins. There ! Now then ! Morrice !

Assisting Oliver to rise, the young gentleman took him to an
adjacent chandler’s shop, where he purchased a sufficiency of

ready-dressed ham and a half-f^uartem loaf, or, as he himself

expressed it, a fourpenny bran
;

” the ham being kept clean

and preserved from dust, by the ingenious oxpedieui of making
a hole in the loaf by pulling out a portion of the crumb,

and stuffing it therein. Taking the bread under his arm, the

young gentleman turned into a small public-house, and led the

way to a tap-room in the rear of the premises. Here, a pot

of beer was brought in, by direction of the mysterious youth
;

and Oliver, fulling to, at his new friend’s bidding, made a long

and hearty meal, during the progress of wliich, the strange

boy eyed him from time to time with great attention.

Going to London?” said the strange boy, when Oliver

had at length concluded.

^‘Yes.”

Got any lodgings ?
’

^^No.”

Money ?
”

No.”

llie strange boy wliistled
;

and put his arms into his

pockets, as far as the big coat-sleeves would let them go.

Do you live in London? ” inquired Oliver.

Yes. I do, when I ’m at home,” replied the boy. “ I

suppose you want some place to sleep in to-night, don’t you ?
”

I do indeed,” answered Oliver. I have not slept under

a roof since I left the country.”

Don’t fret your eyelids on that score,” said the young
gentleman. “I’ve got to be in London to-night; and I

Imow a ’spectable old genelman as lives there, wot ’ll give

you lodgings for notliink, and never ask for the change—that

is, if any genelman he knows interduces you. And don’t he

know me ? Oh, no ! Not in the least ! By no means.

Certainly not !

”

The young gentleman smiled, as if to intimate that the

latter fragments of discourse were playfully ironical; and

finished the beer as ho did so.

This unexpected offer of shelter, was too tempting to be
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resisted : especially as it was immediately followed up, by the

assurance that the old gentleman already referred to, would

doubtless provide Oliver with a comfortable place, without loss

of time. This led to a more friendly and confidential dialogue

;

from which Ohver discovered that his friend’s name was Jack

Dawkins, and that he was a peculiar pet and protege of the

elderly gentleman before mentioned.

Mr. Dawkins’s appearance did not say a vast deal in favour

of the comforts which his patron’s interest obtained for those

whom he took under his protection
;
but, as he had a rather

flighty and dissolute mode of conversing, and furthermore

avowed that among his intimate friends he was better known
by the sobriquet of Tlie artful Dodger,” Oliver concluded

that, being of a dissipated and careless turn, the moral pre*

cepts of his benefactor had hitherto been thrown away upon
him. Under this impression, ho secretly resolved to cultivato

the good opinion of the old gentleman as quicldy as possible
;

and, if he found the Dodger incorrigible, as he more than

half suspected he should, to decline the honour of his further

acquaintance.

As John Dawkins objected to their entering London before

nightfall, it was nearly eleven o’clock wlien they reached the

turnpike at Islington. They crossed from the Angel into St.

John’s -road
;
struck down the small street which terminates at

Sadler’s WeUs Theatre
;
tlirough Exmouth -street and Coppice-

row
;
down the little court by tlie side of the workhouse

;

across the classic ground width once bore the name of Hockle3’-

in-the-Ilole
;
thence into Little Saflron-liill

;
and so into Saf-

fron-hill the Groat : along which, the Dodger scudded at a

rapid pace, directing Oliver to follow close at his heels.

Although Oliver had enough to occupy his attention in

keeping sight of his leader, he could not help bestowing a few

hasty glances on either side of the way, as ho passed along.

A dirtier or more wretched place he had never seen. The
street was very nari’ow and muddy, and the air ^vas impreg-

nated with filthy odours. There were a good many small

shops ; but the only stock in trade appeared to be heaps of

children, who, even at that time of night, were crawling in

and out at the doors, or screaming from the inside. The sole

places that seemed to prosper, amid the general blight of the

place, were the public-houses ; and in them, the lowest orders

of Irish were wrangling with might and main. Covered



OLIVER TWIST. 50

ways and yards, 'wilic}! Lore and there diverged from the

main street, disclosed little knots of houses, where drunken

men and women were positively wallowing in filth; and

from several of the door-ways, great ill-looking fellows were

cautiously emerging : hound, to all appearance, on no very

well-disposed or harmless errands.

Oliver was just considering whether he hadn’t better run

away, when they reached the bottom of the hill. His con-

ductor, catching him by the arm, pushed open the door of a

liouse near Field-lane; and, drawing him into the passage,

closed it behind them.

“Now, then!” cried a voice from below, in reply to a

whistle from the Dodger.
“ Plummy and slam !

” was the reply.

TJiis seemed to be some watchword or signal that all was

right
;
for the light of a feeble candle gleamed on the wall at

the remote end of the passage
;
and a man’s face peeped out,

from wkere a balustrade of the old kitchen staircase had been

broken aw^ay.

“There ’s two on you,” said the man, thrusting the candle

farther out, and shading his eyes with his hand. “ Who ’s

the t’ other one ?
”

“ A new i)al,” replied Jack Dawkins, pulling Oliver forw^ard.

“ Where did he come from ?
”

“ Greenland. Is Fagin up-stairs ?
”

“Yes, he’s a sortin’ the wdpes. Up with you!” The
candle was drawn back, and tlie lace disappeared.

Oliver, groping his way wdth one hand, and having the

other firmly grasped by his companion, ascended with much
difficulty the dark and broken stairs : which his conductor

mounted with an ease and expedition that showed he was well

acquainted with them. He threw open tlie door of a back-

room, and drew Oliver in after him.

The walls and ceiling of the room were perfectly black,

wdth age and dirt. Tliere was a deal table before the fire :

upon which were a candle, stuck in a ginger-beer bottle : t\N o

or three pewter pots : a loaf and butter ; and a plate. In a

frying-pan, which was on the fire, and which was secured to

the mantelshelf by a string, some sausages were cooking
;
and

standing over them, wdth a toasting-fork in his hand, was a

very old shrivelled Jew, whose villanous-looldng and repulsive

face was olscured by a quantity of matted red hair He was
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dressed in a greasy flannel gown, with his tluroat bare ; and

seemed to he dividing his attention between the frying-pan

and a clothes-horse, over which a great number of silk

Jiandkerchiofs were hanging. Several rough beds made of

old sacks, were huddled side by side on the floor. Seated

round the table were four or five boys : none older than the

Dodger : smoking long clay pipes, and drinking spirits with

the air of middle-aged men. These all crowded about their

associate as he whispered a few words to the Jew; and then

turned round and grinned at Oliver. So did the Jew himself

:

toasting-fork in hand.

This is him, Fagin,’’ said Jack Dawkins
;

“ my friend

Oliver Twist.^^

The Jew grinned
;
and, making a low obeisance to Oliver,

took him by the hand, and hoped he should have the honour

of his intimate acquaintance. Upon this, the young gentle-

men with the pipes came round him, and shook both his

hands very hard—especially the one in which he hold his

little bundle. One young gentleman was very anxious to

hang up his cap for him
;
and another was so obliging as to

put his hands in his pockets, in order that, as he was very

tired, he might not have the trouble of emptying them,

himself, when he went to bed. These civilities would pro-

bably have been extended much fai'ther, but for a liberal

exercise of the Jew's toasting-fork on the heads and shoulders

of the aflectionate youths who offered them.

‘‘We are very glad to see you, Oliver—very,'* said the

Jew. “Dodger, take off the sausages; and draw a tub near

the fire for Oliver. Ah, you're a-staring at the pocket-

handkerchiefs ! eh, my dear ! There are a good many of 'em,

ain't there ? We 'vo just looked 'em out, ready for the wash

;

that 's all, Oliver
;
that 's all. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ''

The latter part of this speech, was hailed by a boisterous

shout from aU the hopeful pupils of the merry old gentleman.

In the midst of which, they went to supper.,

OKver ate his share, and the Jew then mixed him a glass

of hot gin and water: telling him he must drink it off

directly, because another gentleman wanted the tumbler.

Oliver did as he was desired. Immediately afterwards, he
felt himself gently lifted on to one of the sacks

;
and then he

sunk into a deep sleep.
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CHAPTER IX.

OOBTAININQ PDIITHER PARTICULARS CONCERNING THE PLEASANT OLD

GENTLEMAN, AND HIS HOPEFUL PUPILS.

It was late next morning when Oliver awoke, from a

sound, long sleep. There was no other person in the room
but the old Jew, who was boiling some coffee in a saucepan

for breakfast, and whistling softly to himself as he stirred it

round and round, with an iron spoon. He would stoj) every

now and then to listen when there was the least noise below
;

and, when he had satisfied himself, he would go on, whistling

and stirring again, as before.

Although Oliver had roused himself from sleep, he was not

thoroughly awake. There is a drowsy state, between sleep-

ing and waking, when you dream more in five miuiites with

your eyes half open, and yourself half conscious of everything

that is passing around you, than you would in five nights

with your eyes fast closed, and your senses wrapt in perfect

unconsciousness. At such times, a mortal knows just enough
of wliat his mind is doing, to form some glimmering con-

ception of its mighty powers, its bounding from earth and
spurning time and space, when freed from the restraint of its

corporeal associate,

Oliver was precisely in this condition. He saw the Jew
with his half-closed eyes; heard his low whistling; and

recognised the sound of the spoon, grating against the sauce-

pan^s sides
; and yet the self-same senses were mentally

engaged, at the same time, in busy action with almost

everybody he had ever known.
V^en the coffee was done, the Jew drew the saucepan to

the hob. Standing, then, in an irresolute attitude for a few

minutes, as if he did not weU know how to employ himself,

he turned round and looked at Oliver, and called him by his

name. He did not answer, and was to all appearance asleep.

After satisfying himself upon this head, the Jew stepped
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gently to tlie door : wliich lie fastened. lie then drew forth :

os it seemed to Oliver, from some trap in the floor : a small

box, wliich he placed carefully on the table. Ills eyes

glistened as he raised the lid, and looked in. Dragging an

old chair to the table, he sat down
;
and took from it a

magnificent gold watch, sparkling with jewels.

‘‘Aha!” said, the Jew, shrugging up his shoulders, and

distorting e’very feature with a hideous grin. “ Clever dogs !

clever dogs ! Staunch to the last ’ Never told the old parson

wbere they were. Never peached upon old Fagin ! And why
should they ? It wouldn’t have loosened the knot, or kept

the drop up, a minute longer. No, no, no ! Fine fellows

!

Fine fellows !

”

With these, aral other muttered reflections of the like

nature, the Jew once more deposited the watch in its place of

safety. At least half a dozen more were severally drawn
forth from the same box, and surv(\yed with ecpial pleasure

;

besides rings, brooches, bracelets, and other articles of jewel-

lery, of such magnificent materials, and costly workmanship,

that Oliver had no idea, even of their names.

Having replaced these trinkets, tlie Jew took out another

:

so small that it lay in the palm of Ids hand. There seemed

to bo some very minute inscri]>tiori on it; for the Jew laid

it flat upon the table, and, sliading it with his hand, pored

over it, long and earnestly. At length he put it down, as

if despairing of sucdess
;

and, loaning back in his chair,

muttered, '

“ What a fine thing capital punishment is ! Dead men
never repent; dead men never bring awkward stories to

light. Ah, it 's a fine thing for the trade ! Five of ’em strung

up in a row, and none left to play booty, or turn white

livered !

”

As the Jew uttered those words, his bright dark eyes,

which had been staring vacnntly before him, fell on Oliver’s

fice
;
the boy’s eyes were fixed on his in mute curiosity

;
and,

although the I’ecognition was only for an instant—for the

briefest space of time that can possibly be conceived—it wns
enough to show the old man that he had been observed. Ho
closed the lid of the box with a loud crash

;
and, la}dug his

hand on a bread knife which was on the table, started

furiously up. He trembled very much though
;
for even in

his terror, Oliver could see that the knife ejuivered in the air.
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‘^What’s that said the Jew. What do ran watch me
for ? Why are you awake ? What have you seen ? Speak

out, boy ! Quick—quick ! for your life !

I wasn’t able to sleep any longer, sir,” replied Oliver,

meekly. I am very sorry if I have disturbed you, sir.”

You were not awake an hour ago ? ” said the Jew,

scowling fiercely on the boy.

“No—no, indeed,” replied Oliver.

“Are you sure? ” cried the Jew : with a still fieicer look

than before : and a threatening attitude.

“ Upon my word I was not, sir,” replied Oliver earnestly.

“ I was not, indeed, sir.”

“ Tush, tush, my dear !
” said the Jew, abruptly resuming

his old manner, and playing with the knife a little, before he

laid it down : as if to induce the belief that he had caught it

up, in mere sport. “ Of course I know that, my dear. I

only tried to frighten you. You ’re a brave boy. Ha ! ha

!

you’re a brave boy, Oliver!” The Jew rubbed his hands

with a chuckle, but glanced uneasily at the box, notwith-

standing.

“ Did you see any of these pretty things, my dear ? ” said

the Jew, laying his hand upon it after a short pause.

“Yes, sir,” replied Oliver.

“Ah!” said the Jew, turning rather pale. “They

—

they ’re mine, Oliver
;
my little property. All I have to live

upon, in my old age. The folks call me a miser, my dear

—

only a miser
;
that ’s all.”

Oliver thought the old gentleman must be a decided miser

to live in, such a dirty place, with so many watches
;

but,

thinking that perhaps his fondness for the Dodger and the

other boys, cost him a good deal of money, he only cast a

deferential look at the Jew, and asked if he might get up.

“ Certainly, my dear—certainly^” replied the old genth'-

man. “ Stay. There ’s a j>itcher of water in the corner by

the door. Bring it here
;
and I ’ll give you a basin to wash

ill, my dear.”

Oliver got up
;
walked aoxoss the room

;
and stooped for

an instant to raise the pitcher. When he turned his head,

the box was gone.

He had scarcely washed himself, and made ever^dhing tidy,

by empt5dng the basin out of the window, agreeably to the

Jew*8 directions, when the Dodger returned
;
accompanied by
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a very sprightly young Mend, whom Oliver had seen smoking

on the previous night, and who was now formally introduced

to him as Charley Bates. The four sat down, to breakfast on

the coffee, and some hot rolls and ham, which the Dodger had

brought home in the crown of his hat.

^^Well,” said the Jew, glancing slyly at Oliver, and

addressing himself to the Dodger, I hope you Ve been at

work this morning, my dears ?
’’

Hard,” replied the Dodger.

As Nails,” added Charley Bates.

‘‘Good boys, good boys!” said the Jew. “What have

you got, Dodger ?
”

“A couple of pocket-books,” replied that young gentle-

man.
“ Lined ? ” inquired the Jew, with eagerness.
“ Pretty well,” replied the Dodger, producing two pocket-

books : one green, and the other red.

“Not so heavy as they miglit be,” said tlie Jew, after

looking at the insides carefully
;
“ but very neat and nicely

made. Ingenious workman, ain’t he, Oliver ?
”

“ Very, indeed, sir,” said Oliver. At wdiich Mr. Charles

Bates laughed uproariously
;
very much to the amazement of

Oliver, who saw nothing to laugh at, in anything that had
passed.

And what have you got, my dear ? ” said Fagin to

Charley Bates.

“Wipes,” replied Master Bates; at the same time produ-

cing four pocket-handlierchiefs.

“Well,” said the Jew, inspecting them closely
;
“they’re

very good ones—very. You haven’t marked them well,

though, Charley
;

so the marks shall be picked out with a

needle, and we ’ll teach Oliver how to do it. Shall us, Oliver,

eh? Ha! ha! ha!”
“ If you please, sir,” said Oliver.

“ You ’d lilfe to be able to make pocket-^handkerchiefs ae

easy as Charley Bates, wouldn’t you, my dear ? ” said the

J ew.
“ Very much indeed, if you ’U teach me, sir,” replied

Oliver.

Master Bates saw something so exquisitely ludicrous in

this reply, that he burst into another laugh; which laugh,

meeting the coffee he was drinking, and carrying it down
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some wrong channel, very nearly terminated in his premature

suffocation.

He is so jolly green !
” said Charley when he recovered

:

as an apology to the company for his unpolite behaviour.

The Dodger said noting, but he smoothed Oliver's hair

over his eyes, and said he 'd know better by-and-bye
j
upon

which the old gentleman, observing Oliver’s colour mounting,

changed the subject by asking whether there had been much
of a crowd at the execution that morning. This made him
wonder more and more

;
for it was plain from the replies of

the two boys that they had both been there; and Oliver

naturally wondered how they could possibly have found time

to be so very industrious.

WJien the breakfast was cleared away, the merry old

gentleman and the two boys played at a very curious and

uncommon game, which was performed in this way. The
merry old gentleman

:
placing a snuff-box in one pocket of

his trousers, a note-case in the other, and a watch in his

waistcoat pocket : with a guard-chain round his neck : and
sticking a mock diamond pin in his shirt : buttoned his coat

tight round him, and putting his spectacle-case and handker-

chief in his pockets, trotted up and down the room with a

stick, in imitation of the manner in which old gentlemen walk
about the streets any hour in the day. Sometimes he stopped

at the fire-place, and sometimes at the door, making belief

that he was staring with all his might into shop-windows.

At such times, he would look constantly round him, for fear

of thieves, and keep slapping all his pockets in turn, to see

that he hadn’t lost anything, in such a very funny and

natui-al manner, that Oliver laughed till the tears ran down
his face. All this time, the two boys followed him closely

about; getting out of his sight, so nimbly, every time he

turned round, that it was impossible to follow their motions.

At last, the Dodger trod upon his toes, or ran ux)on his boot

accidentally, while Charley Bates stumbled up against liim

behind
;
and in that one moment they took from him, with

the most extraordinary rapidity, smifi-box, note-case, watch-

guard, chain, shirt-pin, pocket-handkercliief—even the spec-

tacle-case. If the old gentleman felt a hand in any one of his

pockets, he cried out where it was
;
and then the game began

all over again.

When this game had been played a great , many times, a

O.T. o
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rumple of young ladies called to see the young gentlemen
;
one

of whom was named Bet, and the other Nancy. They wore a

good deal of hair, not very neatly turned up behind, and were

rather untidy about the shoes and stockings. They were not

exactly pretty, perhaps
;
but they had a great deal of colour

in their faces, and looked quite stout and hearty. Being

remarkably free and agreeable in their manners, Oliver

thought them very nice girls indeed. As there is no doubt

they were.

Tliese visitors stopped a long time. Spirits were produced,

in consequence of one of the young ladies complaining of a

coldness in her inside
;

and the conversation took a very

convivial and improving turn. At length, Charley Bates

expressed his opinion that it was time to pad the hoof. This,

it occurred to Oliver, must be French for going out
;

for,

direetty afterwards, the Dodger, and Charley, and the two

young ladies, went away together, liaving been kindly fur-

nished by the amiable old Jew with money to spend.

“There, my dear,” said Fagin. “That’s a pleasant life,

isn’t it? They have gone out for the day.”
“ Have they done work, sir ? ” inquired Oliver.

“Yes,” said the Jew
;
“that is, unless they should unex-

pectedly come across any, when they are out
;
and they won’t

neglect it, if they do, my dear : depend upon it.”

“Make ’em your models, my dear. Make ’em yoilr models,”

said the Jew, tapping the fire-shovel on the hearth to add
force to his words

;
do everything they bid you, and take

their advice in all matters—especially the Dodger’s, my dear.

He ’ll be a great man himself, and will make you one too, if

you take pattern by him—Is my handkerchief hanging out of

my pocket, my dear ? ” said the Jew, stopping short.

“Yes, sir,” said Oliver.

“ See if you can take it out, without my feeling it : as you
saw them do, when we were at play this mQming.”

Oliver held up the bottom of the pocket with one hand, as

he had seen the Dodger hold it, and drew the handkerchief

lightly out of it with the other.

“ Is it gone ? ” cried the Jew.
“ Here it is, sir,” said Oliver, showing it in his hand.

“You’re a clever boy, my dear,’*' said the playful old

gentleman, patting Oliver on the head approvingly. “ I

never saw a shai'pcr lad. Here ’s a shillinjer for you. If you
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go on, in thirf way, you ’ll be tne greatest man of the time.

And now come here, and I ^11 show you how to take the

mnrlcs out of the handkerchiefs/'

Oliver wondered what picking the old gentleman’s pocket

in pla)
,
had to do with his chances of being a great man

But, thinking that the Je'w, being so much Jiis senior, must

kiiow^ best, he foUo’wed him quietly to* the table, and was soon

deei>ly involved in liis new^ study.
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CHAPTER X

OLTl’ER BECOMES BUTTER ACQUAINTED WITH THE CHARACTERS OF HIS NEW

associates; and purchases experience at a high price, being

A SHORT, BUT VERY IMPORTANT CHAPTER, IN THIS HISTORY.

For many days, Oliver remained in the Jew’s room, pick-

ing the marks out of the pocket-handkerchiefs, (of which a

great number were brought home,) and sometimes taking

part in the game already described : which the two boys and

the Jew played, regularly, every morning. At length, he

began to languish for fresh air
;
and took many occasions of

earnestly entreating the old gentleman to allow him to go out

to work, with his two companions.

Oliver was rendered the more anxious to be actively

employed, by what he had seen of the stern morality of the

old gentleman’s character. Whenever the Dodger or Charley

Bates came home at night, empty-handed, he would expatiate

with great vehemence on the misery of idle and lazy habits

;

and would enforce upon them the necessity of an active life,

by sending them supperless to bed. On one occasion, indeed,

he even went so far as to knock them both down a flight of

stairs
;
but this was carrying out his virtuous precepts to

an Unusual extent.

At length, one morning, Oliver obtained the permission he

had so eagerly sought. Theie had been no handkerchiefe to

work upon, for two or three days, and the dinners had been

rather meagre. Perhaps these were reasons for the old

gentleman’s giving his assent
;
but, whether they were or not

he told Oliver he might go
; and placed him under the joint

guardianship of Charley Bates, and his friend the Dodger.

The three boys sallied out; the Dodger vv^ith his coat-

sleeves tucked up, and his hat cocked, as usual
;
Master Bates

sauntering along with his hands in his pockets
;
and Oliver

between them, wondering where they were going, and what
branch of manufactxu'e he would be instructed in, first.
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The pace at which they went, was such a very laa^, ill-

looking saunter, that Oliver soon began to think his com-

panions were going to deceive the old gentleman, by not going

to work at all. The Dodger had a vicious propensity, too, of

pulling the caps from the heads of small boys and tossing

them down areas ;
while Charley Bates exhibited some very

loose notions concerning the rights of property, by pilfering

divers apples and onions from the stalls at the kennel sides,

and thrusting them into pockets which were so surprisingly

capacious, that they seemed to midermine his whole suit of

clothes in every direction. These things looked so bad, that

Oliver was on the point of declaring his intention of seeking

hi«? way back, in tlie best way he could
;
when his thouglits

were suddenly directed into another channel, by a very

mysterious change of behaviour on the part of the Dodger.

They were just emerging from a narrow court not far from

the open square in Clerkenwell, which is yet called, by some
strange perversion of terms, The Green :

” when the Dodger
mado a sudden stop

;
and, laying his finger on his lip, drew

his companions hack again, with the greatest caution and
circumspection.

What 's the matter ? demanded Oliver.

Hush !
’’ replied the Dodger. Do you see that old cove

at the book-stall ?
”

'"The old gentleman over the way ? said OKver. “Yes,
I see him.*'

“ He ’ll do,” said the Dodger.
“ A prime plant,” observed Master Charley Bates.

Oliver looked from one to the other, with the greatest

surprise
;
but he was not permitted to make any inquiries

;

for the two beys walked stealthily across the road, and slunk

close behind the old gentleman towards whom his attention

had been directed. Oliver walked a few paces after them

;

and, not knowing whether to advance or retire, stood looking
on in silent amazement.

The old gentleman was a very respectable-looking person-

age, with a powdered head, and gold spectacles. He was
dressed in a bottle-green coat with a black velvet collar ; wore
white trousers

; and carried a smart bamboo cane under his

am. He had taken up a bf»ok from the stall
;
and there he

stood : reading away, as hard as if he were in his elbow-
chair, in his ovm study. It is very possible that he fancied
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'hlmaeli ^ence, indeed *, for it was plain, from Ids utter abstrac-

iion, that he saw not the hook-staU, nor the street, nor the

boys, nor, in short, anything but the book itself : which he

was reading straight through : turning over the leaf when he

got to the bottom of a page, beginning at the top line of the

next one, and going regularly on, with the greatest interest

and eagerness.

What was Oliver’s horror and alarm as he stood a few paces

off, looking on with his eyelids as wide open as they would

possibly go, to see the Dodger plunge his hand into the old

gentleman’s pocket, and draw from thence a handkerchief ! To
see liim hand the same to Charley Bates

;
and finally to behold

them, both, running away round the corner at full speed !

In an instant the whole mystery of the handkerchiefs, and

the watches, and the jew^els, and the Jew, rushed upon the

boy’s mind. He stood, for a moment, with the blood so

tingling through all his veins from terror, that he felt as if he

were in a burning fire
;

tlien, confused and frightened, he took

to his heels
;
and, not knowing what he did, made off as fast

as he could lay his feet to the groiuid.

This w'as all done in a minute s space. In the very instant

when Oliver began to rmi, the old gentleman, putting his

hand to his pocket, and missing his handkerchief, turned

sharp round. Seeing the boy scudding away at such a rapid

pace, he very naturally concluded him to be the depredator

;

and, shouting Stop thief!” wdth aU his might, made off

after him, book in hand.

But the old gentleman w^as not the only person who rais^i

the hue-and-cry. The Dodger and Master Bates, iinwillingl&

attract public attention by running down the open street, had
merely retired into the very first door-way round the comer.

They no sooner heard the cry, and saw Oliver running, than,

guessing exactly how the matter stood, they issued forth with

great promptitude
;
and, shouting ** Stop thief!” too, joined

in the pursuit like good citizens.

Although Oliver had been brought up by philosophers, he

W'as not theoretically acquainted with the beautiful axiom that

self-preservation is the first law of natiue. If he had been,

perhaps he would have been prepared for this. Not being

X^repared, however, it alarmed him the more ; so away h©
went like the wind, with the old gentleman and the two boys

roaring and shouting bebdnd him.
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** Stop tliief ! Stop thief ! There is a magic in the sound.

The tradesman leaves his counter, and the carman his waggon
;

the butcher throws down his tray
;

the baker his basket

;

the milk-man his pail
;

the errand-boy his parcels
;

the

school-boy his marbles
;
the paviour his pickaxe

;
the child

}iis battledore. Away they run, pell-mellj helter-skelter,

slap-dash : tearing, yelling, and screaming : knocking down
tlie passengers as they turn the corners : rousing up the dogs,

and astonishing the fowls : and streets, squares, and courts,

re-echo with the sound.

“Stop thief! Stop thief!” The cry is taken up by a

hundred voices, and the crowd accumulate at every tuiming.

Away they fly : splashing through the mud, and rattling

along the pavements : up go the windows, cAit run the

people, onward bear the mob, a whole audience desert Punch
in tlie very thickest of the plot, and, joining the rushing

thiong, swell the shout, and lend fresh vigour to the cry,

“ Stop thief! Stop thief !

”

“ Stop thief! Stop thief! ” There is a passion /or hunting

something deeply implanted in the human breast. One
v'retched, breathless f'hild, panting with exhaustion

;
terror in

liis looks; agony in his eye; large drops of perspiration

streaming down his face; strains every nerve to make In'ad

u])ou his pursuers; and as they follow on his track, and gain

upon him every instant, they hail his decreasing strength v^’ilii

still louder shouts, and wdioop and scream wdth joy. “ Stop

tliief !
” Ay, stop him for God’s sake, w'ere it only in

mercy

!

'^Stopped at last ! A clever blow ! He is down upon the

pavement
;
and, the crowd eagerly gather round him : each

new comer, jostling and struggling with the others to catch a

glimpse, “ Stand aside !

” “ Give him a little air I

”

“Nonsense! he don’t deserve it.” “Where’s the geuth‘-

man?” “Here he is, coming down the street.” “Make
room therefor the gentleman!” “Is this the boy, sir!”

“Yes.”
Oliver lay, covered with mud and dust, and bleeding from

the mouth, looking wildly round upon the heap of faces that

surrounded him, when the old gentleman was officiously

dragged and pushed into the circle by the foremost of tlie

pursuers,

“Yes,” said the gentleman, “ I am afraid it is the boy.”
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** Afraid ! iminnuxed the crowd. That *3 a good

‘‘Poor fellow!” said the gentleman, “he has hurt him-

self.”

“ I did that, sir,” said a great lubberly fellow, stepping

forward
;
“ and preciously I cut my knuckle agin’ his mouth.

I stopped him, sir.”

The fellow touched his hat with a grin, expecting some-

thing for his pains
;
but, the old gentleman, eyeing him with

an expression of dislike, looked anxiously round, as if he con-

templated running away himself ; which it is very possible he

might have attempted to do, and thus afforded another chase,

had not a police officer (who is generally the last person to

arrive in such cases) at that moment made his way through

the crowd, and seized Oliver by the collar.

“ Come, get up,” said the man, roughly.
“ It wasn’t me indeed, sir. Indeed, indeed, it was two

other boys,” said Oliver, clasping his hands passionately, and
looking roimd. “ They are here somewhere.”

“ Oh no, they ain’t,” said the officer. He meant this to be

ironical, but it was true besides
;
for the Dodger and Charley

Bates had filed off down the first convenient court they came

to. Come, get up !

”

“ Don’t hurt him,” said the old gentleman, compassionately.

“ Oh no, I won’t hurt him,” replied the officer, tearing his

jacket half off his back, in proof thereof. “ Come, I know
you

;
it won’t do. Will you stand upon your legs, you young

devil?”

Oliver, who could hardly stand, made a shift to raise him-

self on his feet, and was at once lugged along the streets by

the jacket-collar, at a rapid pace. The gentleman walked on

with them by the officer’s side
;
and aa many of the crowd as

could achieve the feat, got a little a-head, and stared back at

Oliver from time to time. 11:16 boys shouted in triumph
;
and

on they went
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CHAPTER XI.

TBBATS CF ¥B. FANG THE POLICE MAGISTRATE ; ANI> FURNISHER A SLIGHT

SPECIMEN OP Hlfl MODE OP ADMINISTERING JUSTICE.

The offence liad been committed within the district, and

indeed in the immediate neighbourhood of, a very notorious

metropolitan police office. The crowd had only the satisfac-

tion of accompanying Oliver through two or three streets,

and down a place called Mutton-hiU, when he was led beneath

a low archway, and up a dirty court, into this dispensary of

summary justice, by the back way. It was a small paved

yard into which they turned : and here they encountered a

stout man, with a bunch of whiskers on his face, and a bunch
of keys in his bund.

‘‘ What ’s the matter now ? said the man carelessly.

A young fogle-hunter/^ replied the man who had Oliver

in charge.

“Are you the party that's been robbed, sir?" inquired

the man with tlie keys.

Yes, I am," replied the old gentleman
;

but I am not

sure that this boy actually took the handkerchief. I—

I

would rather not press the case."

“ Must go before the magistrate now, sir," replied the man.
“ His worship will be disengaged in half a minute. Now,
young gallows !

”

This was an invitation for Oliver to enter through a door

which he unlocked as he spoke : and which led into a stone

cell. Here he was searched; and, nothing being found upon

him, locked up.

This cell was in shape and size, something like an area cellar,

only not so light. It was most intolerably dirty
;
for it was

Monday morning
;
and it had been tenanted by six drunken

people, who had been locked up, elsewhere, since Saturday

night. But this is little. In our station-houses, men and
women are every night confined on the most trivial ehargeM—
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the word is worth noting—^in dungeons, compared with

which, those in Newgate, occupied by the most atrocious

felons, tried, found guilty, and under sentence of death, are

palaces. Let any one who doubts this, compare the two.

The old gentleman looked almost as rueful as Oliver when
the key grated in the lock. He turned with a sigh to the

book, which had been the innocent cause of all this dis-

turbance.

There is something in that boy’s face,” said the old

gentleman to himself as he walked slowly away, tapping his

chin with the cover of the book, in a thoughtful manner;

something that touclies and interests me. Can he be

innocent ? lie looked like.—By tlie bye,” exclaimed the old

gentleman, halting very abruptly and staring up into the sky,

Bless my soul !—where have I seen something like that look

before ?
”

After musing for some minutes, tlie old gentleman walked,

with the same meditative face, into a back ante-room opening

from the yard
;
and there, retiring into a corner, called up

before bis mind’s eye a vast amphitheatre of faces over which

a dusky curtain had hung foi many years. No,” said the

old gentleman, shaking liis head
;

it must be imagination.”

He wandered over them again. He had caUod them into

view
;
and it v as not easy to replace the shroud that had so

long concealed them. There w^ere the faces of friends, and

foes, and of many that had been almost strangers, peering

intrusiv(‘ly from the crowd
;
there were the faces of young

and bloomiiig girls that were now old women
;
there were

faces that the grave had changed and closed upon, but which

the mind, 8U[)crior to its power, still dressed in their old

freshur^s and beauty, calling back tbe lustre of the eyes, the

brightness of the smile, tlie beaming of tbe soul through its

mask of clay, and vdiispering of beauty beyond the tomb,

changed but to be heightened, and taken from earth only to

be set up as a light, to shed a soft and gentle glow upon the

path to Heaven.

But the old gentleman could recall no one countenance of

which Oliver’s features bore a trace. So, he heaved a sigh

over the recollections he had awakened
;
and being, happily

for himself, an absent old gentleman, buried them again in

the pages of the musty book.

He was roused by a touch on the shoulder, and a request
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from the man with the keys to follow him into the office. He
closed his book hastily

;
and was at once ushered into the

imposing presence of the renowned Mr. Fang.

The office waF a front parlour, with a panelled wall. Mr,

Fang sat behind a bar, at the upper end
;
and on one side the

door was a sort of wooden pen in which poor litde Oliver was

already deposited
;
trembling very much at the awfulness of

the scene.

Mr. P'ang was a lean, long-backed, stiff-necked, middle-

sized man, with no great quantity of hair, and what lie had,

growing on the back and sides of his head. His face was
stern, and much flushed. If he were really not in the habit

of drinking rather more than was exactly good for him, he

might have brought an action against his countenance for

libel, and have recovered heavy damages.

The old gentleman bowed respectfully
;
and advancing to

the magistrate’s desk, said, suiting the action to the w'ord,
** That is my name and addi*ess, sir.” He then withdrew a
pare or two

;
and, with another polite and gentlemanly

inclination of the hca(i, aw^aited to he questioned.

Now, it so happened that Mr. Fang was at that moment
perusing a leading article in a newspaper of tlio morning,

adverting to some rec(‘nt decision of his, and commending
him, for the three hundred and fiftieth time, to the special

and particular notice of tlie Secretary of State for the Home
Department. He w as out of temper

;
and he looked up with

an angry scowi.

MTio are you ? ” said Mr. Fang.
The old gentleman pointed, with some surprise, to his card.
“ Officer 1

” said Mr. Fang, tossing the card contemptuously

away with the newspaper, ‘‘ wffio is this fellow ?
”

‘‘ My name, sir,” said the old gentleman, speaking like a
gentleman, “my name, sir, is Browmlow. Permit me to

inquire the name of the magistrate wdio offers a gratuitous

and unprovoked insult to a respectable person, imder the

protection of the bench,” Sapng this, Mr. Brownlow looked
round the office as if in search of some person who would
afford him the required information.

“ Officer !
” said Mr. x^ang, tlirowing the paper on one side,

“ what ’s this fellow charged wdth ?
”

“He’s not charged at all, your worship,” replied the
officer. He appears against the boy, your worship.”



76 OLIVER TWIST.

His worship knew this perfectly well
;
but it was a good

annoyance, and a safe one.

^'Appears against the boy, does he?’’ said Fang, survey-

ing Mr. Brownlow contemptuously from head to foot. “ Swear

him !

”

Before 1 am sworn, I must beg to say one word,” said

Mr. Brownlow : and that is, that I really never, without

actual experience, could have believed
—

”

Hold your tongue, sir !
” said Mr. Fang peremptorily.

**
I will not, sir !

” replied the old gentleman.
“ Hold your tongue this instant, or I ’ll have you turned

out of the office!” said Mr. Fang. ^‘You’re an insolent,

impertinent fellow. How dare you bully a magistrate ?
”

“ What !
” exclaimed the old gentleman, reddening.

Swear this person !
” said Fang to the clerk. I *11 not

hear another word. Swear him.”

Mr. Brownlow’ 8 indignation was greatly roused
;

but,

reflecting perhaps, that he might only injure the boy by

giving vent to it, he suppressed his feelings, and submitted to

be sworn at once.

Now,” said Fang, what 's the charge against this boy ?

What have you got to say, sir ?
”

**
I was standing at a book-stall

—
” Mr. Brownlow began.

Hold your tongue, sir !
” said Mr. Fang. Policeman !

Where ’s the pobceman ? Here, swear this policeman. Now,
policeman, wdiat is this ?

”

The policeman, with becoming humility, related how he had
taken the charge

;
how he had searched Oliver, and found

nothing on his person
;
and how that was all he knew about it.

Are there any witnesses ?” inquired Mr. Fang.
“ None, your worship,” replied the policeman.

Mr, Fang sat silent for some minutes, and then, turning

round to the prosecutor, said in a towering passion,

“ Do you mean to state what your complaint against this

boy is, man, or do you not? You have been sworn. Now, if

you stand there, refusing to give evidence, I ’ll punish you for

disrespect to the bench
;

I wdU, by—

”

By what, or by whom, nobody knows; for the clerk and
jailer coughed very loud, just at the right moment

;
and iha

former dropped a heavy book upon the floor : thus proventiii.^

the word from being heard—accidentally, of course.

With many interruptions, and repeated insults# ^Ir. Brown-
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low contrived to state his case
;
observing that, in the surprise

of the monient, he had run after the boy because he saw him
running away; and expressing his hope that, if the magistrate

should believe him, although not actually the thief, to be

connected with thieves, he would deal as leniently with him
as justice would allow.

“He has been hurt already,*’ said the old gentleman in

conclusion. *'And I fear,” he added, with great energy,

loo^mg towards the bar, I really fear that he is *11.”

“ Oh ! yes
;

I dare say !
” said Mr. Fang, with a sneer.

“ Come
;
none of your tricks here, you young vagabond

;
they

won’t do. What ’s your name ?
”

Oliver tried to reply, but his tongue failed him. He was
deadly pale

;
and the whole place seemed turning round and

round.
“ What *s your name, you hardened scoundrel ? ” demanded

Mr. Fang. “ Officer, what ’s his name ?
”

This was addressed to a bluff old fellow, in a striped waist-

coat, who was standing by the bar. He bent over Oliver,

and repeated the inquiry
;
but finding him really incapable of

understanding the question
;

and knowing that his not

replying would only infuriate the magistrate the more, and
add to the severity of his sentence, he hazarded a guess.

“ He says his name ’s Tom White, your worship,” said this

kind-hearted thief-taker.

Oh, he won’t speak out, won’t he ? ” said Fang. Very
well, very well. "V^ere does he live ?

”

Where he can, your worship,” replied the officer: again

pretending to receive Oliver’s answer.
“ Has he any parents ? ” inquired Mr. Fang.
** He says they died in his infancy, your worship,” replied

the officer : hazarding the usual reply.

At this point of the inquir}’^, Oliver raised his head
;
and,

looking round with imploring eyes, murmured a feeble prayer

for a draught of water.
“ Stuff and nonsense !

” said Mr. Fang :
“ don’t try io make

a fool of me.”
I think he really is ill, your worship,” remonstrated the

officer.

“ I know better,” said Mr. Fang.
“ Take care of him, officer,” said the old gentleman, raising

his hands instinctively
;

** he ’ll fall down.”
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“ Stand away, officer,’* cried Fang
;

let him, if he likes.’

Oliver availed himself of the kind permission, and fell to

the floor in a fainting fit. The men in the office looked at

each other, but no one dared to stir.

** I knew he was shamming,” said Fang, as if this were

incontestable proof of the fact.
** Let him lie there

;
he ’U

soon be tired of that.”
** How do you propose to deal with the case, sir ? ” inquired

the clerk in a low voice.

Summarily,” replied Mr. Fang. He stands committed

for three months—hard labour of course. Clear the office.”

The door was opened for this purpose
;
and a couple of men

were preparing to carry the insensible boy to his coU
;
when

an elderly man of decent but poor appearance, clad in an old

suit of black, rushed hastily into the office, and advanced

towards the bench.
** Stop, stop ! Don’t take him away ! For Heaven’s sake

stop a moment !
” cried the new coiner, breathless with haste.

Although the presiding Genii in such an office as this,

exercise a summary and arbitrary power over the liberties,

the good name, the character, almost the lives, of Her
Majesty’s subjects, especially of the poorer class; and althougli,

within such walls, enough fantastic tricks are daily played to

make the angels bhnd with weeping
;
they are closed to the

public, save through the medium of the daily press.^ Mr,

Fang was consequently not a little indignant to see an

unbidden guest enter in such irreverent disorder.

What is this ? Who is tliis? Turn this man out. Clear

the office !
” cried Mr, Fang.

I will speak,” cried the man
;

I will not be turned out.

I saw it all. I keep the book-stall. 1 demand to be sworn.

I wiU not be put down. Mr. Fang, you must hear me. You
must not refuse, sir.”

The man was right. His manner was determined
;
and the

matter was growing rather too serious to be hushed up.

Swear the man,” growled Mr. Fang, with a very iU grace.

Now, man, what have you got to say ?
”

This,” said the man : ‘‘I saw three boys : two others and

the prisoner here : loitering on the opposite side of the way,

when this gentleman was reading. The robbery was com-

Or were virtwillyy (hen.
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mitted another boy. I saw it done : and I saw that this

boy was perfectly amazed and stnpified by it.” Having by

this time recovered a little breath, the worthy book-stall

keeper proceeded to relate, in a more coherent maimer, the

exact circumstances of the robbery.

Why didn’t you* come here before?” said Fang, after a

pause.

“I badTri a soul to mind the shop,” re'plied the man.
Everj'body who could have helj^ed me, had joined in the

pursuit. I could got nobody till five minutes ago
;
and I ’ve

run here all the way.”

The prosecutor was reading, was he?” inquired Fang,

after another pause.

Yes,” replied the man. The very book he has in Ms
hand.”

Oh, that book, eh ? ” said Fang. Is it paid for ?
”

No, it is not,” replied the man, with a smile.

‘^Dear me, I forgot all about it!” exclaimed the absent old

gentleman, innocently.

A nice person to prefer a charge against a poor boy! ”

said Fang, with a comical effort to look humane. I con-

sider, sir, that you liave obtained possession of that book,

under very suspicious and disreputable circumstances
;
and

you may think yourself very fortunate that the owner of tlie

property declines to prosecute. Let tMs be a lesson to you,

my man, or the law will overtake you yet. The boy is dis-

charged. Clear the office.”

D—n me !
” cried the old gentleman, bursting out wdth

the rage he had kept down so long, d—me ! I ’ll
—

”

Clear the office !
” said the magistrate. Officers, do you

hear ? Clear the office !

”

The mandate was obeyed
;
and the indignant Mr. Brownl(>w

was conveyed out, vrith the book in one hand, and the bamboo
cane in the other *. in a perfect phrenzy of rage and defiance.

He reached the yard; and his passion vanished in a moment.
Little Oliver Twist lay on his back on the pavement, with his

sliirt unbuttoned, and his temples bathed with water
;
his face

a deadly wMte; and a cold tremble convulsing Ms whole
frame.

** Poor boy, poor boy !
” said Mr; Brownlow, bending over

him. Call a coach, somebody, pray. Directly !

”

A coach was obtained, and Oliver, having been carefully
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laid on one seat, the old gentleman got in and sat himself on

the other.

May I accompany you?’’ said the book-stall keeper,

looking in.

'' Bless me, yes, my dear sir,” said Mr. Brownlow quickly.

** I forgot you. Dear, dear ! I have this unhappy book still

!

Jump in. Poor fellow ! there 's no time to lose.”

The book-stall keeper got into the coach
;
and away they

drove.
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CHAPTER XII.

IN WHICH OLIVER IS TAKEN BETTER CAKE OF THAN HE BVER WAS

BEFORE. AND IN WHICH TEE NARRATIVE REVERTS TO TEE MERIvT

OLD GENTLEMAN AND IlIS YOU'IHPUL FRIENDS.

The coach rattled away, down Mount Pleasant and up

Exmouth-street ; over nearl}' the same ground as that which

Oliver had traversed whem he first entered London in

company with the Dodger
;

and, turning a different way
when it reached the Angel at Islington, stopped at length

before a neat house, in a quiet shady street near Penton-

ville. Here a bed was prepared without loss of time, in

which Mr, Brovujlow LLw liis young diarge carefully and

comfortably depopLed ;
and here, he was tended with a

kindness and solicitude tliat knew no liounds.

But, for many days, Oliver remained insensible to all the

goodness of his new friends. The sun rose and sunk, and

rose and sunk again, and many times after that
;
and still

the boy lay siretched on his uneasy bed, dwindling away
beneath the dry and wasting heat of fever. Tlie worm dues

not his work more surely on tljo dead body, tlian doe^ this

slow ereeping fire upon the living frame.

Weak, and thin, and pallid, he awoke at last from what

seemed to have been a long and trou])lcd dream. Finddy

raising himself in the bed, with his head resting on liis

trembling arm, ho looked anxiously around.

What room is this ? V\diere hav(‘ 1 been brought to ?
”

said Oliver. Tliis is not the place I went to slet'p in.'’

He uttered these words in a feeble voice, being very faint

and weak
;
but tlu'y were ovi'rheard at once

;
fur the curtain

at the bed’s head was hastily drawn bu('k, and a motherly old

lady, very neatly and precisel^^ dressed, rose as she undrew it,

from an arm-chair close by, in which she had been sitting at

needle-work.

Hush, my dear,” said the old lady soflly “ You must
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be very quiet, or you will be ill again
;
and you have been

very bad,—as bad as bad could be, pretty nigh . Lie down
again: there ^s a dear.*’ With these words, the old lady

very gently placed Oliver’s head upon the pillow
;
and smooth-

ing back his hair from his forehead, looked so kindly and

lovingly in his face, that he could not help placing his little

withered hand in hers, and drawing it roimd his neck.

“ Save us !
” said the old lady, with tears in her eyes,

what a grateful little dear it is. Pretty creetur ! wluit

would his mother feel if she had sat by him as I have, and

could see him now !

”

“ Perhaps she does see me,” whispered Oliver, folding his

hands together; ''perhaps she has sat by me. I almost feel

as if vshe had.”
“ That was the fever, my dear,” said the old lady mildly.

" I suppose it was,” replied Oliver, " because Heaven is a

long way off
;
and they are too happy there, to come down to

the bedside of a poor boy. But if she knew I was ill, she

must have pitied me, even there
;
for she was very ill herself

before she died. She can’t know anything about me though,”

added Oliver after a moment’s silence. " If she had seen me
hurt, it would have made her sorrowful

;
and her face has

always looked sweet and happy, when I have dreamed of her.”

The old lady made no reply to this
;
but wiping her eyes

first, and her spectacles, which lay on the counterpane, after-

wards, as if they were part and parcel of those features,

brought some cool stuff for Oliver to drink
;
and then, patting

him on the cheek, told him he must lie very quiet, or he
would be ill again.

So, Oliver kept very stiU
;
partly because he was anxious

to obey the kind old lady in all things
;
and partly, to tell the

tnitli, because he was completely exliausted with what he had
already said. He soon fell into a gentle doze, from which
he v^as awakened by the light of a candle : which being
brought near the bed, showed him a gentleman, with a very
large and loud-ticking gold watch in his hand, w^ho felt his

pulse, and said he was a great deal better.

“ You are a great deal better, are you not, my dear ?” said

the gentleman.
" Yes, thank you, sir,” replied Oliver.

"Yes, I know you are,” said the gentleman: “You’re
hungry too, an’t you ?

”
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** No, sir,” answered Oliver.

“ Hem ! said the gentleman. ** No, I know you ^re not.

He is not hungry, Mrs. Bedwin,’* said the gentleman : looking

very wise.

The old lady made a respectful hiclination of tlie head,

wiiich seemed to say that she thought the doctor ,vas a vei y

clever man. The doctor appeared much of the same opinion

himself.

You feel sleepy, don^t you, my dear ? ” said the doctor.

No, sir,'^ replied Oliver.

“No,” said the doch^r with a very shrewd and satisfied look
“ You ’re not sleepy. Nor thirsty. Are you V

”

“ Yes, sir, rather thirsty,” answered Oliver.

“ Just as I oxpoeded, Mrs. Bedwin,” said the doctor. “ I[ 's

very natural that he should be thirsty. You may give him
a lirtle tea, ma’am, and some di‘y toast without any hultcr.

Don’t keep him too warm, ma’am: but be careful tluit you

don't let him he too cold—will \ou have the croodness ?”

The old lady dropped a curtsey. The doctor, after tasting

the cool stuff, and expressing a qualified approval thei’eof,

hurried away : hb b(jots creaking in a very important and

wealthy manner as he went dowu-stairs.

Oliver dozed ofi' again, soon after this; when he awoke, it

was nearly twelve o’clock. The old lady tenderly bade him
good-night shortly afterwards, and left him in charge of a fat

old v'oman who had just come : bringing with her, in a liltle

bmidlc, a small Prayer Book and a large nightcap Putting

file latter on lier liend and the former on the table, the old

woman, after telling Oliver that she had come to .sit up wit!)

him, drew her chair close to the tire and went off into a series

of short najis, chequered at frequent intervals witli sundry

tumblings forward, and divers moans and chokings : which,

however, had no worse effect than causing her to rub her nose

very hard, and then fall asleep again.

And thus the night crept slowly on. Oliver hiy awake for

some time, counting the little circles of light, whicii the

reflection of the rushlight -shade threw upon tlie ceiling; or

tracing with his languid eyes the intricate pattern of the paper

on the wall. The darkness and the deep stillness of the room
were very solemn

;
and as they brought into the hoy’s mind

the thought that death had been hovering there, for many
days and niglits, and miglit yet fill it with the gloom and
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dread of his awful presence, he turned his face upon the pillow,

and fervently prayed to Heaven.

Gradually, he fell into that deep tranquil isileep which ease

fpom recent suffering alone imparts
;
that calm and peaceful

rest which it is pain to wake from. Who, if this were deatli,

would be roused again to all the struggles and turmoils of

life
;

to aU its cares for the present
;

its anxieties for the

future
;
more than all, its weary recollections of the past

!

It had been* bright day for hours when Oliver opened his

eves
;
and when he did so he felt cheerful and happy. The

crisis of the disease was safely past. He belonged to the

world again.

In three days* time ho was able to sit in an easy-chair, well

propped up with pillows
;
and, as he was still too weak to

walk, Mrs. Bedwin had him carried down-stairs into the little

housekeeper’s room, which belonged to her. Having him sat

here, by the fireside, the good old lady sat herself down too
;

and, being in a state of ('onsiderablo delight at seeing him so

much better, forthwith began to cry most violently.

“Never mind me, my dear,” said the old lady. “I’m
only having a regular good cry. There

;
it ’s aU over now

;

and I ’m quite comfortable.”
“ You ’re very, very, kind to me, ma’am,” said Oliver.

“ WeU, never you mind that, my dear,” said the old lady;

that ’s got nothing to do with your broth
;
and it ’s full time

you had it
;

for the doctor says Mr. Browmlow may come in to

see you this morning
;
and we must get up our best looks,

because the better wo look, the more he ’U be pleased.” And
with this, the old lady applied herself to warming up, in a

little saucepan, a basin full of broth : strong enough, OHver
thought, to furnish an ample dinner, when reduced to the

regulation strength, for three hundred and fifty paupers, at

the lowest computation.
“ Are you fond of pictures, dear?” inquired the old lady,

seeing that Oliver had fixed his eyes, most intently, on a

portrait which hung against the wall
;

just opposite his

chair.

“ I don’t quite know, ma’am,” said Oliver, without taking
his eyes from tlie canvas; “ 1 have seen so few that I hardly

know^ What a beautiful mild face tliat lady’s is !

”

“All!” said the old lady, “painters always make ladies

out prettier than they arc. or they w’ouldu’t get any custom,
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child. The man that invented the machine for taking like-

nesses might have known that would never sacceed
;

it a

deal too honest. A deal/* said the old lady, laughing very

heartily’ afc her own acuteness.

Is—is that a likeness, ma’am?’ said Oliver.

Yes,” said the old lady, looking up for a moment from
the broth

;

“ that ’s a portrait
”

AVhose, ma’am ? ” asked Oliver.

“ Why, really, my dear, I don’t know,” answered the old

lady in a good-humoured manner. It ’s not a likeness of

anybody that you or I know. I expect. It seems to strike

your fancy, dear.”

it is so very pretty,” replied Oliver.

Why, sure you ’re not afraid of it?” said the old lady :

observing, in great surprise, the look of awe with which the

child regarded the painting.
“ Oh no, no,” returned Oliver quickly; but the eyes look

so sorrowful
;
and where I sit, they seem fixed upon me. It

makes ray heart beat,” added Oliver in a low voice, as if it

was alive, and wanted to speak to me, but couldn’t.”

“ Lord save us !
” exclaimed the old lady, starting; don’t

talk in that way, child. You ’re weak and nervous after your

illness. Let me wheel your chair round to the other side

;

and then you won’t see it. There !
” said the old lady,

suiting the action to the word
;
“ you don’t see it now, at all

events.”

Oliver did see it in his mind’s e^'-e as distiiu;tly as if he had
not altered liis position

;
but he thought it better not to worry

the kind old lady
;
so he smiled gently wdien she looked at

him
;
and Air* Jiedwin, satisfied that he felt more comfortable,

salted and broke bits of toasted bread into tlie broth, with all

the bustle befitting so solemn a preparation. Oliver got

through it with extraordinary expedition. He had scarcely

swallowed the last spoonful, when there came a soft tap at

tlie door. “ Come in,” said the old lady ;
and in wall^ed Mr.

Brownlow,

Now, the old gentleman came in as brisk as need be
;
but,

he had no sooner raised his spectacles on his forehead, and

thrust his hands behina the skirts of his dressing-gown to

take a good long look at Oliver, than his countenance under-

went a very great variety of odd contortions. Oliver looked

very worn and shadow}^ from sickness, and made an ineffectual
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attempt to stand up, out of respect to his benefactor, which

terminated in his sinking back into tlie chair again
,
and the

fact is, if the truth must be told, that Mr. Brownlow's heai-t,

being large enough for any six ordina.ry old gentlemen of

humane disposition, forced a supply of tears into his eyes, by

some hydraulic process which we are not sufficiently philo-

sophical to be in a condition to explain.

Poor boy, poor boy !
” said Mr. Brownlow, clearing his

throat, I ’ni rather hoarse this morning, Mrs. Bedwin.

I ’ra afraid I have cau'clit cold.”

I hope not, air,” said Mrs. Bedwin. ” Everything you

have had, has been well aired, sir.”
“

I don’t know, Bedwin. I don’t know,” said Mr. Brown-
low; I rather think I had a damp napkin at dinner-time

yesterday
;

but newer mind that. How do you feel, my
dear ?

”

Very happy, sir,” replied Oliver. And very grateful

indeed, sir, for your goodness to me.”
“ Good boy,” said Mr. Brownlow, stoutly. Have you

given him any nourishment, Bedwin ? Any slops, eh ? ”

“ He has just liad a basin of beautiful strong broth, sir,”

replied Mrs. Bedwin : drawing herself up slightly, and laying

a strong emphasis on the last word : to intimate that between

slops, and broth well compounded, there existed no affinity or

connexion whatsoever.
“ Ugh !

” said Mr. Brownlow, with a slight shudder
;
“a

couple of glasses of port wine would have done liim a great

deal more good. Wouldn’t they, Tom White, eh?”
“ My name is Oliver, sir,” replied the little invalid: with

a look of great astonishment.

^‘Oliver,” said Mr. Brownlow; ‘‘Oliver what? Oliver

White, ch?’^
“ No, sir, Twist, Oliver Twist.”

“Queer name!” said the old gentleman. “ What made
you tell the magistrate your name was White ?

’’

“ I never told him so, sir,” returned Oliver in amazement.
This sounded so like a falseliood, tliat the old gentleman

looked somewhat sternly in Oliver’s ftme. It was im])08sible

to doubt him
;
there was truth in every one of its thin and

sharpened lineaments.
“ Some mistake,” said Mr. Brownlow. But, although his

motive for looking steadily at Oliver no longer existed, the
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iden of the resemblance between his features and some
familiar face came upon him so strongly, that he could not
witlidraw his gaze.

“I hope you are not angry with me, sir ?” said Oliver,

raising his eyes beseechingly.

No, no,” replied the old genileinan. “ Wi’/ ! what s

this ? Bedwin, look there !

”

As he spoke, he pointed hastily to the picture aboTe Oliver’s

head
,
and then to the boy’s face. There was its living copy.

The eyes, the head, the mouth ; every feature was the same.

The expression was, for the instant, so precisely ali):e, that

the minutest line seemed copied with a startling accuracy

!

Oliver knew not the cause of tliis sudden exclamation
;
hu,

not being strong enough to bear the start it gave lum, he

fainted away. A weakness on his part, whidi atfords tlie

narrative an opportunity of relieving the reader from suspe^nse,

in behalf of the two young pupils of the Merry Old Gentle-

man
; and of recording

—

That when the Dodger, and his accumplishod friend Master

Bates, joined in the hue-and-cry wliicli was raised at Oliver's

heels, in consequence of their executing an illegal convey-

ance of Mj* Browiilow's ])ersonal ju'opcrty, as has ]>eeu ali’eady

described, tliey were actuated by a very laudalde and beeuiii

ing regard for themrielve>s
;
and forasmuch as the freedom of

the subject and the liberty of tlu^ individual are among the

first and proudest boasts of a true-lieatted Englisliman, so, 1

need hardly beg the reader to observe, that this action should

tend to exalt them in the opinion of all public and patriotic

men, in almost as great a degree as this strong proof of tiieir

anxiety for their own preservation and safety, goes to corrobo-

rate and confirm the little cf»de of laws vhkli certain profound

and sound-judging philosophers haye laid dowm as the

mainsprings of all Nature's deeds and actions : the said

philosophers very wisely reducing the good lady’s proceedings

to matters of maxim and tlieory : and, hy a very neat and

pretty compliment to her exalted wisdom and understanding,

putting entirely out of sight any considerations of heart, or

generous impulse and feeling. For, these are matters totally

Deneath a female who is acknowledged hy universal admission

to be far above the numerous little foibles and weaknesses of

her sex.

If I wanted any further proof of the strictly philosophical
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nature of the conduct of these young gentlemen in their very

delicate predicament, I should at once find it in the fact (also

recorded in a foregoing part of this narrative), of their quitting

the pursuit, when the general attention was fixed upon Oliver

;

and making immediately for their home by the shortest

possible cut. Although I do not mean to assert that it is

usually the practice of renowned and learned sages, to shorten

the road to any great conclusion their course indeed being

rather to lengthen the distance by various circumlocutions

and discursive staggerings, like unto those in which drunken

men under the pressure of a too mighty flow of ideas, are

prone to indulge
;

still, I do mean to say, and do say distinctly,

that it is the invariable practice of many mighty philosophers,

ill carrying out their theories, to evince great wisdom and

foresight in providing against every possible contingency

which can be supposed at all likely to affect themselves.

Thus, to do a great right, you may do a little wrong
;
and

you may take any means which the end to be attained, will

justify
;
the amount of the right, or the amount of the wrong,

or indeed the distinction between the two, being left entirely

to the philosopher concerned
; to be settled and determined by

liis clear, comprehensive, and impartial view of his own
particular case.

It was not until the two boys had scoured, with great

rapidity, tlirough a most intricate maze of narrow streets and

courts, that they ventured to halt by one consent, beneath a

low and dark archway. Having remained silent here, just

long enough to recover breath to speak. Master Bates uttered

an exclamation of amusement and delight
j
and bursting into

an uncontrollable fit of laughter, flung himself upon a door-

step, and rolled thereon in a transport of mirth.

What ’s the matter ? ” inquired the Dodger.

Ha ! ha ! ha !
” roared Charley Bates.

‘‘ Hold your noise, remonstrated the Dodger, looking

cautiously round. Do you want to be grabbed, stupid ?

‘‘ I can’t help it,” ssdd Charley, **
I can’t help it ! To see

him splitting away at that pace, and cutting roimd the

comers, and knocking up again the posts, and starting on
again as if he was made of iron as well as them, and me with
the wipe in my pocket, singing out arter him—oh, my eye !

”

The vivid imagination of Master Bates, presented the scene

before him in too strong colours. As he arrived at this
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apostrophe, he again rolled upon the door-step, and laughed

louder than before.

“What’ll Fagin say?” inquired the Dodger; taking

advantage of the next interval of breathlessness on the part

of liis friend to propound the question.
“ 'S^Tiat ? ” repeated Charley Bates.

“ Ah, what?” said the Dodger.
“ Why, what should he say ? ” inquired Charley " stopping

rattier suddenly in his merriment
;

for the Dodger’s manner
was impressive. “ What should he say ?

”

Mr. Dawkins whistled for a couple of minutes
;
then, taking

off his hat, scratched his head, and nodded thrice.

“ What do you mean ? ” said Charley.
“ Toor ruJ lol loo, gammon and spinnage, the frog he

wouldn’t, and high cockolorum,” said the Dodger: with a
slight sneer on his intellectual countenance.

This was explanatory, but not satisfactory. Master Bates

felt it so
;
and again said, “ What do you moan? ”

The Dodger made no reply; but putting his hat on again

and gathering the skirts of his long-tailed coat under his arm,

thrust his tongue into his cheek, slapped the bridge of his

nose some half-dozen times in a familiar but expressive

manner
;
and turning on his heel slunk down the court.

Master Bates followed, wdth a thoughtful coimtenance.

The noise of footsteps on the creaking stairs, a few
minutes after the occurrence of this conversation, roused the

merry old gentleman as he sat over the fire with a saveloy

and a small loaf in his left hand
;
a pocket-knife in his right

;

ciiid a pewter pot on the trivet. There was a rascally smile

on his white face as he turned round
;
and, looking sharply

out from under his thick rod eyebrows, bent his ear towards

the door, and listened intently.
** Why, how ’s this ? ” muttered the Jew : changing coun-

tenance
;

“ only two of ’em ? Where ’s the third ? They
can’t have gob into trouble. Hark !

”

The footsteps approached nearer
;
they reached the landing.

The door was slowly opened
;
and the Dodger and Charley

Bates entered, closing it behind them.
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CHAPTER XIII.

•OME NEW acquaintances ARE INTRODUCED TO THE INTELLIGENT

reader; connected with whom, VARIODS pleasant matters ARB

RELATED, APPERTAINING TO THIS HISTORY.

Where’s Oliver?” said the furious Jew rising with a

menacing look. “ Where ’s the hoy ?
”

The young thieves eyed their preceptor as if they were

alarmed at his violence
;
and looked uneasily at each other.

But tliey made no reply.

What’s become of the hoy ? ” said the Jew, seizing the

Dodger tightly by the collar, and threatening him with horrid

imprecations. ‘‘ Speak out, or I ’ll throttle you !

”

Mr. Fagiai looked so very miuh in earnest, that Charley Bates,

who deemed it prudemt in all cases to he on the safe side, and

who conceived it hy no means improbable that it might he his

turn to be throttled second, di'opped upon his knees, and

raised a loud, well-sustained, and continuous roar—something

between a mad bull and a speaking trumpet.

Will you speak ? ” thundered the Jew : shaking the

Dodger so much that his keeping in the big coat at all seemed
perfectly miraculous.

MH^y, the traps have got him, and that’s all about it,”

said the Dodger, sullenly. “ Come, let go o’ me, will you !

”

And, swinging himself, at one jerk, clean out of the big coat,

which ho left in the Jew’s hands, the Dodger snatched up the

toasting-fork, and made a pass at the merry old gentleman’s

waistcoat which, if it liad taken effect, would have let a little

nuH’o merriment out, than could have been easily replaced in

a month or two.

The J ('w stepped back, in this emergency, with more agility

than could have been anticipated in a man of his apparent

decrepitude
;
and, seizing up the pot, prepared to hurl it at

his assailant’s head. But, Charley Bates, at this moment,
calling his attention by a perfectly terrific howl, he suddenly
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altered its destination, and flung it full at that young gentle-

man.
“ Why, what the blazes is in the wind now

!
growled a

deep voice. ‘‘ Who pitched that ’ere at me ? It ’s well it ’s

the beer, and noc the pot, as hit me, or I ’d have settled

somebody. I might have know'd, as nobody but an infernal,

rich, plundering, thundering old Jew, could afford to throw

away any drink but' water—and not that, unless h^' done the

River Comx)any every quarter. Wot ’s it all about, Fagin ?

D—me, if my neck-handkercher au’t lined with beer ! Come
in, you sneaking warmint

;
wot are you stopping outside for,

as if you was ashamed of your master ! Come in !

”

The man who growled out tliese words, was a stoutly-built

fellow of about fivp-and-thirty, in a ])la('k velveteen coat, very

soiled drab brc'cches. laco-up half Coots, and grey cotton

stockings, wliich enclosed a bullty pair of logs, with large

swelling calves;—the kind of legs, wliich in such costume,

always look in an unfinished and incomplc'te state without a

set of fetters to garnish them. Ho had a bro^vn hat on his

head, and a dirty belcher haiivlkerchief round his neck ; with

the long frayed ends of which, he smeared tlie beer from his

face as he spoke. He disclosed, when he had done so, a broad
heavy countonanco with a beard of three days’ growth, and
two scowling yes; one of wliich, display(‘d various parti-

coloured symptoms of having been recently damaged by a
blow.

“ Come in, d’ ye hear ? ” growled this engaging ruffian.

A white shaggy dog, with liis face scratched and torn La

twenty different ^daces, skulkefi into the room.
“ Why didn’t you come in afore ? ” said the man. “ You're

getting too proud to ovu me afore company, are you ? Lie

down !

”

This command was accompanied with a kick, which sent

the animal to the other end of the room. He appeared well

used to it, however
;
for he coiled himself up in a corner very

quietly, without uttering a sound
;
and, wanking his very ill-

looking eyes about tw'oiity times in a minute, ajipeared to

occupy himself in taking a survey of the apartment.
“ WTiat are you up to ? 111-treatiug the boys, you covetous,

avaricious, in-sa-ti-a-ble old fence?” said the man, seating
himself deliberately. I wonder they don’t murder you
i w^ould if 1 was them. If I ’d been your ’prentice, I *d have
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done it long ago
;
and—^no, I couldn’t have sold you after-

wards, though, for you’re fit for nothing but keeping as a

curiosity of ugliness in a glass bottle, and I suppose they don’t

blow glass bottles large enough.”

Hush ! hush ! Mr. Sikes,” said the Jew, trembling
;
“don’t

apeak so loud.”

“None of your mistering,” replied the ruffian; “you
always mean mischief when you come that. You know my
name : out with it ! I shan’t disgrace it when the time comes,”

“ Well, well, then—Bill Sikes,” said the Jew, with abject

humility. “ You seem out of humour, Bill.”

“ Perhaps I am,” replied Sikes; “ I should think you was
rather out of sorts too, unless you mean as little harm when
you throw pewter pots about, as you do when you blab

and—”
“ Are you mad? ” said the Jew, catching the man by the

sleeve, and pointing towards the boys.

Mr. Sikes contented himseK with tying an imaginary knot

under his left ear, and jerking his head over on the right

s]10older; a piece of dumb show which the Jew appeared to

understand perfectly. He then, in cant terms with which his

whole conversation was plentifully besprinkled, but which
would be quite unintelligible if they were recorded here,

demanded a glass of liquor.

“ And mind you don’t poison it,” said Mr. Sikes, laying his

hat upon the table.

This was said in jest
;
but if the speaker could have seen

the evil leer with vvdiich the Jew bit his pale lip as he turned

round to the cupboard, he might have thought the caution not

wholly unnecessary, or the wish (at all events) to improve
upon the distiller’s ingenuity not very far from the old gentle-

man’s merry heart.

After swallowing two or three glasses of spirits, Mr. Sikes

condescended to take some notice of the young gentlemen

;

which gracious act led to a conversation, in which the cause

and manner of Oliver’s capture were circumstantially detailed,

with such alterations and imj)rovements on the tmth, as to

tlie Dodger appeared most advisable under the circumstances.

“I’m afraid,” said tne Jew, “that he may say something
which will get us into trouble.”

“ That’s very likely,” returned Sikes with a malicious grin.
“ You ’re blowed upon, Fagin.”
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And I afraid, you see,” added the Jew, speaking as if

he had not noticed the interruption
;
and regarding the other

closely as he did so,— I 'm afraid that, if tine game was up

with us, it might be up with a good many more, and that it

would come out rather, worse for you than it would for me, my
dear.”

The man started, and turned round upon the Jew. But the

old gentleman’s whoulders were shrugged up to his ears
;
and

his eyes were vacantly staring on the opposite waU.

Tliere was a long pause. Every member of the rGS]r>eetable

ccterie appeared plunged in his own reflections
;
not except-

ing the dog, who by a cei tain malicious licking of his lips

seemed to be meditating an attack upon the legs of the first

gentleman or lady he might encounter in the streets when ho

went out.

“ Somebody must find out wet’s been done at the office,”

said Mr. Sikes in a much lower tone than he had taken since

he came in.

The Jew nodded assent.

‘ If 'he hasn’t peached, and is committed, there’s no fear

till he comes out again,” said Mr. Sikes, “ and then he must
be taken care on. You must got hold of him, somehow.”

Again the Jew nodded.

The prudence of this line of action, indeed, was obvious

;

but, unfortunately, tliere was one very strong objection to its

being adopted. This was, that the Dodger, and Charley

Bates, and Fagin, and Mr. 'William Sikes, happened, one and
all, to entertain a violent and deeply-rooted antipathy to going
near a police-office, on any ground or pretext whatever.

How long they might have sat and looked at each other, in

a state of uncertainty not the most pleasant of its kind, it is

difficult to guess. It is not necessary to make any guesses on
the subject, however; for the. sudden entrance of the t^vo

young ladies whom Oliver liad seen on a former occasion,

caused the conversation to fiow^ afresh.

“The very thing!” said the Jew. “Bet will go; won’t

you, my dear ?
”

“ WTieres ? ” inquired the young lady.
“ Only just up to the office, my dear,” said the Jew

coaxingly.

It is due to the young lady to say that she did not posi-

tively affirm that she w ould not, but that she merely expressed
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an emphatic and earnest desire to he blessed if she would

;

a polite and delicate evasion of the request, which shows the

young lady to have been possessed of that natural good
oreeding which cannot bear to inflict upon a feUow-creature,

the pain of a direct and pointed refusal.

The Jew’s countenance fell. He turned from this young
lady, who was gaily, not to say gorgeously attired, in a red

gow^i, green boots, and yellow curl-papers, to the other

female.

“ Nancy, my dear,” said the Jew in a soothing manner,
“ what do you say ?

”

“ That it won’t do ! so it’s no use a-trying it on, Fagin,”

replied Nancy.
“ What do you mean by that?” said Mr. Sikes, looking up

in a surly manner.
“ What I say, Bill,” replied the lady collectedly.

jmu ’re ju^t the very person for it,” rea.soned Mr.
Sikes ; “Yiobody about here knows anything of you.”

And as I don’t want ’em to, neither,” replied Nancy in

the same oomposod maimer, “it’s rather more no than yes

witli mo, Bill.”

“ She’ll go, Fagin,” said Sikes.

“ No, she won’t, Fagin,” said Nancy.
“ Y(3s slie will, Fagin,” said Sikes.

And Mr Sikes was right,. By dint of alternate threats,

promises, and bribes, the lady in question was ultimately

prevailed upon to undertake tiie commission. Slie was not,

indeed, withheld by the same considerations as her agreeable

friend ; for, having very recently removed into the neighbour-

hood of Field-lane from the remote but genteel suburb of

Ratclifle, she was not under the same apprehension of being

recognised by any of her numerous acquaintance.

Accordingly, witli a clean white apron tied over her gOAvn,

and her curl-papers tucked up under a straw bonnet, —both
articles of dress being provided from the Jew’s inexhaustible

stock—Miss Nancy prepared to issue forth on her errand.

“ Stop a minute, my dear,” said the Jew, producing a little

covered basket. “ Carry that in one hand. It looks more
respectable, my dear.”

“ Give her a door-lmy to carry in In r t’other one, Fagin,*

said Sikes; “ it looks real and geniviiie like.”

“Yes, yes, my dear, so it does,” said the Jew. hanging a
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larf^e street-door key on the fore-finger of the young lady's

right hand. “ There
;

very good ! Very good indeed, my
dear !

” said the Jew, rubbing his hands.

Oh, my brother ! My poor, dear, sweet, innocent little

brother !
” exclaimed Nancy, bursting into tears, and wringing

the little basket and the street door key in rn agony of

distress. ‘^M^hat has become of him! Wliere have they

taken him to ! Oh, do have pity, and tell mo what ’s been

done wi'Ji the de?ir boy, gentlemen
;

do, gentlemen, if you

please, gentlemen 1

"

Having uttered these words in a most lamentable and lieart-

broken tone: to the immeasurahle delight of her hearers:

Miss Nancy paused, winkt^d to the company, nodded smilingly

round, and disappeared.

Ah ! she 's a clever girl, my dears," said the Jew, turning

round to his young friends, and shaking his head gravely, as

if in mute admonition to them to fallow the bright example

they had just beheld.

“ She ’s a honour to her sex," said Mr. Sikes filling his

glass, and smiting the table with his enormous fist. Here’s

her health, and wishing they was all like her !

"

While these, and many other encomiums, were being passed

on the accomplished Nancy, that young lady made the best of

her way to the police-office
;
whither, notvdthstanding a little

natural timidity consequent upon walking through the streets

alone and unprotected, she arrived in perfect safety shortly

afterw^ards.

Entering by the hack way, slie tapped sc^ftly wdth the kev
at one of the cell-doors, and listened. There was no somid
\vithin : so she coughed and listened again. Still there was
no reply : so she spoke.

“ Nolly, dear ? " murmured Nancy in a gentle voice

;

“NoUy ?'"

There was nobody inside but a miserable shoeless criminal,

who bad been taken up for playing the flute, and who, the

offence against society having been clearly proved, had been
very properly committed by Mr. Fang to the House of Correc-

tion for one month
;

with the ai>propriate and amusing
remark, that since he had so much breath to spare, it would
be more wholesomely expended on the treadmill than in a
musical instrument. He made no answ er : being oc/',u]uec1 in

mentally bewailing the loss of the flute wffiich had been
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confiscated for the use of the county
;
so Nancy passed on to

the next cell, and knocked there.

Well ! cried a faint and feeble voice.

Is there a little boy here ? inquired Nancy, with a pre-

liminary sob.

No,” replied the voice
;
“ God forbid !

”

This was a vagrant of sixty-five, who was going to prison

for not playing the flute
;

or, in other words, for begging in

the streets, and doing nothing for his livelihood. In the next

cell, was another man, who was going to the same prison for

hawking tin saucepans without a licence
;

thereby doing

soTiiething for his living, in defiance of the P *J'inip^office.

But, as neither of these criminals answered to the name of

Oliver, or knew anything about him, Nancy made straight up
to the bluff officer in the striped waistcoat; and with the

most piteous wailings and lamentations, rendered more piteous

by a prompt and efficient use of the street-door key and the

little basket, demanded Iku ovm dear brother.

I haven’t got him, my dear,” said the old man.

Where is he? ” siTOfuned Nancy, in a distracted manner.

Why, the gentleman’s got him,” replied the officer.

“What gentleman? Oh, gracious heavens! what gentle-

man?” exclainuxl Nancy.

In reply to this incoherent questioning, the old man informed

the deeply aflected sister that Oliver had been taken ill in the

office, and discharged in consequence of a witness having

proved the robbery to l\ave been committed by another boy,

not in custody; and that the prosecutor had carried him
away, in an insensible condition, to his own residencje : of and

concerning which, all the informant knew was, that it was
somewhere at Pentonvillo, he liaving hoard that word men-
tioned in the directions to the coachman.

In a dreadful state of doubt and uncertainty, the agonised

young woman staggered to the gate, and tlien, exchanging her

faltering walk for a good, swift, steady run, returned by the

most devious and complicated route she could think of, to the

domicile of the Jew.

Mr. Bdl Sikes no sooner heard the acco'unt of the expedition

delivered, than he very hastily called up the white dog, and,

putting on his hat, expeditiously departed : without devoting

any time to the formality of wdshing tiie company good-

morning.
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“ We must know where he is, my dears
;
he must be found/*

said the Jew, greatly excited. Charley, do nothing but

skidk about, till you bring home some news of him ! Nancy,

my dear, I must have him found. I trust to you, my dear,

—to you and the Artful for everything! Stay, stay,’* added

tlir‘ Jew, unlocking a drawer with a shaking hand
,

there ’s

money, my dears. I shall shut up this shop to-night. You ’ll

know where to find me ! Don’t stop here a minute. Not an

instant, my dears !

With these words, he pushed them from the room
;
and

carefully double-locking and barring the door behind them,

di*ew from its place of concealment the box which he had
unintentionally disclosed to Oliver. Then, he hastily pro-

ceeded to dispose the watches and jewellery, beneath liis

clothing.

A rajj at the door, startled him in this occupation. ‘‘WTio’s

there ? ” he (Tied in a shiill tone.

“Me!” replied the voice of the Dodger, through the

key-hole.
“ M hat now ? ” cried the Jew impatiently.
“ Is he to be kidnapped to the other ken, Nancy says?”

inquired the Dodger.

Yes,” rejdied the Jew, “ wherever she lays hands on him.
Find him, find liim out, that ’s all! I shall know what to do
next; never fear.”

J’he boy murmured a reply of intelligence
;
and hurried

do>ni stairs after his ('oitipanions
“ He has not j)eached so far,” said the Jew as he pursued

Ins oc,cupation. “If he means to blab us among his new
friends, we may stop his mouth yet.”

O.T.
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CHAPTER XIV.

COMPRISING FURTHER PARTICULARS OF OLIVER’S STAY AT MR- BROWN-

low’s, WITH THE REMARKABLE PREDICTION WHICH ONE MR. GUIMWIQ

UTTERED CONCERNING HIM, WHEN HE WENT OUT ON AN ERRAND.

Oliver soon recovering from the fainting-fit into which
Mr. Brownlow’s abrupt exclamation had tlirown liim, the

subject of the picture was carefully avoided, both by the old

gentleman and Mrs. Bedwin, in tlie conversation that ensued

:

which indeed bore no reference to Oliver’s history or prospects,

but was confined to such topics as might amuse without

exciting him. He was still too weak to get up to breakfast

;

but, when he came down* into the housekeeper’s room next

day, his first act was to cast an eager glance at the wall, in

the hope of again looking on the face of the beautiful lady.

His expectations were disappointed, however, for the pictiu’e

had been removed.

‘^Ah!’^ said the housekeeper, watcliing the direction of

Oliver’s eyes. It is gone, you see.”

I see it is ma’am,” replied Oliver. Wliy have they

taken it awaj" ?
”

“ It has been taken down, child; because Mr. Brownlow
said, that as it seemed to worry you, perhaps it might prevent

your getting well, you know,” r(^joincd the old lady.

‘^Oh, no, indeed. It didn’t worry me, ma’am,” said

Oliver. I liked to see it. I quite loved it.”

Well, well !
” said the old lady, good-humouredly; “you

get well as fast as ever you can, dear, and it shall be hung up
again. There ! I promise you that ! Now, let us talk about

something else.”

This was all the information Oliver could obtain about the

picture at that time. As the old lady had been so kind to

liim in his illness, he endeavoured to think no more of the

subject just then
; so he listened attentively, to a great many

stories she told him, about an amiable and handsome daughter
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of hers, who was married to an amiable and luindsome man,

and lived in the country ;
and about a sou, v ho was clerk to

a merchant in the West Indies; and who was, also, such a

good young man, and wrote such dutiful letters home four

times a-year, that it brought the tears into her eyes, to talk

about them. When the old lady had expatiated, a long time,

on the excellences of her children, and the merits of her kind,

good husband besides, who had been dead and gone, poor dear

soul’ jiiMt six-and-twenty years, it was time to have tea.

Alter tea she began to teach Oliver cribbage : which he learnt

as quickly as she could teoch : and at wliich game they

played, with great interest and gravity, until it was time for

th^ invalid to have some warm wdne and water, with a slice

of dry toast, and then to go cosily to bed.

They were happy days, those of Oliver’s recovery. Eveiy-

thing was so quiet, and neat, and orderly
;
everybody so kind

and gentle
;
that after the noise and turbulence in the midst

of which he had always lived, it seemed like Heaven itself.

He was no sooner strong enough to put his clothes on,

properly, than Mr. Brownlow caused a complete new suit, and
a new cap, and a now pair of shoes, to be provided for him.

As Oliver w as told that he might do what he liked with the

old clothes, he gave them to a servant who had been very

kind to him, and asked her to sell them to a Jew, and keep
the money for herself. This she very readily did

;
and, as

Oliver looked out of tlie pailour window, and saw the Jew roll

them up in his hag and w^alk away, he felt quite delighted to

think that they were safely gone, and that there was now no
possible danger of his ever being able to wear them again.

They were sad rags, to tell the truth
;
and Oliver had never

had a new suit before.

One evening, about a week after the affair of the picture,

as he was sitting talking to Mrs. Bedwin, there came a
message down from Mr. Brownlow, that if Oliver Twist felt

pretty well, he should like to see him in his study, and talk

to him a little while.
“ Bless us, and save us ! Wash your hands, and let me

part your hair nicely for you, child,” said Mrs. Bedwin.
Dear heart alive ! If we had known he would have asked

for you, we would have put you a clean ooUar on, and made
you as smart as sixpence !

”

Oliver did as the old lady bade him
;
and, although she
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lamented grievously, meanwhile, that there was not even time

to crimp the little frill that bordered his shirt-coUax
;

he

looked so delicate and handsome, despite that important

personal advantage, that she went so far as to say : looking

at him with great complacency from head to foot : that she

really didn’t fiiink it would have been possible, on the longest

notice, to have made much difference in him for the better.

Thus encouraged, Oliver tapped at the study door. On
Mr. Brownlow calling to him to come in, he found himself in

a little back room, quite full of books : with a window, look-

ing into some pleasant little gardens. There was a table

drawn up before the window, at which Mr. Brownlow was
seated reading. When he saw Oliver, he pushed the book

away from him, and told him to come near the table, and sit

down. Oliver complied
;
marvelling where the people could

he found to read such a great numl)er of books as seemed to

be written to make the world wdser. Which is still a marvel

to more experienced people than Oliver Twist, every day of

tlieir lives.

“ Tliere are a good many books are there not, my boy ?
”

said Mr. Brownlow : observing the curiosity with which

Oliver surveyed the shelves that reached from the floor to the

ceiling.

‘'A great numl>er, sir,” replied Oliver. I never saw
so many.”
“You shall I'cad them, if you behave well,” said the old

gentleman kindly
;

and you will like that, better than look-

ing at the outsides,—that is, in some cases
;

b(x;ause there

are books of which the hacks and covers are by far the best

parts.”

“I suppose ttie^ are those heav;y ones, sir,” said Oliver,

pointing to some large quartos, with a good deal of gilding

about the binding.

“Not always those,” said the old gentleman, patting Ohver
nil the head, and smiliiig as he did so; “there are other

iMpially lieawy' ones, thougli of a much smaller size. How
should you like to grow up a clever man, and write books, eh?”

“ I tliink I would rather read them, sir,” rc])liod Oliver.

“ Wliat ! wouldn’t you like to be a book-writer ? ” said the

old gentleman.

Oliver considered a little while
;
and at last said, he should

think it would be a much better thing to be a book-seller

;
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upon whicli the old gentleman laughed heartily, and declared

he had said a very good thing. Which Oliver felt glad to

have done, though he by no means knew what it was.

‘‘Well, well,^^ said the old gentleman, composing his

features. Don’t be afraid ! We won’t make an author of

yon, while there ’s an honest trade to be learnt, or brick

making to turn to.”

“ Thank vou, sir,” said Oliver. At the earnest maimer of

his repl}^ the old gentleman laughed again
;
and said some-

thing about a curious instinct, which Oliver, not understand-

ing, paid no very great attention to.

“Now,” said Mr. Brownlow, speaking it' possible in a

kinder, but at the same time in a much more serious manner,

than Oliver had over known him assume yet, “ I want you to

pay great attention, my boy, -to what I am going to say. I

shall talk to you without any reserve,
;
because I am sure

you are as well able to understand me, as many older persons

would bo.”
“ Oh, don’t tell me you are going to send me away, sir,

pray !
’ exclaimed Oliver, alarmed at the serious tone of tlie

old gentleman’s commencement !
“ Don’t turn me out of

doors to wander in the streets again. Let me stay here, and
bo a servaid.. Don’t send me back to the wretched place I

came from. Have mercy upon a poor boy, sir !

”

“ My dear child,” said the old gentleman, moved by the

warmth of Oliver’s sudden appeal
;
“ you need not be afraid

of my deserting you, unless you give mo cause.”
“ I never, never will, sir,” interposed Oliver.

“ I hope not,” rejoined the old gentleman. “I do not

think you ever will. I have been deceived, before, in the

objects whom I have endeavoured to benefit
;

but I feel

strongly disposed to trust you, nevertheless
;
and I am more

interested in your behalf than I can well accoimt for, even t(>

myself. The persons on whom I have bestowed my dearest

love, lie deep in their graves; hut, although the happiness

and delight of my life lie buried there too, I have not made a
coffin of my heart, and sealed it up, for ever, on my best

afiPections. Deep afdiction has hut strengthened and refined

them.’'

As the old gentleman said this in a low voice : more to

himself than to his companion : and as he remained silent for

a short time afterwards ; Oliver sat quite still.
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Well, well !
” said the old gentleman at length, in a more

cheerful tone, “ I only say this, because you have a young

heart; and knowing that I have suffered great pain and

sorrow, you will be more careful, perhaps, not to wound me
again. You say you are an orphan, without a friend in the

world
;

all the inquiries I have been able to make, confirm

the statement. Let me hear your story; where you come

from
;
who brought you up ;

and how you got into the

company in which I found you. Speak the truth
;
and you

shall not be friendless while I live.”

Oliver’s sobs checked his utterance for some minutes; when
lie was on the point of beginning to relate how he had been

brought up at the farm, and carried to the workhouse by Mr.

Bumble, a peculiarly impatient little double-knock was heard at

the street-door
;
and the servant, running up stairs, announee‘d

Mr Grimwig.

Is he coming up ? ” inquired Mr. Brownlow.
“ Yes, sir,” replied the servant. lie asked if there were

any muffitis in the house
;
and, when I told him yes, he said

he had come to tea.”

Mr. Brownlow smiled
;
and, turning to Oliver, said that

Mr. Grimwig was an old friend of his, and he must not mind
liis being a little rougli in his manners

;
for he was a worthy

creature at bottom, as he had reason to know.
“ Shall I go down stairs, sir ? ” inquired Oliver.

“No,” replied Mr, Brownlow, “I would rather you
remained here ”

At this moment, there walked into the room : supporting

Iiimself by a thick stick ; a stout old gentleman, rather lame
in one leg, who was dressed in a blue coat, striped waistcoat,

nankeen breeches and gaiters, and a broad-brimmed white
hat, with the sides turned up with green. A very small-

]>laited shirt frill stuck out from his waistcoat
;
and a very

long steel watch-cliain, with notliing hut a key at the end,

dangled loosely below it. The eiids of his wliite neckerchief

were twisted into a ball about the size of an orange
;
the

variety of shapes into which his countenance was twisted,

defy description. He had a manner of screwing his head on
one side when he spoke : and of looking out of the comers of
his eyes at the same time : which irresistibly reminded the
beholder of a parrot. In this attitude, he fixed himself, the

moment he made his appearance
; and, holding out a small



OLIVER TWIST. I0i

piece of orange-peel at arm’s length, exclaimed, in a growl-

ing, discontented voice.

Look here ! do you see this ! Isn’t it a most wonderful

and extraordinary thing that I can’t call at a man’s house

but I lind a piece of tliis poor siirgoou’s -friend on the stair-

case ? I’ve been laiaed witli oiange-peel once, and I know
orange-peel will be iiiy de;,ch jd last. It will, sir; orar ^e-

peel will be uiy death, or I ’U be content to eat my cwn head,

sir!”

This was the handsome offer with wliich Mr. Grimwig
backed and confirmed nearly every assertion he made

;
and it

was the more singular in his case, because, even admitting

for tlie sake of argument, the ])ossibility of scientific improve-

ments being ever bro\ight to that pass, which will enable a

gentleman to eat liis own head in tlie event of his being so

disposed
;
Mr. Grimwig’ s bead was such a particularly large

one, that tlie most sanguine man alive could hardly entertain

a hope of being able to get through it at a sitting—to put

entirely out of the question, a very tliick coating of powder.
“ I ’U eat my head, sir,” repeated Mr. Grimwig, striking

his stick upon the ground. Hallo
;
what ’s that !

” looking

at Oliver, and retreating a pace or two.

This is youiig Oliver Twist, whom we were speaking

about,” said Mr. Browulow.

Oliver bowed.
‘‘ You don’t mean to say that’s the boy who had the fever,

[ hope ? ” said Mr. Grimwig, recoiling a little more. Wait
a minute ! Don’t speak ! Stop

—
” continued Mr Grimwig,

abruptly, losing all di'cad of the fever in his triumph at the

discovery; “that’s the boy who had the orange! If that’s not

the boy, sir, who had the orange, and tlu’ew this bit of peel

upon the staircase, I ’ll eat my head, and his too.”

“No, no, he has not had one,” said Mr. Brownlov/, laugh-

ing. “ Come ! Put down your hat
;
and speak to my young

friend.”

“ I feel strongly on this subject, sir,” said the irritable old

gentleman, drawing off his gloves. “ There ’s always more
or less orange-peel on the pavement in our street; and I /enow

it ’s put there by the surgeon’s boy at the comer. A young
woman stumbled over a bit last night, and fell against my
garden-railings

;
directly she got up I saw her look towards

his infernal red lamp wdth the pantomime-light. ‘ Don’t go
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to him/ I caHeil out of the window, * he ’s an assassin ! A
man-trap !

’ So he is. If he is not
** Here the irascible

did gentleman gave a great knock bn the ground with his

stick
;
which was always understood, by his friends, to imply

the customary offer, whenever it was not expressed in words.

Then, still keeping his stick in his hand, he sat down
;
and,

opening a double eye-glass, which he wore attached to a broad

black riband, took a view of Oliver : who, seeing that he was

the object of inspection, coloured, and bowed again.
** That ’s the boy, is it ?

'* said Mr. Grimwig, at length.
** That is the boy,’' replied Mr. Brownlow.

How are you, boy ? ” said Mr. Grimwig.

A great deal better, thank you, sir,” replied Oliver.

Mr. Brownlow, seeming to apprehend that his singular

fi’iend was about to say something disagreeable, asked Oliver

to step down stairs and tell Mrs. Bedwin they were ready for

tea
j
which, as he did not haK like the visitor’s manner, he

was very happy to do.

He is a nice-looking boy, is he not ? ” inquired Mr.

Brownlow.

“I don’t know,” replied Mr. Grimwig, pettishly.

Don’t know ?
”

No. I don’t know. I never see any difference in boys.

I only know two sorts of boys. Moaly boys, and beef-faced

boys.”

And which is Oliver ?
”

Mealy. I know a friend who has a beef-faced boy
;
a

fine boy, they call him
; with a round head, and red cheeks,

and glaring eyes
;
a horrid boy

;
with a body and limbs that

appear to be swelling out of the seams of his blue clothes

;

with the voice of a pilot, and the appetite of a wolf. I know
him ! The wretch !

”

“Come,” said Mr. Brownlow, “these are not the charac-

teristics of young Oliver I’wist; so he needn’t excite your
wrath.”

“They are not,” replied Mr. Grimwig. “He may have
worse.”

Here, Mr. Brownlow coughed impatiently
;
which appeared

to afford Mr. Grimwig the most exquisite delight.

“He may have worse, I say,” repeated Mr. Grimwig.
“Where does he come from? Who is he? What is he?
He has had a fever. What of that ? Fevers are not peculiar
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to ^ood people;, are they? Bad people have fevers some-

times
;
haven’t they, eh ? I knew a man who was hnng in

Jamaica for murdering his master. He had had a fever six

times; he wasn’t recommended to mercy on that account.

Pooh ! nonsense !

”

Now, the fact was, that, in the inmost recesses ©f his own
heart, Mr. Grimwig was strongly* disposed to aUmit that

Oliver’s appearance and manner were unusually prepossess-

ing; but he had a strong appetite for contradiction : sharpened

on this occasion by the finding of the orange-peel
;

and

inwardly determining that no man should dictate to him
whether a boy was well-looking or not, he had resolved, from

the first, to oppose his friend. When Mr. Brownlow admitted

that on no one point of inquiry could he yet return a satis-

factory answer
;
and that he had postponed any investigation

into Oliver’s previous history until he thought the boy was
strong enough to bear it

;
Mr. Grimwig chuckled maliciously.

And he demanded, with a sneer, whether the housekeeper

was in the habit of counting the plate at night
;
because, if

she didn’t find a table-spoon or two missing some sunsiiiny

morning, why, he would be content to—and so forth.

All this, Mr. Brownlow, although himself somewhat of an

impetuous gentleman : knowing his friend’s peculiarities

:

bore with great good humour; as Mr. Grimwig, at tea, was
graciously pleased to express his entire approval of the

muffins, matters went on very smoothly
;
and Oliver, who

made one of the party, began to feel more at his ease than he
had yet done in the fierce old gentleman’s presence.

And when are you going to hear a full, true, and parti-

cular account of the life and adventures of Oliver Twist ?
”

asked Grimwig of Mr. Brownlow, at the conclusion of the

meal : looking sideways at Oliver, as he resumed the subject.

“ To-morrow morning,” replied Mr. Brownlow. I would
rather he was alone with me at the time. Come up to me
to-morrow morning at ten o’clock, my dear.”

Yes, sir,” replied Oliver. He answered with some hesi-

tation, because he was confused by Mr. Grimwig’ s looking so

hard at him.

I ’ll teU you what,” whispered that gentleman to Mr.
Brownlow; '‘he won’t com© up to you to-morrow morning.
I saw him hesitate. He is deceiving you, my good friend.”

I ’ll swear he is not/’ replied Mr. Browillow, warmly.
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** If he is not,’^ said Mr. Grimwig, I 'll ” and do^rn

went the stick.

I ’ll answer for that boy’s truth with my life !
” said Mr.

Browiilow, knocking the table.

And I for his falsehood with my head !
” rejoined Mr.

Grimwig, knocking the table also-

We shall see,” said Mr. Brownlow, checking his rising

anger.

“We will,” replied Mr. Grimwig, with a provoking smile

;

“ we will.”

As fate would have it, Mrs. Bedwin chanced to bring in, at

this moment, a small parcel of books : which Mr. Brownlow
had that morning purchased of the identical bookstall-keeper,

who lias already figured in this history
;
having laid them on

tlie table, she prepared to leave the room.
“ Stoj) the boy, Mrs. Bedwin! ” said Mr. Brownlow

;
“there

is something ta go back.”
“ lie has gone, sir.” replied Mrs. Bedwin.

“Call after hini,’^ said Mr. Brownlow; “it’s particular.

He is a poor man, and they are not paid for. There are some
books to be taken back, too.”

The street door was opened. Oliver ran one way
;
and the

girl ran another
;
and Mrs. Bedwin stood on tlie step and

screamed for the boy
;
but there was no boy in sight. Oliver

and the girl returned, in a breatliless state, to report that

there were no tidings of him.
“ Dear me, I am very sorry for that,” exclaimed Mr. Brown-

low; “I particularly wished those books to be returned to-

night.”
“ Send Oliver with them,’^ said Mr. Grimwig, with an

ironical smile
;
“he will be sure to deliver them safely, you

know.”
“ Yes

;
do let me take them, if you please, sir,” said

Oliver. “I T1 run all the way, sir.”

The old gentleman was just going to say that Oliver should

not go out on any account; when a most malicious cough
from Mr. Grimwig determined him that he should

;
and that,

by his prompt discharge of the commission, he should prove

to him the injustice of his suspicions : on this head at least

:

at once.

“You shall go, my dear,” said the old gentleman. “The
books are on a chair by my table. Fetch down.”
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Oliver, deliglited to be of use, brought down the books

under his arm in a great bustle
; and waited, cap in ha'nd, to

heeur what message he was to take.

You are to say,” said Mr. Brownlow, glancing steadily at

Grimwig ;

** you are to say that you have brought those books

back ;
and that you have come to pay the four pound ten I

owe him. This is a five-pound note, so you will have to bring

me back ten shillings change.”
'' I won’t be ten minutes, sir,” replied Oliver, eagerly.

Having buttoned up the bank-note in his jacket pocket, and

placed the books carefully under his arm, he made a resj)Octful

bow, and left the room. Mrs. Bedwin followed him to the

street-door, giving him many directions about the nearest

way, and tlie name of the bookseller, and the name of the

street : all of which Oliver said he clearly understood
;
and,

helving superadded many injunctions to be sure and not take

cold, the old lady at length j>ermitted him to depart.

“ Bless his sweet face !
” said the old lady, looking after

him. I can’t bear, somehow, to let him go out of my sight.”

At this moment, Oliver looked gaily round, and nodded
before he turned the corner. The old lady smilingly returned

his salutation, and, closing the door, went back to her own
room.

Let me see
;

ho ’ll be back in twenty minutes, at the

longest,” said Mr. Brownlow, pulling out his watch, and
placing it on the table. “ It will be dark by that time.”

‘‘ Oh
!
you really expect him to come back, do you ?

”

inquired Mr. Grimwig.

Don’t you? ” asked Mr. Brow^nlow, smiling.

The spirit of contradiction was strong in Mr. Grimwig’

s

breast, at the momeVit
;
and it was rendered stronger by his

friend’s confident smile.
‘‘ No,” he said, smiting the table with his fist, ‘‘I do not.

The boy has a new suit of clothes on his back
;

a set of

valuable books under his arm
;
and a five-pound note in his

pocket. He ’ll join his old friends the thieves, and laugh at

you. If ever that boy returns to this house, sir, I ’U eat my
head.”

With these words, he drew his chair closer to the table

;

and there the two friends sat, in silent expectation, with the
watch between them.

It is worthy of remark : as illustrating the importance we
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attach to our own judgments, and the pride with which we
put forth our most rash and hasty conclusions : that, although

Mr. Grimwig was not by any means a bad-hearted man
;
and

though he would have been unfeignedly sorry to see his

respected friend duped and deceived; he re^y did, most

earnestly and strongly, hope, at that moment, that Oliver

Twist might not come back.

It grew so dark, that the figures on the dial-plate were

scarcely discernible
;
but there the two old gentlemen con-

tinued to sit, in silence : ^ Ith the watch between them.
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CHAPTER XV.

8HOWINO now VERY FOND OF OLIVER TWIST. THE MERRY OLD JEW AND
MISS NANCY WERE.

In the obscure parlour of a low public-house, situate in the

filthiest part of Little Safeon-hiU
;
a dark and gloomy den,

where a flaring gas-light burnt all day in the winter-time

:

and where no ray of sun ever shone in the summer
;
there

sat : brooding over a little pewter measure and a small glass,

strongly impregnated with the smell of liquor : a man in a

velveteen coat, drab shorts, half boots and stockings, whom,
even by that dim light, no experienced agent of police would

have hesitated for one instant to recognise as Mr. WiUiam
Sikes. At his feet, sat a white-coated, red -eyed dog; who
occupied himself, alternately, in winking at his master with

both eyes at the same time
;
and in licking a large, fresh cut

on one side of his mouth, which appeared to be the result of

some recent conflict.

“ Keep quiet, you w^armint ! keep quiet!” said Mr. Sikes,

suddenly breaking silence. Wliether his meditations were so

intense as to be disturbed by the dog’s winking, or whether
liis feelings ’were so wrought upon by his reflections that they

rec^uired all the relief derivable from kicking an unoffending

animal to allay them, is matter for argument and considera-

tion. Whatever was the cause, the effect was a kick and a
curse bestowed upon the dog simultaneously.

Dogs are not generally apt to revenge injuries inflicted

npon them by their masters; but Mr. Sikes’s dog, having
faults of temper in common with his owmer : and labouring,

]X'rhaps, at this moment, under a powerful sense of injury

:

made no more ado but at once fixed his teeth in one of the
lialf-boots. Having given it a liearty shake, he retired,

gi'owling, under a form
;
thereby just escaping the pewter

measure which Mr. Sikes levelled at his head.

‘‘You would, would you?” said Sikes, seizing the poker in
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one tand, and deliberately opening with the other a large

clasp knife, which he drew from his pocket. Come here

yon born devil ! Come here ! D’ ye hear ?
’’

The dog no doubt heard
;
because Mr. Sikes spoke in the

very harshest key of a very harsh voice; but, ajjpearing to

entertain some unaccountable objection to having his throat

cut, he remained where he was, and growled more fiercely

than before : at the same time grasping the end of the poker

between his teeth, and biting at it like a wild beast.

This resistance only infuriated Mr. Sikes the more
;
v^ho,

dropping on his knees, began to assail the animal most

furiously. The dog jumped from right to left, and from left

to right : snapping, growling, and barking; the man thrust

and swore, and struck and blasphemed
;
and the struggle was

reaching a most critical point for one or other, when, tlie

door suddenly opening, the dog darted out : leaving Bill

Sikes with the poker and the clasp-knife in Ids hands.

There must alwa3^s be two parties to a quarrel, says the

old adage. Mr. Sikes, being disappointed of the dog’s par-

ticipation, at once transferred his share in the quarrel to the

new-comer.

What the devil do you come in between me and my dog

for?’’ said Sikes, with a fierce gesture.

I didn’t know, my dear, I didn’t know,” replied Fagin,

humbly—for the Jew was the new-comer.

Didn’t know, you white-livered thief !” growled Sikes.

Couldn’t you hear the noise ?
”

‘^Not a sound of it, as I’m a living man, Bill,’^ replied

the Jew.

Oh no ! You hear nothing, you don’t,” retorted Sikes,

with a fierce sneer. “ Sneaking in and out, so as nobody
hears how you come or go ! I wish you had been the dog,

Fagin, half a minute ago.”
“ Wliy ? ” inquired the Jew with a forced smile.

’Cause the government, as cares for the lives of such

men as you, as haven’t hiilf the pluck of ciu's, lets a man kill

a dog how he likes,” replied Sikes, shutting up the knife with

a very expressive look
;

that ’s wh3^”

The Jew rubbed his hands
;
and, sitting down at the table,

affected to laugh at the pleasantry of his friend. He was
obviously very ill at ease, however.

“Grin away,” said Sikes, replacing the poker, and sur-
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veying Idnx with savage contempt

;
grin away. You ’ll

never have the laugh at me, though, unless it’s behind a

night-cajj. I ’ve got the upper-hand over you, Fagin
;
and

d— me, I ’ll keep it. There ! If I go, you go
;

so take care

of me.”

Well, well, mj^ dear,” said the Jew, I know all that

;

we—we—have a mutual interest, Bill,—a mutual interest.”

Humph,” said Sikes, as if he thought the interest lay

rather more on the Jew’s side than on his. ‘‘Weil, what
have you got to say to me? ”

“ It ’s all passed safe through the melting-pot,” replied

Fagin, “ and this is your share. It ’s rather more than it

ought to be, my dear
;
but as I know you ’ll do me a good

turn another time, and— ”

“ ’Stow that gammon,” interposed the robber, impatiently.

“ Where is it ? Hand over !

”

“Yes yes, BiR
;
give me time, give me time,” replied the

Jew soothingly. “ Here it is ! All safe !
” As he spoke,

he drew forth an old cotton handkerchief from his breast

;

and untying a large knot in one corner, produced a small

brown-paper packet, Sikes, snatching it from him, hastily

opened it
;
and proceeded to count the sovereigns it contained.

“ This is aU, is it ? ” inquired Sikes.

“ All,” replied the Jew.

“You haven’t opened the parcel and swallowed one or two
as you come along, have you ? ” inquired Sikes, suspiciousl3^

“ Don’t put on an injured look at the question; you’ve done
it many a time. Jet'k the tinkler.”

These words, in plain English, conveyed an injunction to

ring the beR. It was answered by another Jew
:
younger

than Fagin, but nearly as vRe and repulsive in appearance.

Bill Sikes merely pointed to the empty measure. The Jew,

perfectly understanding the hint, retired to £11 it
:
j)reviou8ly

exchanging a remarkable look with Fagin, who raised his

e^’es for an instant, as if in expectation of it, and shook his

head in reply
;
so slightly that the action would have been

almost imperceptible to an observant third person. It was
lost upon Sikes, who was stooping at the moment to tie the

boot lace which the dog had tom. Possibly, if he had
observed the brief interchange of signals, he might have
thought that it boded no good to him.

“Is anybody here, Barney?” inquired Fagin; speaking
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now tliat Sikes was looking on : without raising his eyes from

the ground.
** Dot a shoul/' replied Barney; whose words: whether

they came from the heart or not : made their way through

the nose.
** Nobody? ’’ inquired Fagin, in a tone of surprise : which

perhaps might mean that Barney was at liberty to tell the

truth.

Dobody but Biss Dadsy/' replied Barney.

Nancy !
” exclaimed Sikes. Wliere ? Strike me blind,

if I don’t honor that ’ere girl, for her native talents.”

She ’s bid havid a plate of boiled beef id the bar,” replied

Barney.
“ Send her here,” said Sikes, pouring out a glass of liquor.

Send her here.”

Barney looked timidly at Fagin, as if for permission
;

the

Jew remaining silent, and not lifting his eyes from the

ground, he retired
;

and presently returned, ushering in

Nancy
;
who was decorated with the bonnet, apron, basket,

and street-door key, complete.

“You are on ihe scent, are you, Nancy?” inquired Sikes,

proffering the glass.

“Yes, I am, Bill,” replied the young lady, disposing of its

contents; “and tired enough of it I am, too. The young
brat ’s been ill and confined to the crib

;
and—

”

“ Ah, Nancy, dear !
” said Fagin, looking up.

Now, whether a peculiar contraction of the Jew’s red eye-

brows, and a lialf-closing of liis deeply set eyes, warned Miss

Nancy that she was disposed to be too communicative, is not

a matter of much importance. The fact is all we need care

for here
;
and the fact is, that she suddenly checked herself

:

and with several gracious smiles upon Mr. Sikes, turned the

conversation to other matters. In about ten minutes’ time,

Mr. Fagin was seized with a fit of coughing
;
upon which

Nancy pulled her shawl over her shoulders, and declared it

was time to go. Mr. Sikes, finding that he was walking a

«hort part of her way himself, expressed his intention of

accompan}dng her
;
and they went away together : followed,

at a little distance, b}^ the dog : who slunk out of a back-yard

as soon as his master was out of siglit.

The Jew thrust his head out of the room-door when Sikes

had left it
;

looked after him as he walked up the dark
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passage
;
shook his clenched fist

;
muttered a deep curse

;
and

then, with a horrible grin, re-seated himself at the table,

where he was soon deeply absorbed in the interesting pages

of the Hue-and-Cry.

Meanwhile, Oliver Twist, little dreaming that he was within

so very short a distance of the merry old gentleman, was on

his way to the book-stall. When he got into Clerkenwell, he
accidentally turned down a bye-street, wliich was not exactly

in his way
;
but not discoverii^ his mistake until he had got

lialf-way down it, and knowing it must lead in the right

direction, he did not think it worth while to turn back
;
and

so marched on, as quickly as he could, with the books under

his arm.

He was walking along
;
thinking how happy and contented

he ought to feel
;
and how much he would give for only one

look at poor little Dick : who, staiwed and beaten, might be

weeping bitterly at that very moment
;
when he wns startled

by a young w^oman screaming out very loud, “ Oh, my dear

brother !
” And he had hardly looked up to see what the

matter was, when he was stopped by having a pair of arms
thrown tight round his neck.

“ DonH,^’ cried Oliver, struggling. Let go of me. Who
is it ? What are you stopping me for ?

’’

The only reply to this, w^as a great numl>er of loud lamenta-

tions from the young woman who had embraced him
;
and

who had a little basket and a street-door key in her hand.
“ Oh my gracious !

” said the young woman, “'I Ve found

him ! Oh ! Oliver ! Oliver ! Oh you naughty boy, to make
lae suffer sich distress on yo\ir account ! Come home, dear,

come. Oh, I ’ve found him. Thank gracious goodness

heavins, I ’ve found him !
” With these incoherent excla-

mations, the young woman burst into another fit of ciying,

and got so dreadfully hysterical, that a couple of women who
came up at the moment asked a butcher’s boy with a shiny

head of hair anointed with suet, who was also looking on,

whether he didn’t think he had better run for the doctor. To
which, the butcher’s boy : who appeared of a lounging, not
to say indolent disposition : replied, that he thought not.

Oh, no, no, never mind,” said the young woman, grasping

Oliver’s hand; ’m better now. Come home directly, you
cruel boy ! Come !

”

“ What ’s the matter, ma’am ? ” inquired one of the women.
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Oh, ma^am,” replied the young woman, ‘'he ran away,

near a month ago, from his parents, who are hard-working

and respectahla people
;
and went and joined a set of thieves

and bad characters
;
and almost broke his mother’s heart.’*

“ Young wretch !
” said one woman.

Go home, do, you little brute,” said the other.

“ I ’m not,” replied Oliver, greatly alarmed, “ I don’t

know her. I haven’t any sister, or father and mother either.

1 ’m an orphan
;

I live at Pentonville.”

“ Oh, only hear him, how he braves it out !
” cried the

young woman.
Wliy, it ’s Nancy !

” exclaimed Oliver
;
who now saw her

face for the first time
;

and started back, in irrepressible

astonishment.
“ You see he knows me !

” cried Nancy, appealing to the

bystanders. “ He can’t help himself. Make liim come home,

tliere ’s good people, or he ’ll kill his dear mother and father,

and break my heart !

”

“ What the devil’s this ? ” said a man, bursting out of a

beer-shop, with white dog at his heels; “young Oliver!

(.'ome home to your poor mother, you young dog! Come
honu^ directly.”

“ I don’t belong to them. I don’t know them. Help

!

help !
” cried Oliver, struggling in tlie man’s powerful grasp.

“ Help !” repeated the man. “Yes; I’ll help you, you

3'oung rascal! Wliat books are these? You’ve been a

stealing ’em, have you ? Give ’em here.” With these words,

the mail tore the volumes from his grasp, and struck him on

the head.
“ Tliat’s right !

” cried a louker-on, from a garret-window.
“ That ’s the only way of bringing him to his senses !

”

“To he sure!” cried a sleepy -faced carpenter, casting an
approving look at the garret -window.

“ It ’ll do him good !
” said the two women.

“ And he sliall have it, too!” rejoined the man, adminis-

tering another blow, and seizing Oliver by the collar. “ Come
on, you young villain ! Here, Bull’s-eye, mind him, boy

!

Mind him !

”

Weak with recent illness
;
stupified by the blows and the

suddenness of the attack
;

terrified by the fierce growling of

tlie dog, and the bruiality of the man
;
and overpowered by

ihe conviction of the bystanders that he reaUy was the
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hardened little wretch he was described to be
;
what coidd

one poor child do ! Darkness had set in
;

it was a low

neighbourhood
;

no help was near
;

resistance was useless.

In another moment, he was dragged into a labyrinth of dark

narrow courts : and forced along them, at a pace which

rendered the few cries he dared to give utterance to, wholly

unintelligible. It was of little moment, indeed, whether they

were intelligible or no; for there was nobody to care for

them, had they been ever so plain.

* * Ik * *

The gas-lamps were lighted
;

Mrs. Bedwin was waiting

anxiously at the open door
;
the servant had run up the street

twenty times to see if there were any traces of Oliver
;
and

stHl the two old gentlemen sat, perseveringly, in the dark

parlour : with the watch between them.
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CHAPTER XVI.

ItZLATES WHAT BECAME OF OLIVER TWIST, AFTER HE HAD BEEN CLAIMED

BY nancy.

The narrow streets and courts, at length, terminated in a

large open space ;
scattered about which, were pens for beasts :

and other indications of a cattle-market. Sikes slackened his

pace when they reached this spot : the girl being quite unable

to support any longer, the rapid rate at which they had hitherto

walked. Turning to Oliver, he roughly commanded him to

take hold of Nancy’s hand.

Do you hear ? growded Sikes, as Oliver hesitated, and

looked round.

They were in a dark corner, quite out of the track of pas-*

sengers. Oliver saw, but too plainly, that resistance would be

of no avail. He held out his hand, which Nancy clasped tight

in hers.

Give me the other,” said Sikes, seizing Oliver’s unoccupied

hand. ‘‘ Here, Bull’s-eye !

”

The dog looked up and growled.
“ See here, boy !

” said Sikes, putting his other hand to

Oliver’s throat
;

if he speaks ever so soft a word, hold him !

D’ ye mind ?
”

Tlie dog growled again
;
and licking his Bps, eyed Oliver

as if he were anxious to attach himself to his windpipe without

delay.

“ lie ’s as willing as a Christian, strike me blind if he

isn’t !
” said Sikes, regarding the animal with a kind of grim

and ferocious approval. ** Now, you know what you ’ve got

to expect, master, so call away as quick as you like
;
the dog

will soon stop that game. Get on, young ’un !

”

Bull’s-eye wagged his tail in acknowledgment of this un-

usually endearing form of speech
;
and giving vent to another

admonitory growl for the benefit of OBver, led the way
onward.
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It was Smitlifield that they were crossing, flilthough it might

have been Grosyenor-square, for an3rthing Oliver knew to the

contrary The night was dark and foggy. The lights in the

shops could scarcely struggle through the heavy mist, which
thickened every moment and shrouded the streets and houses

in gloom
;
rendering the strange place still stranger in Oliver’s

eyes
;
and making his uncertainty the more dismal and de-

pressing.

They had hurried on a few paces, when a deep church-bell

struck the hour. With its first stroke, his two conductors

stopped : and turned their heads in the direction whence the

sound proceeded.
** Eight o’clock, BUI,” said Nancy, when the bell ceaoed.

'f What ’s the good of telling me that
;

I can hear it, can’t

I’” replied Sikes.
**

I wonder whether they can hear it,” said Nancy.

‘^Of course they can,” replied Sikes. ‘‘It was Bartlemy

time when I was shopped
j
and there warn’t a penny trumpet

in the fair, as I couldn’t hear the squeaking on. Arter I was

locked lip fbr the night, the row and din outside made the

thundering old jail so silent, that I could almost have beat my
head out against the iron plates of the door.”

“ Poor fellows !
” said Nancy, who still had her face turned

towards the quarter in which the bell had sounded. “ Oh,

Bill, such fine young chaps as them !

”

“Yes; that’s all you women think of,” answered Sikes.

“ Fine youug chaps ! Well, they ’re as good as dead, so it don’t

much matter.”

With this consolation, Mr. Sikes appeared to repress a

rising tendency to jealousy
;
and, clasping Oliver’s wrist more

firmly, told him to step out again.

“Wait a minute !
” said the girl : “I wouldn’t hurry by,

if it was yoTii that was coming out to be hung, the next time

eight o’clock struck. Bill. I ’d walk round and round the

place till I dropped, if the snow was on the ground, and I

hadn’t a shawl to cover me.”
“And what good would that do?” inquired the unsenti-

mental Mr. Sikes. “ Unless you could pitch over a file and
twenty yards of good stout rope, you might as well be walking
fifty mile off, or not walking at all, for all the good it would
do me. Come on, will you, and don’t stand preaching there.”

The girl burst into a laugh
;
di’ew her sliaw] more closely
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round her
;
and they walked away. But Oliver felt her hand

tremble
;
and looking up in her face as they passed a gas-

lamp, saw that it had turned a deadly white.

They walked on, by little-frequented and dirty ways, for a

full half-hour : meeting very few people
;
and those appearing

from their looks to hold much the same position in society as

Mr. Sikes himself. At length they turned into a very filthy

narrow street, nearly full of old-clothes shops
;
the dog run-

ning forward, as if conscious that there was no further occasion

for his keeping on guard, stopped before the door of a shop

that was closed and apparently untenanted. The house was

in a ruinous condition
;
and on the door was nailed a board,

intimating that it was to let : which looked as if it had hung
there for many years.

“All right,” cried Sikes, glancing cautiously about.

Nancy stooped below the shutters; and Oliver heard tho

sound of a bell. They crossed to the opposite side of tho

street : and stood for a few moments under a lamp. A noise,

as if a sash winduvs^ were gently raised, was heard
;
and soon

afterwards the door softly opened. Mr. Sikes then seized the

teiTified boy by the collar with very little ceremony
;
and all

three were quickly inside the house.

The passage was perfectly dark. They waited, while the

person who had let them in, chained and barred the door.

“ Anybody here ? ” inquired Sikes.

“No,” replied a voice, which Oliver thought he had heard
before.

“Is the old bin h('ro ? ” asked the robber.

“Yea,” replied the voice
;

“ and precious down in the

mouth he has been. Won’t ho be glad to see you? Oh, no !

”

The style of tliis reply, as well as tho voice which delivered

it, seemed familiar to Oliver’s ears : but it was impossible to

distinguish even the form of the speaker in the darknessr
“ Let’s have a glim,” said Sikes, “or we shall go breaking

our necks, or treading on the dog. Look after your legs if

you do ! That ’s all.”

“ Stand still a moxnent, and I’ll get you one,” replied the

voice. The receding footsteps of the speaker were heard
;
and

in another minute, the form of Mr. John Dawkins, otherwise

the artful Dodger, appeared. He bore in his right hand a
tallow candle stuck in the end of a cleft stick.

The young gentleman did not stop to bestow any other mark
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of recognition upon Oliver than a hunlorous grin
;
but, turning

away, beckoned the visitors to follow him down a flight of

stairs. They crossed an empty kitchen
; and, opening the door

of a low earthy-smelling room, which seemed to have been built

in a small back-yard, were received with a shout of laughter.

Oh, my wig^ my wig !

”
cried Master Charles B^tes, from

whose lungs the laughter had proceeded
;

here he is ! oh,

cry, here he is ! Oh, Fagin, look at him
;
Fagin, do look at

him ! I can’t bear it
;

it is such a jolly game, I can’t bear it.

Hold me, somebody, while I laugh it out.”

With this irrepressible ebullition of mirth, Master Bates

laid himself fiat on the floor : and kicked convulsively for five

minutes, in an ecstasy of facetious joy. Thenjumping to his feet,

he snatched the cleft stick fl-om the Dodger
;
and, advancing to

Oliver, viewed him round and round; while the Jew, taking

off his night-cap, made a great number of low bows to the

bewildered boy. The Artful, meantime, who was of a rather

saturnine disposition, and seldom gave way to merriment when
it interfered with business, rifled Oliver’s pockets with steady

assiduity.

Look at his togs, Fagin !
” said Charley, putting the light

so close to his new jacket as nearly to set him on fire. Look
rt his togs,—superfine cloth, and the heavy-swell cut ! Oh,
my eye, what a game ! And his books, too.; nothing but a

gentleman, Fagin !”

Delighted to see you looking so well, my dear,” said the

Jew, bowing with mock humility. ‘‘The Artful shall give

you another suit, my dear, for fear you should spoil that

Sunday one. Why didn’t you write, my dear, and say you
were coming ? We ’d have got something warm for supper.”

At this. Master Bates roared again; so loud, that Fagin

himself relaxed :* and even the Dodger smiled
;

but as the

Artful drew forth the five-pound note at that instant, it is

doubtful whether the sally or the discovery awakened his

merriment.

“Hallo! what’s that?” inquired Sikes, stepping forward

as the Jew seized the note. “ That ’s mine, Fagin.”
“ No, no, my dear,” said the Jew. “ Mine, BiU, mine.

You shall have the books.”
“ If that ain’t mine L” said Bill Sikes, putting on his hat

with a determined air
;
“ mine and Nancy’s, that is ; I’ll taka

the boy back again.”
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The Jew started. Oliver started too, though from a very

different cause
;
for he hoped that the dispute might really

end in his being taken back.
“ Come ! Hand over, will you ? ’’ said Sikes.

‘‘This is hardly fair, BiU; hardly fair, is it, Nancy?”
inquired the Jew; *

“ Fair or not fair,” retorted Sikes, “ hand over, I tell you !

Do you think Nancy and me has got nothing else to do ^vith

our precious time but to spend it in scouting arter, and Idd-

iiapping, every young boy as gets grabbed through you?
Give it here, you avaricious old akeleton

;
give it here I

”

With this gentle remonstrance, Mr. Sikes plucked the note

from between the Jew's finger and thumb; and looking the

old man coolly in the face, folded it up small, and tied it in

liis neckerchief.

“That’s for our share of the trouble,” said Sikes: “and
not half enough, neither. You may keep the books, if you’re

fond of reading. If you ain’t, sell ’em.”

“They’re very pretty,” said Charley Bates: who with

sundry grimaces had been affecting to read one of the volumes

ill question; “beautiful wanting, isn’t it, Oliver?” At sight

of the dismayed look with which Oliver regarded his tor-

mentors, Master Bates, who was blessed with a lively sense of

tlie ludicrous, fell into another ecstasy, more boisterous than

tlie first.

“ They belong to the old gentleman,” said Oliver, wringing

his hands
;
“to the good, kind, old gentleman who took me

into his house, and had me nursed, when I was near dying of

the fever. Oh, pray send them back
;
send him back the

books and money. Keep me here all my life long
;
but pray,

pray send them back. He ’ll think I stole them
;
the old

lady ; all of them who were so kind to me : will think I stole

them. Oh, do have mercy upon me, and send them back !

”

With these words, w^hich were uttered with aU the energy

of passionate grief, Oliver fell upon his knees at the Jew’s

feet
;
and beat his hands together, in perfect desperation.

“ The boy ’s right,” remarked Fagin, looking covertly

round, and knitting his shaggy eyebrows into a hard knot
“ You ’re right, Oliver, you ’re right

;
they will think you have

stolen ’em. Ha ! ha !
” chuckled the Jew, rubbing his hands

;

“ it couldn’t have happened better, if we had chosen our
time !

”
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Of course it couldn’t/' replied Sikes
;

I know'd that,

directly I see him coming through Clerkenwell, with the books

under his arm. It 's all right enough. They ’re soft-hearted

psalm-singers, or they wouldn’t have taken him in at all
;
and

they ’ll ask no questions after him, fear they should be obliged

to prosecute, and so get him lagged. lie ’s safe enough.”

Oliver had looked from one to the other, while these words

were being spoken, as if he were bewildered, and could scarcely

understand what passed
;
but when Bill Sikes concluded, he

jumped suddenly to his feet, and tore wildly from the room

:

uttering shrieks for help, which made the bare old house echo

to the roof.

Keep back the dog, Bill !
” cried Nancy, springing before

the door, and closing it, as the Jew and his two pupils darted

out in pursuit; ‘^keep back the dog; he ’U tear the boy to

pieces.”

‘‘ Serve him right !
” cried Sikes, struggling to disengage

himseK from the girl’s grasp. Stand off from me, or I ’ll

epKt your head against the wall.”

I don’t care for that, Bill
;
I don’t care for that,” screamed

the girl, struggling violently with the man : the child shan’t

be tom down by the dog, unless you kill me first.”

Shan’t he !
” said Sikes, setting his teetli fiercely, ** I ’ll

soon do that, if you don’t keep off.”

The housebreaker flung the girl from him to the further

end of the room
;
just as the Jew and the two boys returned

:

dragging Oliver among them.
‘‘ What ’s the matter here ? ” said Fagin, looking round.

The girl ’s gone mad, I think,’ replied Sikes, savagely.

“No, she hasn’t,” said Nancy, pale and breathless from the

scuffle
;
“ no, she hasn’t, Fagin

;
don’t think it.”

“ Then keep quiet, wiU you ? ” said the Jew, with a threat-

ening look.

“ No, I won’t do that, neither,” replied Nancy, speaking
very loud. “ Come ! What do you think of that ?

”

Mr. Fagin was sufficiently well acquainted with the manners
and customs of that particular species of humanity to which
Nancy belonged, to feel tolerably certain that it would be
rather unsafe to prolong any conversation with her, at present.

With the view of diverting the attention of the company, he
turned to Oliver

“ So you wanted to get away, my dear, did you ? ” said tlie
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Jew, taking up a jagged and knotted club which lay in a

corner of the fireplace ; eh ?

Oliver made no reply. But he watched the Jew’s motions

;

and breathed quickly.

Wanted to get assistance
;

called for the police
;

did

you?’^ sneered the Jew, catching the boy by the arm.
‘‘ We ’ll cure you of that, my young master.”

The Jew inflicted a smart blow on Oliver’s shoulders with

the club
;

and was raising it fbr a second, when the girl,

rushing forward, wrested it from his hand. She flung it into

the fire, with a force tliat brought some of the glowing coeds

whirling out into tl^e room.

I won’t stand by and see it done, Fagin,” cried the girl.

You ’ve got the boy, and what more would you have ?—Let

him be—let him be, or I shall put that mark on some of you,

that will bring me to the gallows before my time.”

The girl stamped her foot violently on the floor as she

vented this threat
;
and with her lips compressed, and her

hands clenched, looked alternately at the Jew and the other

robber ; her face quite colourless from the passion of rage

into which she had gradually worked herself.

Why, Nancy !
” said the Jew, in a soothing tone

;
after a

pause, during which he and Mr. Sikes had stared at one

another in a disconcerted manner
;

you—^you ’re more clever

than ever to-night. Ha ! ha ! my dear, you are acting

beautifully.”

Am I!” said the girl. ^*Take care 1 don’t overdo it.

You will be the worse for it, Fagin, if I do ;
and so I teU you

in good time to keep clear of me.”
There is something about a roused woman : especially if

she add to all her other strong passions, the fierce impulses of

recklessness and despair : ’‘\'hi Ji few men like to provoke.

The Jew saw that it would l/o to affect any further

mistake regarding tlie reab<y <>i Miss Nancy’s rage; and
sin-inking involuntarily back a k- p.ires, ciist a glance, half

li .pi: ring and half coAvardly at Sikes : as if* tO hint that he

was ^ ftest person to pursue the dialogue.

Mr thus mutely appealed to; and possibly feeling

his personal pride and influence interested in the immediate
reduction of Miss Nancy to reason

;
gave utterance to about a

couple of score of curses and threats, the rapid production of

which reflected great credit on the fertiliiy of hia invention.
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As they produced no visible effect on the object against whom
they were discharged, however, he resorted to more tangible

arguments.

What do you mean by this ? said Sikes
;
backing the

inquiry with a very common imprecation concerning the most

beautiful of human features : which, if it were heard above,

only once out of every fifty thousand times that it is uttered

below, would render blindness as common a disorder as

measles
;

what do you mean by it? Burn my body ! Do
yoTi know who you are, and what you are ?

”

Oh, yes, I know all about it,” replied the girl, laughing

hysterically
;
and shaking her head from side to side, with a

poor assumption of indifference.

“ Well, when, keep quiet,” rejoined Sikes, with a growl like

that he was accustomed to use when addressing his dog, or

I ’ll quiet you for a good long time to come.”

The girl laughed again : even loss composedly than before

;

and, darting a hasty look at Sikes, turned her face aside, and

bit her lip till the blood came.
“ You’re a nice one/’ added Sikes, as he surveyed her with

a contemptuous air, ‘‘ to take up the humane and gen—teel

side ! A pretty subject for the child, as you caU him, to make
a friend of!

”

‘‘ God Almighty help me, I am! ” cried the girl passion-

ately
;

“ and I wish I had been struck dead in the street, or

had changed places with them wo passed so near to-night,

before I had lent a hand in bringing him here. He ’s a thief,

a liar, a devil : all that ’s bad from this night forth. Isn't

that enough for the old ’wretch without blows ?
”

Come, come, Sikes,” said the Jew, appealing to him in a

reinonstratory tone, and motioning towards the boys, who
were eagerly attentive to all that passed

;
‘‘we must have

civil words
;

civil words, Bill.”

“ Civil words !
” cried the girl, whose passion was frightful

to see. “Civil wmrds, you villain! Yes; you deserve ’em
from me. I thieved for you when I was a child not half as

old as this ! ” pointing to Oliver. “ I have been in the same
trade, and in the same service, for tw’elve years since. Don’t
you know it ? Speak out ! don’t you know it ?

”

“Well, well,” replied the Jew, with an attempt at pacifi-

cation
;
“ and if you have, it ’s your living !

”

“ Aye, it is !
” returned the girl

j
not speaking, but pouring
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out the words in one continuous and vehement scream. **
It

is my Hving
;
and the cold, wet, dirty streets are my home

;

and you ’re the wretch that drove me to them long ago
;
and

that ’ll keep me there, day and night, day and night, till I

die !

”

I shall do you a mischief! ” interposed the Jew, goaded

by these reproaches
;

**
sl mischief worse than that, if you say

much more !

”

The girl said nothing more
;
but tearing her hair and dress

in a transport of phrenzy, made such a rush at the Jew as

would probably have left signal marks of her revenge upon
him, had not her wrists been seized by Sikes at the right

moment
;
upon which she made a few ineffectual struggles

:

and fainted.

“ She ’s all right now,” said Sikes, laying her down in a

corner. She ’s unc^ommon strong in the arms when she ’s up
in this way,”

The Jew wiped his forehead : and smiled, as if it were a

relief to have the disturbance over
;
but neither he, nor Sikes,

nor the dog, nor the boys, seemed to consider it in any other

light than a common occurrence incidental to business.

It ’s the worst of having to do with women,” said the

Jew, replacing his club; ‘‘but they’re clever, and we can’t

get on, in our line, without ’em. Charley, show Oliver

to bed.”
“ I suppose he’d better not wear his best clothes to-morrow,

Fagin, had he?” inquired Charley Bates.

“Certainly not,” replied the Jew, reciprocating the grin

with which Charley put the question.

Master Bates, apparently much delighted with his com-

mission, took the cleft stick : and led Oliver into an adjacent

kitchen, where there were two or three of the beds on which
he had slept before

;
and here, with many uncontrollable

bursts of laughter, he prodm’ed the identical old suit of clothes

which Oliver had so much congratulated himself upon leaving

off at Mr. Brownlow’s
;
and the accidental display of which,

to Fagin, by the Jew who purchased them, had been the very

first clue received, of his whereabout.

“Pull off the smart ones,” said Charley, ‘'and I’ll give

’em to Fagin to take care of. What fun it is !

”

Poor Oliver unwillingly complied. Master Bates, rolling

up the new clothes under his arm, departed from the room

;
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leaving Oliver in tlie dark
;
and locking the door behind

him.

The noise of Charley’s laughter
;
and the voice of Miss

Betsy, who opportunely arrived to throw water over her friend,

and perform other feminine offices for the promotion of her

recovery ;
might have kept many people awake un ler more

happy circumstances than those in which Oliver wsls placed.

But he was sick and weary ; and he soon fell sound asleep.
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CHAPTER XVIL

OLIVER S DESTINY CONTINUING UNPROPITIOUS, BRINGS A GREAT MAH TO

LONDON TO INJURE HIS REPUTATION.

It is the custom on the stage : in all good murderous melo-

dramas : to present the tragic and the comic scenes, in as

regular alternation, as the layers of red and white in a side of

streaky, well-cured bacon. The hero sinks upon his straw

bed, weighed down by fetters and misfortunes; and, in the

next scene, his faithful but unconscious squire regales the

audience with a comic song. We behold, with throbbing

bosoms, the heroine in the grasp of a proud and ruthless

baron : her virtue and her life alike in danger
;
drawing forth

her dagger to preserve the one at the cost of the other
;
and

just as our expectations are -wrought up to the highest pitch,

a whistle is heard : and we are straightway transported to the

great hall of the castle : where a grey-headed seneschal sings

a funny chorus with a funnier body of vassals, who are free , of

all sorts of places from church vaults to palaces, and roam
about in company, carolling perpetually.

Such changes appear absurd
;
but they are not so unnatural

as they would seem at first sight. Tlie transitions in reiil life

from well-spread boards to death-beds, and from mourning
weeds to holiday garments, are not a whit less startling

;
only,

there, we are busy actors, instead of passive lookers-on
;
which

makes a vast difference. The actors in the mimic life of the

theatre, are blind to -violent transitions and abrupt impulses of

passion or feeling, which, presented before the eyes of mere
spectators, are at once condemned as outrageous and prepos-

terous.

As sudden shiftings of the scene, and rapid changes of time

and place, are not only sanctioned in books by long usage, but
are by many considered as the great ai^t of authorship : an
author’s skill in his craft being, by such critics, chieflj'

estimated with relati^T^ to the dilemmas in which he leaves his
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characterB at the end of every chapter : this brief introductioa

to tiie present one may perhaps be deemed unnecessary. If

so, let it be considered a delicate intimation on the part of the

historian that he is going back, directly, to the town in which

Oliver Twist was born
;

tlie reader taking it for granted that

the'^e are good and substantial reasons for making the journey,

or he would not be invited to proceed upon such an expedition,

on any account.

Mr. Bumble emerged at early morning from the woikhouse

gab
;

and walked, with portly carriage and commanding
steps, up the High-street. He was in the full bloom and

pride of beadlehood
;
his cocked hat and coat were dazzling in

the morning sun
;
and he clutclied his cane with the vigorous

tenacity of health and power. Mr. Bumble always carried his

head high
;

but this morning it was higher than usual.

Tliere was an abstraction in his eye, an elevation in his air,

which might have warned an observant stranger that thoughts

were passing in the beadle’s mind, too great for utterance.

Mr, Bumble stopped not to converse with the sihall shop^

keepers and others who spoke to him, deferentially as he
passed along. He merely returned their salutations with a

wave of his hand
;
and relaxed not in his dignified pace, until

be reached the farm where Mrs. Mann tended the infant

paupers vutli parochial care

“Drat that beadle!” said ]\trs. Mann, hearing the well-

known shaking at the garden gate. “ If it isn’t him at this

time in the morning I Lauk, Mr. Bumble, only think of its

being you ! Well, dear me, it is a pleasure, this is ! Come
inU^ tlie parlour, sii*, please.”

I'he iirst sentence was addressed to Susan
;
and the exclama-

fioL's of deliglit were uttered to Mr. Bumble ; as the good
l;idy unlocked the garden gate : and showed him, with great

attention and respect, into the house.
“ Mrs. Mann,” said Mr. Bumble

;
not sitting upon, or

dropping himself into a seat, as any common jackanapes would

;

but letting himself gradually and slowly down into a chair
;

“Mrs. Mann, ma’am, good morning.”
“ Well, and good morning to you, sir,” replied Mrs. Mann,

with many smiles
;
“ and hoping you find yourself well, sir ’

”

“So-so, Mrs. Mann,” replied the beadde. “A porochial
life is not a bed of roses, Mrs. Mann.”

** Ah, that it isn’t indeed, Mr. Bumble,” rejoined the lady
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And all the infant paupers might have chorussed tne rejoinder

with great propriety, if they had heard it.

** A porochial life, ma’am,” continued Mr. Bumble, striking

the table with his cane, is a life of worrit, and vexation, and

hardihood; but all public characters, as I may say, must
suffer prosecution.”

Mrs. Mann, not veiy well knowing what the beadle meant,

raised her hands mth a look of sympathy
;
and sighed.

“ Ah ! You may well sigh. Mi’s. Mann !
” said the beadle.

• Finding she had done right, Mrs. Mann sighed again

:

evidently to the satisfaction of the public character : who»

repressing a complacent smile by looking sternly at his cocked

hat, said,

Mrs. Mann, I am a going to London.”

Lauk, Mr. Bumble !
” cried Mrs. Mann, starting back.

** To London, ma^am,” resumed the inflexible beadle, by

coach. I and two paupers, Mrs. Mann ! A legal action is a

coming on, about a settlement
;
and the board has appointed

me—me, Mrs. Mann—to depose to the matter before the

quarter-sessions at Clerkinwell. And I ver}'- much question,”

added Mr. Bumble, drawing liimself up, whether the Clerk-

inwell Sessions wiB not find themselves in the wrong box

before they have done with me,”

Oh ! you mustn’t be too hard upon them, sir,’^ said Mrs.

Mann, coaxingly.

The Clerkinwell Sessions have brought it upon themselves,

ma’am,” replied Mr. Bumble; and if the Clerkinwell

Sessions find that they come off rather worse than they

expected, the Clerkinwell Sessions have only themselves to

thank.”

There was so much determination and depth of purpose

about the menaciug manner in which Mr. Bumble delivered

himself of these words, that Mrs. Mann appeared quite awed
by them. At length, she said

:

^'You’re going by coach, sir? I thought it was always

usual to send them paupers in carts.”

That ’s when they ’re iU, Mrs. Mann,” said the beadle.

''We put the sick paupers into open carts in the rainy

weather, to prevent their taking cold
”

Oh !
” said Mrs. Mann

The opposition coach contracts for these two
;
and takes

them cheap,” said Mr. Bumble. ** They aro both in a very
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low state, and we find it would come two pound cheaper to

move ’em than to bury ’em—that is, if we can throw ’em

upon another parish, which I think we shall be able to do, if

they don’t die upon the road to spite us. Ha ! ha ! ha !

”

When Mr. Bumble had laughed a little while, his eyes

again encountered the cocked hat; and he became grave.

We are forgetting business, ma’am,” said the beadle,
‘‘ here is your porochial stipend for the month.”

Mr. Bumble produced some silver money rolled up in paper,

from his pocket-book
;
and requested a receipt : which Mrs.

Mann wrote.
‘‘ It’s very much blotted, sir,” said tlie farmer of infants;

“ but it’s formal enough, I dare say. Thank you, Mr. Bum-
ble, sir, I am very much obliged to you, I ’iii sure.”

Mr. Bumble nodded, blandly, in acknowledgment of Mrs.

Mann’s curtsey; and in<[uired how tlie cliildi'eu were.

Bless their dear little hearts !
” said Mrs. Mann with

(unotion, they ’re as well as can be, the dears. Of course,

o.xcept the two (hat died last week. And little Dick.”
“ Isn’t that boy no better?” inquired Mr. Bumble.
Mrs. Mann shook her head.
“ He ’s a ill-conditioned, wicious, bad-disposed porochial

eliUd that,” said Mr. Bumble, angrily. ‘‘Where is he?”
“I’ll bring him to you in one minute, sir,” replied Mrs.

Maun. “ Here, you Dick !

”

After some calling, Dick was discovered. Having had his

lace put under the pump, and dried upon Mrs. Mann’s gown,
he was led into the awful presence of IVIr. Bumble, the beadle.

The child was j)ale and thin
;

liis cheeks were sunken
;
and

bis eyes largo and bright. Tlie scant y parish dress : the
livery of his misery: hung loosely on liifs feeble body; and
his young limbs had wasted away, like those of an old man.

Such was the little being who stood trembling bencAtli iMr

bumble’s glance
;
not daring to lift his eyes from the floor

;

and dreading even to hear the beadle’s voice.

“Can’t you look at the gentleman, you obstinate boy!’’
said Mrs. Mann.

The child meekly raised his eyes, and encountered those of

Mr. Bumble.
“ What ’s the matter with you, jmrochial Dick ? ” inquired

Mr. Bumble with Avell-timed jocularity.
‘ Xothing,' sir,” replied the child faintly.

O.T. F
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I should tliink not/* said Mrs. Mann, who had of course

laughed very much at Mr. Bumble*s humour. ‘‘You want
for nothing, I *m sure.**

I should like
—

** faltered the child.

^‘Hey-day!** interposed Mrs. Mann, ‘‘I suppose you’re

going to say that you do want for something, now ? Why,
you little wretch **

Stop, Mrs. Mann, stop !*’* said the beadle, raising his hand
with a show of authority. Like what, sir

;
eh ?

**

I should like,’* faltered the cliild, if somebody that 'can

write, would put a few w-ords down for me on a piece of

])aper : and fold it up and seal it : and keep it for me, after I

am laid in the ground.”
“ Why, what does the boy mean?** exclaimed Mr. Bumble,

on w^hom the earnest manner and wan aspect of the child had
made some impression : ac-customed as he was, to such things.

“ What do you mean, sir?**

I should like,” said the child, to leave my dear love to

poor Oliver Twist
;
and to let him know how often I have sat

hy myself and cried to think of his w^andering about in the

dark nights with nobody to help him. And I should like to

tell him,” said the child, pressing his small hands together,

and speaking with great fervour, that I w^as glad to di(3

when I w^as very young
;

for, perhaps, if I , had lived to be a

man, and had growm old, my little sister, wLo is in Heaven,

might forget me, or be unlike me
;
and it would he so much

hax^pier if we were both children there together.**

jMr. Bumble surveyed the little speaker, from head to foot,

with indescribable astonishment
;

and, turning to his com-

panion, said, They ’re all in one story, Mrs. Mann. That
out-dacious Oliver has demogalized therd all !

**

**
I couldn’t have believed it, sir !

** said Mrs. Mann, holding

up her hands, and looking malignantly at Dick. ‘‘I never

see such a hardened little wretch !

**

Take him away, ma’am !
** said Mr. Bumble, imperiously.

This must he stated to the board, Mrs. Mann.’*

hope the gentlemen will understand that it isn’t my
fault, sir? ” said Mrs. Mann, whimpering pathetically.

^‘They shall understand that, ma’am; they shall be ac-

quainted with the true state of the case,** said Mr. Bumble.
‘‘'There

;
take him away. I can’t bear tlie sight on him.**’

Dick was immediately taken away, and locked up in tjie
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coal-cellar. Mr. Bumble shortly after^v^ards look himself ofl,

to prepare for his journey.

At six o’clock next morning, Mr. Bumble : having ex-

changed his cocked hat for a round one, and encased his

person in a blue great-coat with a cape to it : took Li^ place

on the outside of the coach, accompanied by the riminals

whose settlement was disputed
;
with whom, in duo course of

time, he arrived in London. He experienced no other crosses,

on the wa;;, than those which originated in the perverse

beliaviour of the two paupers, who persisted in shivering and

complaining of the cold, in a manner which, Mr, Bumble
declared, caused his teeth to chatter in his head, and made
him feel quite uncomfortable

;
although he had a great-coat on.

Having disposed of these evil-minded persons for the night,

Mr. Bumble eat himself down in the house at which the coai h

stopped : and took a temperate dinner of steaks, oyster sauce,

and porter. Putting a glass of hot gin-and-water on the

chimney-piece, he drew his chair to the hi'e
j
and, with sundiy

moral reflections on the too-prevalent sin of discontent and
chm})laining, composed himself ti> read tlie pap('r.

'Hie very first paragraph upon which Mr. Bumble’s eyes

rested, was the following advertisement.

FIVE GUINEAS HEWARD.

^MVhereas a young hoy, named Oliver T\nst, absconded,

or was enticed, on Thursday evening last, from his home at

J’eutonville
;
and has not since been heard of. The above

,i‘<‘ward will he paid to any person who will give such inform-

itlion as will lead to the discovery of the said Oliver Twist, or

tend to throw any light upon his previous history, in whicli

the advertiser is, for many reasons, warmly interested.”

And then followed a full description of Oliver’s dress,

))erson, appearance, and di8api>earance : with the name and
address of Mr. Brownlow at full length.

Mr. Bumble opened his eyes; read the advertisement,

slowly and carefully, three several times
;
and in something

more than five minutes was on his way to Pentonville : having
actually in his excitement, left the glass of hot gin-and-water,

untasted.

Is Mr. Brownlow at home?” inquired Mr. Bumble of
the girl who opened the door.

lo tliis inquiiy the girl returned the not uncommon, but
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rather evasive reply of don’t know; where do you come

from ?
”

Mr. Bumble no sooner uttered Oliver’s name, in expla-

nation of his errand, than Mrs. Bedwin, who had been listen-

ing at the parlour door, hastened into tlie passage in a

breathless state.

Come in—come in,” said the old lady : I knew wo
should hear of him. Poor dear ! I knew we should ! I was

certain of it. Bless his heart ! I said so, all along.”

Having said this, the worthy old lady hurried back into

the parlour again
;
and seating herself on a sofa, burst into

tears. The girl, who was not quite so susceptible, had run

up stairs meanwhile
;
and now returned with a request that

Mr. Bumble would follow her immediately : which he did.

He was shown into the little back study, where sat Mr.

Brownlow and, his friend Mr. Grimwig, with decanters and

glasses before them. The latter gentleman at once burst into

the exclamation

:

A beadle ! A parish beadle, or I ’ll cat my head.”

Pray don’t interrupt just now,” said Mr. Brownlow.

Take a seat, will you? ”

Mr. Bumble sat himself down
:
quite confounded by the

oddity of IMr. Grimwig’s manner. Mr. Brov^nlow moved the

lamp, so as to obtain an uninterrupted view of the Beadle’s

countenance
;
and said, Avith a little impatience,

*^Now, sir, you come in consequence of having seen the

advertisement?
”

Yes, sir,” said Mr. Bumble.
‘‘And you are a beadle, are you not?” inquired Mr.

Grimwig.
“ I am a porochial beadle, gentlemen,” rejoined Mr.

Bumble, proudly,
“ Of course,” observed Mr. Grimwig aside to his friend, “ I

knew he was. A beadle all over !

”

Mr. Brownlow gently shook his head to impose silence on

his friend, and resumed :

“ Do you know where this poor boy is now ?
”

“No more than nobody,” replied Mr. Bumble.

“Well, what do you know of him?” inquired the old

gentleman. “ Speak out, my friend, if you have an3dhing to

say. What do you know of him ?
”

You don’t happen to know any good of him, do you ?
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said Mr. Grimwig, caustically
;

after an attentive perusal of

!^Ir. Bumble’s features.

Mr. Bumble, catching at the inquiry very quickly, shook

his liead with portentous solemnity.

“You see?” said Mr. Grimwig, looking triumphantly at

Mr. y*>rownlow.

Mr. Brownlow looked apprehensively at Mr. Bumble’s

pursed-up countenance
;
and requested him to communicate

what he knew regarding Oliver, in as few words as possible.

Mr. Bumble put down his hat
;

unbuttoned his coat

;

folded his arms
; inclined hi§ head in a retrospective manner

;

and, qfter a few moments’ reflection, commenced his story.

It would be tedious if given in the beadle’s words : occu-

pying, as it did, some twenty minutes in the telling
;
but the

sum and substance of it was, that Oliver was a foundling,

born of low and vicious parents. That he Jiad, from his

birth, displayed no better qualities than treachery, ingratitude,

aud malice. That he had terminated his brief career in tiie

place of his birth, by making a sanguinary and cowardly

attack on an unoffending lad; and running away in the

ni gilt-time from his master’s house. In proof of his reall}^

being the person he represented himself, Mr. Bumble laid

upm the table, the papers ho had brought to town : and,

folding his arms again, awaited Mr. Brownlow’s observations.

I fear it is all too true,” said the old gentleman sorrow
fully, after looking over the papers, “ This is not much foi

your intelligence
;
but I would gladly have given you treble

the money, if it had been favourable to the boy.”

It Is not at all improbable, that if Mr. Bumble had been

possessed of this information at an earlier period of the inter-

view, he might have imparted a very different colouiing to

his little history. It was too late to do it now, however; so

he shook his head gravely : and, pocketing the five guineas,

withdrew.

Mr. Brownlow paced the room to and fro for some minutes

;

evidently so much disturbed by the beadle’s tale, that even
^Ir. Grimwig forbore to vex him further.

At length he stopped, and rang the bell violently.

Mrs, Bedwdn,” said Mr. Brownlow, w^hen the housekeeper
appeared; “that boy, Oliver, is dn impostoii;.”

“ It can’t be, sir. It cannot be,” said the old lady ener-

getically.
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I tell you he is/* retorted the old gentleman. ^^Whai

do you mean by can’t be? We have just heard a full account

of him from his birth
;
and he has been a thorough-paced

little villain all his life.”

‘‘ I never will believe it, sir,” replied the old lady firmly.

Never !

”

You old women never believe anything but quack-doctors,

and lying story-books,” growled Mr. Grimwig. “ I knew it

all along. Why didn’t you take my advice in the beginning
;

you would, if he hadn’t had a fever, 1 suppose, eh ? He was
interesting, wasn’t he ? Interesting ! Bah !

” And Mr.

(irimwig poked the fire with a flourish.

He was a dear, grateful, gentle child, sir,” retorted Mrs.

Bedwin, indignantly. I know what children are, sir
;
and

liave done these forty years
;
and people who can’t say the same,

shouldn’t say anything about them. Hiat ’s my opinion !

”

This was a hard hit at Mr. Grimwig, who was a bachelor.

As it extorted nothing from tliat gentleman but a smile, the

old lady tossed her head, and smoothed do^vn her apron pre-

paratory to another speech, when she was stopped by Mr.

Brownlow.

Silence !
” said the old gentleman, feigning an anger he

was far from feeling. Never let me hear the boy’s name
again. I rang to tell you that. Never. Never, on any

pietence, mind! You may leave the room, Mrs. Bedwin.
l^ememher 1 I am in earnest.”

There were sad hearts at Mr. Brownlow’a that night,

Oliver’s heart sank within him, w^hen he thought of his

good kind friends; it wns well for him that he could not

know what they had heard, or it might have broken outright,
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CHAPTER XVIII.

HCW OLIVER PASSED HIS TIME IN THE IMPROVING SOCIETY OP HIS

REPUTABLE FRIENDS.

Alout noon next day, when the Dodp:er and Master Bate^

had gone out to pursue their eustomar}^ avocations, Mr. Fagin

took the opportunity of reading Oliver a long lecture on the

crying sin of ingratitude : of which he clearly demonstrated

he had been guilty, tx) no ordinary extent, in wilfully absent-

ing himself from the society of his anxivuis friends
;
and, still

more, in endeavouring to escape from them alter so mucii

trouble and expense had been incurred in liis rocov(‘ry. Mr.

Fagin laid great stress on tlie fact of his ha\dng taken Oliver in,

and cherished him, wh<'n, without his timely aid, he might liave

perished with hunger
;
and lie related the dismal aud affecting

hi tory of a young lad, whom, in his philantliropy, h(^ liad

succoured under parallel circumstances, but wlio, ])roving

unworthy of his CHnifidence, and evincing a desire to **ommu-

nicate with the police, had unfortunately come to Ix" hanged
at the Old Bailey one morning, Mr, Fiigin did not seek to

eonceal his share in the catastrophe, but lamented with teai*s

in his ('3"e8, that the wrong-headed and treacherous behaviour
of (he young person in question, had rendered it necessary

tliat he sliould become the victim of lertain evidence for tlie

crown : wdiich, if it were not precisely true, was indispensably

necessary for the safety of him (Mr. F’agiii) and a few select

Iriends. Mr. Fagin concluded by drawing a rather disagree-

able picture of the discomforts of hanging
;
and, wdth great

trieiidliness and politeness of manner, expressed his anxious
(iopes that he might never be obliged to submit Oliver Twist
to that unpleasant operation.

Little Oliver’s blood ran cold, as he listened to the Jew’s
y ords, and imperfectly comprehended the dark threats con-
' eyed in them. I'hat it was possible even for justice itself to

eonfound the innocent with the guilty when they were in
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accidental companionship, he knew already
;
and that deeply

laid plans for the destruction of inconveniently knowing, or

over-communicative, persons, had been really devised and

carried out by the old Jew on more occasioi^s than one, he

thought by no means unlikely, when he recollected the

general nature of the altercations between that gentleman and

Mr. Sikes : which seemed to bear reference to some foregone

conspiracy of the kind. As he glanced timidly up, and met
the Jew’s searching look, he felt that his pale face and

trembling limbs were neither unnoticed, nor unrelished by,

that waiy old gentleman.

'fhe Jew smiled hideously; and, patting Oliver on the

head, said, that if he kept himselt* quiet, and applied himself

to business, lie saw they would be very good friends yet. Then,

taking his hat; and covering himself with an old patched'

great-coat
;
he went out, and locked the room-door behind him.

And so Oliver remained all that day, and for the greater

part of many subsequent days
;
seeing nobody between early

morning and midniglit
;
and left during the long hours, to

commune with his own thoughts : which^ never failing to

revert to his kind friends, and the opinion they must long ago

have formed of him, were sad indeed.

After the lapse of a week or so, the Jew left the room-door

unlocked
;
and he was at liberty to wander about the house.

It was a very dirty place. The rooms up stairs had great

high wooden chimney-pieces and large doors, with panelled

walls and cornices to the ceilings : which, although they were
black with neglect and dust, were ornamented in various

ways
;
from all of which tokens Oliver concluded that a long

time ago, before the old Jew was bom, it had belonged to

better people, and had perhaps been quite gay and handsome :

dismal and dreary as it looked now.
Spiders had built their webs in the angles of the walls and

ceilings
;
and sometimes, when Oliver walked softly into a

room, the mice would scamper across the floor, and run b^k
terrified to their holes. With these exceptions, there was
neither sight nor sound of any living thing

;
and often, when

it grew dark, and he was tired of wandering from room to

room, he would crouch in the comer of the passage by the

street-door, to be as near living people as he could
;
and

would remain there, listening and coimting the hours, until

the Jew or the boys returned.
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In all the rooms, tlie mouldering shutters were fast closed :

and the bars which held them were screwed tight into the

wood
;
the only light wliich was admitted, stealing its way

through round holes at the top : which made the rooms

more gloomy, and filled them wdth strange shadows. There

was a back-garret window, with rusty bars outside, whtch

had no shutter
;

and out of this, Oliver often gazed

with a melancholy face for hours together; but nothing

was to be descried from it but a confused and crowded mass
of house-tops, blackened chimneys, and gable-ends. Some-

times, indeed, a ragged grizzly head might be seen, peering

over the parapet-wall of a distant house : but it was quickly

withdrawn ^-gaiu
;
and as the window of Oliver’s observatory

was nailed down, and dimmed with the rain and smoke of

years, it was as much as he could do to make out the forms of

the diflPerent objects beyond, without making any attempt to

be seen or heard,— which he had as much chance of being,

as if he had lived inside the ball of St. Paul’s Cathedral.

One afternoon : the Dodger and Master Bates being

engaged out that evening : the first-named young gentleman
took it into his head to evince some anxiety regarding the

decoration of his person (wdiich, to do him justice, was by no
loans an habitual weakness with him;) and, with this end
and aim, he condescendingly commanded Oliver to assist him in

his toilet, straightway.

Oliver was but too glad to make himself useful
;
too happy

to have some faces, however bad, to look Upon; and too

desirous to conciliate those about him when he could honestly

do so
;

to throw any objection in the way of this proposal.

So he at once expressed his readiness
;
and, kneeling on the

floor, while the Dodger sat upon the table so that he could

take his foot in his lap, he applied himself to a process which
Mr. Dawkins designated as “japanning his trotter-cases.”

Which phrase, rendered into plain English, signifieth, clean-

ing his boots.

Whether it was the sense of freedom and independence
^hich a rational animal may be supposed to feel when he sits

on a table, in an easy attitude, smoHng a pipe, swinging one
leg carelessly to and fro, and having his boots cleaiied all the
time, without even the past trouble of having taken them ,

or the prospective misery of putting them on, to disturb his

reflections
; or whether it was the goodness of the tobacco
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tKat soothed the feelings of the Dodger, or the mildness of

the beer that mollified his thoughts, he was evidently tinctured,

for the nonce, with a spice of romance and enthusiasm, foreign

to his general nature. He looked down on Oliver, with a

thoughtful countenance, for a brief space
;
and then, raising

his head, and heaving a gentle sigh, said, half in abstraction,

and half to Master Bates :

What a pity it is he isn’t a prig !

”

“ Ah !
” said Master Charles Bates

;
he don’t know what ’a

good for him.”

The Dodger sighed again, and resumed liis pipe : as did

Charley Bates, They both smoked, for some seconds, in silence.

I suppose you don’t even know what a prig is ? ” said the

Dodger mournfully,

I think I know that,” replied Oliver, looking up. It ’s

a th— ;
you ’re one, are you not ? ” inquired Oliver, checking

liimself.

“ I am,” replied the Dodger. “ I ’d scorn to be anythink

cdse.” Mr. Dawkins gave his hat a ft^rocious cock, after

delivering this sentiment ; and looked at Master Bates, as if

to denote that he would feel obliged by his saying anything to

the contrary.

I am,” repeated the Dodger. So ’s Charley. So ’s

Fagin. So ’s Sikes. So ’s Nancy. So ’s Bet. So we all

are, down to the dog. And he ’s the downiest one of the lot!”

And the least given to peaching,” added Charley Bates.

He wouldn’t so much as hark in a witness-box, for feai

of committing himself
;
no, not if you tied him up in one, and

left him there without wittles for a fortnight,” said the Dodger.

Not a bit of it,” observed Charley.

‘‘He’s a rum dog. Don’t he look fierce at any strange

cove that laughs or sings when he ’s in company
!

pursued

the Dodger. “ Won’t he growl at all, wdien he hears a fiddle

playing I And don’t ho hate other dogs as ain’t of his breed

!

—Oh, no I

”

“ He ’s an out-and-out Christian,” said Charley.

This was merely intended as a tribute to the animal’s

abilities, but it was an appropriate remark in another sense,

if Master Bates had only known it; for there are a great

many ladies and gentlemen, claiming to be out-and-out

Christians, between whom, and Mr. Sikes’ dog, there exist

very strong and singular points of resemblance
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Well, well,” said the Dodger, recurring to the point from

which they had strayed : with that mindfulness of his pro-

fession which influenced all his proceedings. This hasn’t got

anything to do with young Green here.”

'‘No more it has,” said Charley. “W^y don’t 3^ou put

you^'self under Fagin, Oliver?”
“ And make your fortun’ out of hand ?” added the Dodger,

with a grin.

“ And eo be able to retire on your property, and do the

gcn-teel : as I mean to, in the very next leap-year but ffnir

that ever comes, and the fort3’'-second Tuesday in Tihnity-

week,” said Charley Bates.

"I don’t like it,” rejoined Oliver timidly; “ I wish they

would let me go. I—I—would rather go.”
“ And Fagin would rather not I

” rejoined Charle5\

Oliver knew this too well; but, thinking it might be

dangerous to express his feelings more openly, he only sighed,

and went on with his boot-cleaning.

“ Go !
” exclaimed the Dodger. Why, wdiere ’s your

spirit? Don’t you take any x^ride out of yourself? Would
you go and be dependent on your friends ?

”

Oh, blow that !
” said Master Bates : drawing two or

fhree silk handkerchiefs from his x>ocket and tossing them into

a cupboard, that ’s too mean
;
that is.”

I couldn’t do it,” said the Dodger, with an air of

haughty disgust.

You can leave j^our friends, though,” said Oliver witli a

half smile
;

and let them be punished for what you did.”

^^That,” rejoined the Dodger, with a wmve of his pix^e,

“That was all out of consideration for Fagin, ’cause the traps

know that w^e work together, and he might have got into

trouble if we hadn’t made our lucky
;
that was the move,

wasn’t it, Charley ?
”

Master Bates nodded assent, and would have spoken
;
but

the recollection of Oliver’s flight came so suddenly upon him,

that the smoke he was inhaling got entangled with a laugh

;

and went up into his head, and down into his throat : and

brought on a fit of coughing and stamping, about five

minutes long.

“Look here,” said the Dodger, drawing forth a handful of

shillings and halfpence. “ Here ’s a jolly life ! What ’s the

odda where it comes from ? Herej catch hold
;
there ’s x>leiity
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more where they were took from. You won’t, won’t youf
Oh, you precious flat !

”

It ’s naughty, ain’t it, Oliver ? ” inquired Charley Bates.
** He ’ll come to be scragged, won’t he ?

”

“ I don’t know what that means,” replied Oliver.

Something in this way, old feller,” said Charley. As he
said it, Master Bates caught up an end of his neckerchief;

and, holding it erect in the air, dropped his head on his

shoulder, and jerked a curious sound through his teeth

:

thereby indicating, by a lively pantomimic representation, that

scragging and hanging were one and the same thing.

That’s what it means,” said Charley. ^^Lw)k how he

stares. Jack ! I never did see such prime company as that

’ere boy
;
he ’ll be tlie death of me, I know he will.” Master

Charles Bates, liaving lauglied heartily again, resumed ]iis

pipe with tears iii his eyes.
** You ’ve been brought up bad,” said the Dodger, survey-

ing liis boots with much satisfaction wlien Oliver had polished

them. “ Fagin will make something of you, though, or

you ’ll be the first he ever had that turned out unprofitable.

You ’d better begin at once
;
for you ’ll come to the trade long

before you think of it
;
and 3^011 ’re only losing time, Oliver.”

Master Bates backed this advice with sundry moral admoni-

tions of his own : which, being exhausted, he and his friend

Mr. Dawkins launched into a glowing description of the

numerous pleasures incidental to the life they led, interspersed

with a variet}’' of hints to Oliver that the bqst thing he could

do, would be to secure Fagin’s favour without more delay, by
the moans wliicli tho}^ themselves had emplo3"ed to gain it.

And alwa3\s put this in 3"Our pipe, Nolly,” said the

Dodger, as the Jew was heard unlocking the door above, if

you don’t take fogies and tickers
—

”

What ’s the good of talking in that way ? ” interposed

l\Iaster Bates : he don’t know what you mean.”

If you don’t take pocket hankechers and watches,” said

tlie Dodger, reducing his conversation to the level of Oliver’s

capacity, “ some other cove will
;
so that the coves that lose

’em will be all the worse, and 3^ou ’ll be all the worse too, and
nobody half a ha’p’orth the better, except the chaps wot gets

them—and you ’ve just as good a right to them as they

have.”

‘To be sure, to be sure !
” said the Jew, who had entered.
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unseen by Oliver. ‘‘ It all Uibs in a nutshell, my dear; in a

nutshell, take the Dodger’s word for it. Ha ! ha ! He
understands the catechism of his trade.”

The old man rubbed liis hands gleefully together, as he

(‘orroborated the Dodger’s reasoning in these terms
;
and

chuckled with delight at his pupil’s proficiency.

The conversation proceeded no farther at tliis iime, for the

Jew had returned home accompanied by Miss Betsy, and a

gentleman whom Oliver had never seen before, bat wlio was

accosted by the Dodger as Tom Cliitling; and who, having

lingered on the stairs to exchange a few gallantric^s witli the

lady, now made his appearance.

Mr. Chitling was older in years than the Dodger : having

perhaps numbered eighteen winters
;
but there was a degree

of deference in his deportment towards that young gehtlemau

which seemed to indicate that he felt himself conscious of a

slight inferiority in point of genius and professional acquire-

ments. He had small twinkling eyes, and a pock-marked

face; wore a fur cap, a dark corduroy jacket, greasy fustian

trowsers, and an apron. His wardrobe was, in truth, rather

out of repair; but he exensed himself to the company by
stating that his ^Hime” was only out an hour before

;
and

tl.at, in consequence of having worn the regimentals for six

weeks past, he had not been able to bestow any attention on
his private clothes. Mr. Chitling added, with strong marks
of irritation, that the new way of fumigating clothes up
yonder was infernal unconstitutional, for it burnt holes in

them, and there was no remedy against the County. The
same remark he considered to apply to the regulation mode of

cutting the hair : which he held to be decidedly unlawful.

Mr. Chitling wound up his observations by stating that he
had not touched a drop of anything for forty-two mortal long

hard-working days : and that he wished he might be busted
if he warn’t as dry as a lime-basket.”

“ Where do you tliink the gentleman has come from,

Oliver?” inquired the Jew, with a grin, as the other boys put
a bottle of spirits on the table.

I—I

—

don’t know, sir,” replied Oliver.

Who’s that?” inquired Tom Chitling, casting a contemp-
tuous look at Oliver.

A young friend of mine, my dear,” replied the Jew.
He ’s in luck then,” said the young man, with a meaning
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look at Fagin. Never mind where I came from, young ^un

;

you ’ll find your way there, soon enough, I ’ll bet a crown !

”

At this sally, the boys laughed. After some more jokes on

the same subject, they exchanged a few short whispers with

Fagin
;
and withdrew.

After some words apart between the last comer and Fagin,

they drew their chairs towards the fire; and the Jew, telling

Oliver to come and sit by him, led the conversation to the

topics most calculated to interest his hearers. These were,

the great advantages of the trade, the proficiency of the Dod-

ger, the amiability of Charley Bates, and the liberality of tlie

Jew himself. At length these subjects disjdayed signs of

being thoroughly exhausted
;
and Mr. Chitling did the same :

for the house of correction becomes fatiguing after a week or

two. Miss Betsy accordingly withdrew
;
and left the party to

their repose.

From this day, Oliver was seldom left alone
;
but was placed

in almost constant coramimication with the two boys, who
played the old game with the Jew every day: whether for

their own improvement or Oliver’s, Mr. Fagin best knew. At

other times the old man would tell tliem stories of robberies

he had committed in his younger days : mixed up with so

much that was droll and curious, that Oliver could not help

laughing heartily, and showing that he was amused in spite

of all his better feelings.

In short, the wily old Jew had the hoy in his toils
;
and,

having prepared his mind, by solitude and gloom, to prefer

any society to the companionship of his own sad thoughts in

such a dreary place, was now slowly instilling into his soul

tiie poison which he hoped would blacken it, and change its

hue for ever.
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CHAPTER XIX.

nf WHICH i. NOIABLE PLAN 13 DISCUSSED AND DETERMINED OF.
‘

It was a chill, damp, windy night, when the Jew: buttoning

his great-coat tight round his shrivelled body, and pulling the

collar up over his ears so as completely to obscure the lower

part of his face : emerged from his den. He paused on the

step as the door was locked and chained behind him
;
and

liaving listened while the boys made all secure, and until their

retreating footsteps were no longer audible, slunk d(*wn the

street as quickly as he could.

The house to which Oliver had been conveyed, was in the

neighbourhood of Whitechapel. The Jew stopped for an

instant at the corner of the street
;
and, glancing suspiciously

round, crossed the road, and struck off in the direction of

Spitalfields.

The mud lay thick upon the stones : and a black mist hung
over the streets

;
the rain fell sluggishly dov n : and every-

thing felt cold and clammy to the touch. It seemed just the

night when it befitted such a being as the Jew, to be abroad.

As he glided stealthily along, creeping beneath the shelter of

the walls and doorways, the hideous old man seemed like some
loathsome reptile, engendered in the

.
slime and darkness

through whicli he moved : crawling forth, by night, in search

of some rich offal for a meal.

He kept on his course, through many winding and narrow
ways, until he reached Bethnal Green

;
then, turning suddenly

off to the left, he soon became involved in a maze of the mean
and dirty streets which abound in that close and densely

populated quarter.

The Jew was evidently too familiar^ with the ground he
traversed, however, to be at all bewildered, either by the

darkness of the night, or the intricacies of the way. He
hurried through several alley's and streets

;
and at length

tximed into one, lighted only by a single lamp at the fartJaei
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end. At the door of a house in this street, he knocked
;
and

having exchanged a few muttered words with the person who
opened it, walked up stairs.

A dog growled as he touched the handle of a room-door

;

and a man’s voice demanded who was there.

^‘Only me, Bill; only me, my dear,” said the Jew, looking in.

Bring in your hody then,” said Sikes. Lie down, you

stupid brute! Don’t you know the devil when he’s got a

great-coat on ?
”

Appareiitl}’, the dog had been somewhfit deceived by ]Mr.

Fagin’s outer garment; for as the Jew unbuttoned it, and

threw it over the back of a chair, he retired to the corner from

vdiich he had risen : wagging his tail as ho went, to show
that he was as well satisfied as it was in liis nature to be.

Well !
” said Sikes.

Well, my dear,” replied the Jew, Ah ! Nancy.”

The latter recognition was uttered with just enough of

embarrassment to imply a doubt of its reception
;
for Mr.

Fagin and his young friend had not met, since slie had inter-

fered in behalf of Oliver. All doubts upon tlio subject, if

he had any, were speedily removed by the young lady’s

behaviour. She took her feet off tlie fender
;
pushed back

her chair
;
and bade Fagin draw up his, Avithout saying more

about it ; for it Avas a cold night, and no mistake.

‘‘It is cold, Nancy d(iar,” said the Jew, as he AAmrmcd his

skinny hands OATr tlie hro. “It seems to go right through

one,” added the old man, touching his side.

“ It must be a piercer, if it finds its Avny through your

heart,” said Mr. Sikes. “Give him something to drink,

Nancy. Burn my body, make haste! It’s enough to turn a

man ill, to see his lean old carcase shivering in that way, like

a ugly ghost just rose from the grave.”

Nancy quickly brought a bottle from a cupboard, in which
there Avere many : Avhitdi, to judge from the diversity of their

appearance, Avere filled with several kinds of liquids. Sikes,

pouring out a glass of brandy, bade the Jcav di*ink it off.

“ Quite enough, quite, thankye, Bill,” replied the Jew,

j>atting doAAm the glass, after just setting his lips to it.

“ WJiat
!
you ’re afraid of our getting the heifer of you, arc

you ?” inquired Sikes, fixing his eyes on the Jgav. “ Ugh I

”

With a hoarse grunt of contempt, Mr. Sikes seized the

glass, and tlu’ew the remainder of its contents into the ashes

:
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iiR a preparatory ceremony to filling it again for himself:

which he did at once.

The Jew glanced round the room, as his companion tossed

down the second glassful
;
not in curiosity,: for he had seen

it often before
;
but in a restless and suspicious manner which

was habitual to him. It was a meanty furnished apartment,

with nothing but the contents of the closet to induce the

belief that its occupier was anything but a working man
;
and

with no more suspicious articles displayed to view^ than t ^ro or

three heavy bludgeons which stood in a comer, and a life-

preserT’or that hung over the chimney-piece.

There, said Sikes smacking his lips, Now I ready.

“ For business ? inquired the Jew.

“For business,’’ replied Sikes,* “so say what you’ve got

to say.”

“ About the crib at Chertsey, Bill ? ” said the Jew, drawing

his chair forward, and speaking in a very low voice.

“Yes. Wot about it,” inquired Sikes.

“Ah! you know what 1 mean, my dear,” said the Jew.
“ He knows what I mean, Nancy

;
don’t he ?

”

“No, he don’t,” sneered Mr. Sikes. “Or he won’t; and

that ’s the same thing. Speak out, and call tilings by their

right names; don’t sit there, winking and blinking, and

talking to me in hints : as if you warn’t the very first that

thought about the robbery. Wot d’ ye mean ?
”

“Hush, Bill, hush!” said the Jew who had in vain

attempted to stop this burst of indignation
;

“ somebody v ill

hear us, my dear. Somebody will hear us.”

“ Let ’em hear !
” said Sikes; “ I don’t care.” But as Mr.

Sikes did care, upon reflection, he drop^ied his voice as he

said the words, and grew calmer.
“ There, there,” said the Jew coaxingly. “ It was only my

caution—nothing more. Now, my dear, about that crib at

Chertsey
;
when is it to be done. Bill, eh ? When is it to be

done? Such plate, my dear, such plate!” said the Jew:
rubbing his hands, and elevating his eyebrows in r. rapture of

anticipation.

“Not at all,” replied Sikes coldly.

“Not to be done at all !
” echoed the Jew, leaning back in

his chair.

“ No, not at all,” rejoined Siloes. “ At lesist it can’t bo a

put-up job, as we expected.”
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TLen it hasn’t been properly gone about,” said tile Jew
turning pale with anger. Don’t tell me.”

*^But I will tell you,” retorted Sikes. ‘^Who are you

that ’s not to be told ? I tell you that Toby Crackit has been

hanging about the place for a fortnight
;
and he can’t get one

of the servants into a line.”

Do you mean to tell me, Bill,” said the Jew : softening

as the other grew heated : that neither of the two men in

the house can be got over ?
”

Yes, I do moan to tell j^ou so,” replied Sikes. The old

lady has had ’em these twenty year
;
and, if you were to give

’em five hundred pound, they wouldn’t be in it.”

But do you mean to say, my dear,” remonstrated the

Jew, that the women can’t be got over ?
”

Not a bit of it,” rej)lied Sikes.

Not by flash Toby Crackit? ” said the Jew incredulously.

“Think what women are, Bill.”

“ No
;

not even by flash Toby Crackit ” replied Sikes.

“ He says ho ’s worn sham whiskers, and a canary waistcoat,

the whole blessed time he ’s been loitering down there
;
and

it ’s all of no use.”
“ lie should have tried moustachios and a x>air of military

trousers, my dear,” said tlie Jew.
“ So he did,” rejoined Sikes, and they warn’t of no more

use than the other plant.”

The Jew looked’ very blank at this information. After

ruminating for some minutes wdth his chin sunk on his breast,

he raised his head, and said, with a deep sigh, that if flash

Toby Crackit re})orted aright, ho feared the game was up.

“And yet,” said the old man, dropping his hands on his

knees, “it’s a sad thing, my dear, to lose sO much when we
had set our hearts upon it.”

“ So it is,” said Mr. Sikes. “Worse luck !

”

A long silence ensued
;
during which, the Jew was plunged

in deep thought : with his face wrinkled into an expression of

villaiiy perfectly demoniacal. Sikes eyed him furtively from

time to time; Nancy, apparently fearful of irritating the

housebreaker, sat with her eyes fixed upon the fire, as if she

had been detif to all that passed.
“ Fagin,” said Sikes, abruptly breaking the stillness that

prevailed, “is it woith fiftjy shiners, extra, if it’s safely done
from the outside ?

”
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** Yes/^ said the Jew, as suddenly rousing himself.

Is it a bargain ? inquired Sikes.

Yes, my dear, yes,” rejoined the Jew; his eyes glistening,

and every muscle in his face working, with the excitement

that the inquiry had awakened.

'.en,” said Sikes, tlirusting aside the Jew’s hand, with

some disdain, let it come off as soon as you like. Toby and

I were over the garden-wall the night afore last, soimding the

panels of the door and shutters. The crib’s barred up at

night like a jail; but there’s one part we can crack, safe and

softly.”

Which is that. Bill ?” asked the Jew eagerly.

Why,” whispered Sikes, *^as y^ou cross the lawn ”

“ Yes, yes,” said the Jew, bending Ids head forward, with

his eyes almost starting out of it.

“ Umph !
” cried Sikes, stopping short, as the girl : scarcely

moving her head : looked suddenly round, and pointed for an

instant to the Jew’s face. Never mind which part it is.

You can’t do it without me, I know
;
but it ’s best to be on

tlie safe side when one deals with .you.”

As you like my dear, as you like,” replied the Jew. “ Is

there no help wanted, but yours and Toby’s ? ”

'‘None,” said Sikes. “ ’Cept a centre-bit and a boy. The
first, we ’ve both got

;
the second you must find us.”

“'A boy !
” exclaimed the Jew. “ Oh ! then it’s a panel,

eh ?
”

“ Never mind wot it is !
” rex>lied Sikes. “ I want a boy ;

and he musn’t be a big un. Lord !
” said Mr. Sikes, re-

flectivelyq “if I ’d only got tliat young boy of Ned, the

chinibley-sweexier’s ! lie kept him small on purpose, and let

him out by the job. But the father gets lagged; and then

the Juvenile Delinquent Society comes, and takes the boy
away from a trade where he was arning money : teaches

him to read and write : and in time makes a ’prentice of him.
And so tliey go on,” said Mr. Sikes, his wrath rising with the

recollection of his wrongs, “so they go on; and, if they’d
got money enough (which it’s a Providence they have not,)

we shouldn’t have half-a-dozen boys left in the whole trade,

.

in a year or two.”

‘^No more we should,” acquiesced the Jew, who had been'

considering during this speech, and had only caught the last

sentence. “ BUI 1
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What now ? inquired Sikes.

The Jew nodded his head towards Nancy, who was stiD

gazing at the fire
;
and intimated, by a sign, that he would

have her told to leave the room. Sikes shrugged his shoulders

impatiently, as if he thought the precaution unnecessary
;
but

complied, nevertheless, by requesting Miss Nancy to fetch him
a jug of beer.

You don’t want any beer,” said Nancy, folding her arms,

and retaining her seat very composedly.

I tell you I do !
” replied Sikes.

'^Nonsense,” rejoined the girl coolly. ‘'Go on, Fagin.

I know what he ’s going to say, Bill
;
he needn’t mind

me.”

The Jew still hesitated. Sikes looked from one to the

other in some surprise.

“Why, you don’t mind the old girl, do you, Fagin?” he

asked at length. “You ’ve known her long enough to trust

her, or the Devil ’s in it. She ain’t one to blab. Are you,

Najicy?”

“J should think not!” replied the young lady: drawing

her chair up to the table, and putting her elbows upon it.

“No, no, my dear, I know you’re not,” said the Jew;
“but ” and again the old man paused.

“ But wnt ? ” inquired Sikes.

“ I didn’t know whether she mightn’t p’r’aps be out of

sorts, you know, my dear, as she was the other night,”

replied the Jew.

At this confession. Miss Nancy burst into a loud laugh;

and, swallowing a glass of brandy, shook her head with an
air of defiance, and burst into sundry exclamations of “ Keep
the game a-going !

” “ Never say die !
” and the like. These

seemed at once to have the efiect of re-assuring both gentle-

men
;

for the Jew nodded his head with a satisfied air, and
resumed his seat ; as did Mr. Sikes likewise

.

“ Now, Fagin,” said Nancy with a laugh. “ Tell Bill at

once, about Oliver !

”

“Ha! you’re a clever one, my dear; the sharpest girl 1

ever saw !
” said the Jew, patting her on the neck. “ It was

about Oliver I was going to speak, sure enough. Ha

!

ha! ha!”
“ What about him ? ” demanded Sikes.
“ He ’s the boy for you, my dear,” replied the Jew in a



OLIVER TWIST. 149

hoarse whisper ;
laying his finger on the side of his nose

;

and grinning frightfully.

He ! exclaimed Sikes.

Have him, Bill
!

’^ said Nancy. would, if I was in

your place. He mayn’t he so much up, as any of the others

;

but ti at ’s not what you want, if he ’s only to open a door for

you. Depend upon it he ’s a safe one, Bill.”

“I know he is,” rejoined Fagin. ^^He’s been in good

training these last few weeks; and it*s time he began to

work for his bread. Besides, the others are all too big.”

^^'WeU, he is just the size I want,” said Mr. Sikes, rumi-

nating.

^^And will do everything you want. Bill, my dear,” inter-

posed the Jew; “he can’t help himself. That is, if you
frighten him enough.”

“Frighten him!” echoed Sikes. “ It ’U be no sham
frightening, mind you. If there ’s anything queer about him
when we once get into the work

;
in for a penny, in for a

pound. You won’t see him alive again, Fagin. Think of

that, before you send him. Mark my words !
” said the

robber, poising a crowbar : which he had drawn from under

the bedstead.

“I’ve thought of it all,” said the Jew with energy.

“I’ve—I’ve had my eye upon him, my dears, close— close.

Once let him feel that he is one of us
;

oiK^e fill his mind with

the idea tliat he has been a thief; and he ’s ours ! Ours for

his life. Oho! It couldn’t have come about better !
” The

old man crossed his arms upon his breast
;
and, drawing his

head and shoulders into a heap, literally hugged himself for

“ Ours !
” said Sikes. Yours, you mean,”

“Perhaps I do, my dear,” said the Jew, with a shrill

chuckle. “ Mine, if you like, Bill.”

“And wot,” said Sikes, scowling fiercely on his agreeable

friend, “ wot makes you take so much pains about one

chalk-faced kid, when you know there are fifty boys snoozing
about Common Garden every night, as you might pick and
choose from ?

”

“ Because they ’re of no use to me, my dear,” replied the
Jew with some confusion, “not worth tlie taking Their
looks convict ’em when they get into trouble

;
and I lose ’em

ah. With this boy, properly managed, my dears, 1 could do
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wHat I couldn’t with twenty of them. Besides/’ said the Jew,

recovering his self-possession, ‘^he has us now if he could

only give us leg-bail again
;
and he must be in the same boat

with us. Never mind how he came there
;

it ’s quite enough*

for my power over him that he was in a robbery
;
that ’s all I

want. Now, how much better this is, than being obliged to

put the poor leetle boy out of the way: which would be

dangerous : and we should lose by it besides.”

'^When is it to be done?” asked Nancy stopping some
turbulent exclamation on the part of Mr. Sikes, expressive of

the disgust with which he received Pagin’ s affectation of

humanity.

Ah, to be sure,” said the Jew, when is it to be done,

BiU?”
I planned wdth Toby, the night arter to-morrow,” re-

joined Sikes in a surly voice, if he heerd nothing firom me
to the contrairy.”

Good,” said the Jew
;
“ there ’s no moon.”

“No,” rejoined Sikes.

“It’s all arranged about bringing off the swag,* is it?”

asked the Jew.

Sikes nodded.
“ And about

—

”

“ Oh, ah, it’s all planned,” rejoined Sikes, interrupting him-
“ Never mind particulars. You’d better bring the boy here,

to-morrow night; I shall get off the stones an hour arter

day-break. Then you hold your tongue, and keep the melting-

pot ready
;
and that ’s all you ’ll have to do.”

After some discussion, in which all three took an active

part, it was decided that Nancy should repair to the Jew’s

next evening when the night had set in : and bring Oliver

away with her
;
Fagin craftily observing, that, if he evinced

any disinclination to the task, he would he more willing to

accompany the girl who had so recently interfered in his

behalf, than anybody else. It was also solemnly arranged

that poor Oliver should, for the purposes of the contemplated

expedition, be unreservedly consigned to the care and custody

of Mr. William Sikes
;
and further, that the said Sikes should

deal with him as he thought fit; and should not be held

responsible by the Jew for any mischance or evil that might

Bootr.
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befall the boy, or any punisliinent with wMch it might be

necessary to visit him : it being understood that, to render

the compact in this respect binding, any representations made
•by ]Mr. Sikes on his I'otum should be required to be con-

firmed and corroborated, in all important particulars, by tlio

testimony of flash Toby Crackit.

These preliminaries adjusted, Mr. Sikes proceeded to drink

l)randy at a furious rate
;
and to flourish the crowbar in an

alarming manner
;

yelling forth, at the same time, most

unmusical snatches of song, mingled with wild execrations.

At length, in a fit of professional enthusiasm, he insisted upon
producing his box of housebreaking tools

;
which he had no

sooner stumbled in with, and opened for the purpose of

(explaining the nature and properties of the variems implements

it contained, and the peculiar -beauties of their construction

;

tliau he fell over it upon tlie floor, and went to sleep where

he feU.

Good night, Nano}^’' said tlic Jew, miiflling himself up
Jis before.

Good night.”

Their eyes met; and the Jew scrutinised her, narrowly.

There was no flinching about the girl. She was as true and

earnest in the matter as Toby Crackit himself could be.

The Jew again hade her good night; and, bestowing a sly

kick upon tlie prostrate form of Mr. Sikes, while her back was
turned, groped down stairs.

“Always the way!” muttered the Jew to himself as he

turaod homewards. “The worst of th(;se Av^omen is, that a

very little thing serves to call up some long-forgotten feeling
;

and the best of them is, that it never lasts. Ha ! ha ! The
man against the child for a bag of gold !

”

Beguiling the time with these pleasant reflections, Mr. Fagin

wended his way, through mud and mire, to his gloomy abode

:

where the Dodger was sitting wp, impatiently awaiting his

return.

“ Is Oliver a-hed? I want to speak to him,” was his first

remark as they descended the stairs.

“ Hours ago,” replied the Dodger, throwing open a door.
“ Here he is !

”

The boy was lying, fast asleep, on a rude bed upon the

floor
;
so pale with anxiety, and sadness, and the closeness of

his prison, that he looked like death
;
not death as it shows
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in shroud and coffin, but in the guise it wears when life has

just departed
;
when a young and gentle spirit has, but an

instant, fled to Heaven : and the gross air of the world has

not had time to breathe upon the changing dust it hallowed.

‘‘Not now,” said the Jew, turning softly away, “To-
morrow. To-morrow.”
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CHAPTER XX.

WHEREIN OLIVER IS DELIVERED OVER TO MR. WILLIAM SIKES.

When Oliver awoke in the morning, he was a good deal

surprised to find that a new pair of shoes, with strong thick

soles, had been placed at his bedside
;
and that his old ones

had been removed. At first, he was pleased with the dis-

covery : hoping that it might be the forerunner of his release

;

but such thoughts were quickly dispelled, on his sitting down
to breakfast along with the Jew, who told him, in a tone and

manner which increased his alarm, that he was to be taken to

the residence of Bill Sikes that night.

To—to—stop there, sir ? asked Oliver, anxiously.

'*No, no, my dear. Not to stop there,” replied the Jew.

“We shouldn’t like to lose you. Don’t be afi’aid, Oliver, you

si aU come back to us again. Ha ! ha ! ha ! We won’t be
so cruel as to send you away, my dear. Oh no, no !

”

The old man, who was stboping over the fire toasting a

piece of bread, looked round as he bantered Oliver thus
;
and

chuckled, as if to show that he knew he would still be very

glad to get away if he could.

“I suppose,” said the Jew, “fixing his eyes on Oliver,

“ you want to know what you ’re going to Bill’s for—eh, my
dear ?

”

Oliver coloured, involimtarily, to find that the old thief had
been reading his thoughts

j
but boldly said, Yes, he did want

to know.
“ Why, do you think ? ” inquired Fagin, parrying the

question.

“ Indeed I don’t know, sir,” replied Oliver.

“Bah!” said the Jew, turning away with a disappointed

coimtenance from a close perusal of the boy’s face, “Wait till

Bill tells you, then.”
The Jew seemed much vexed by Oliver’s not expressing

greater curiosity on the subject; but the truth is, that^
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although he felt very anxious, he was too much contused by

the earnest cunning of Fagin’s looks, and his own speculations,

to make any further inquiries just then. He had no other

opportunity; for, the Jew remained very surly and silent till

night : when he prepared to go abroad.

“You may burn a candle,” said the Jew, putting one upon

the table. “ And here 's a book for you to read, till they

come to fetch you. Good night !

”

“ Good night! ” replied Oliver, softly.

The Jew walked to the door: looking over his shoulder at

the boy as he went. Suddenly stopping, he called him by his

name.

Oliver looked up
;
the Jew, pointing to the candle, motioned

him to light it. He did so
;
and, as he placed the candlestick

upon the table, saw that the Jew was gazing fixedly af him,

with lowering and contracted brows, from the dark end of the

room.
“ Take heed, Oliver! take hoed!” said the old man, shaking

his right hand before him in a warning mtinner. “He’s a

rough man, and ihinks nothing of blood when his own is up.

Whatever falls out, say nothing; and do what he bids you.

Mind !
” Placing a strong emphasis on the last word, he

suffered his features gradually to resolve themselves into a

ghastly grin
;
and, nodding his head, left the room.

Oliver leaned his head upon his hand when the old man
disappeared; and pondered, with a trembling heart, on the

words he had just heard. The more he thought of the Jew’s

admonition, the more he was at a loss to divine its real

purpose and meaning. He could think of no bad object to be

attained by sending him to Sikes : which would not be equally

well answered by his remaining with Fagin
;

and after

meditating for a hmg time, concluded that he had been

selected to perfoi’m some ordinary menial offices for the house-

breaker, until anotlior boy, better suited for his purpose, could

be engaged. He was too well accustomed to sTiffering, and

had suffered too much where he was, to bewail the prospect of

change very severely. He remained^ lost in thought for some
minutes

;
and then, with a heavy sigh, snuffed the candler

and taking up the book which the Jew had left with him,

began to read.

He turned over the leaves. Carelessly at first
;
but, lighting

on a passage which attracted his attention, he soon became
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intent upon the volume. It was a history of the lives and

trials of great criminals; and tlie pages were soiled and

thumbed with use. Here, ho read of dreadful crimes that

made the blood run cold; of secret murders that had been

committed by the lonely wayside : and bodies hidden from the

eye of man in deep pits and wells : which would not keep them
down, deep as they were, but had yielded them up at last,

after many years, and so maddened the murderers with the

sight, that in their horror they had confessed their guilt, and

yelled for the gibbet to end their agony. Here, too, he read

of men who, lying in their beds at dead of night, had been

tempted (as they said) and led on, by their own bad thoughts,

to such dreadful bloodshed as it made the flesh creep, and the

limbs quail, to think of. The terrible descriptions were so

real and vivid, that the sallow pages seemed to turn red with

gore
;
and the words upon them, to be soimded in his ears, as

if they were whispered, in hollow murmurs, by the spirits of

the dead.

In a paroxysm of fear, the boy closed the book, and thrust

it from him. Then, falling upon his knees, he prayed Heaven
to spare him from such deeds

;
and rather to will that he

should die at once, than be reserved for crimes so fearflil and

appalling. By degrees, ho grew more calm; and besought,

in a low and broken voice, that he might be rescued from his

present dangers
;
and that if any aid were to be raised up for

a poor outcast boy, who had never known tlie love of friends

or kindred, it might come to him now : when, desolate and

deserted, he stood alone in the midst of wickedness and guilt.

He had concluded his prayer, but still remained with his

head buried in his hands, when a rustling noise aroused

him.

What ^8 that ! he cried, starting up, and catching sight

of a figure standing by the door. Who 's there ?
"

“ Me. Only me,^’ replied a tremulous voice.

Oliver raised the candle above his head : and looked towards
the door. It was Nancy.

“Put down the light, said the girl, turning away her
head. It hurts my eyes.''

Oliver saw that she was very pale
;
and gently inquired if

she were ill. The girl threw herself into a chair, with her
back towards him : and wrung her hands

;
but made no

reply.
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** God forgive me ! she cried after a while, I nevei

thought of this/’

** Has anything happened?” asked Oliver. “Can I help

yoU ? I will if I can. I will, indeed.”

She rocked herself to and fro
;

caught her throat
;

and^

uttering a gurgling sound, struggled and gasped for breath.

“ Nancy !
” cried Oliver, “ What is it ?

”

Tlie girl boat her hands upon her knees, and her feet upon
the ground; and, suddenly stopping, drew her shawl close

round her : and shivered with cold.

Oliver stirred the fire. Drawing her chair close to it, she

sat there, for a little time, without speaking
;
but at length she

raised her head, and looked round.
“ I don’t know what comes over me sometimes,” said she,

affecting to busy herself in arranging her dress; “it’s this

damp, dirty room, I think. Now, Nolly, dear, are you

ready ?”

“ Am I to go with you ? ” asked Oliver.

“ Yes
;

I have come from Bill,” replied the girl. “You
are to go with me.”

“ W^at for?” said Oliver, recoiling.

“ What for !
” echoed the girl, raising her eyes, and averting

them again, the moment they encountered the boy’s face.

“ Oh ! for no harm.”
“ I don’t believe it,” said Oliver : who had watched her

closely.

“ Have it your o\\ti way,” rejoined the girl, affecting to

laugh. “ For no good, then.”

Oliver could see that he had some power over the girl’s

better feelings
;
and, for an instant, thought of appealing to

her compassion for his helpless state. But, then, the thought

darted across his mind that it was barely eleven o’clock
;
and

that many people were still in the streets : of whom surely

some might be found to give credence to his tale. As the

reflection occurred to him, he stepped forward ; and said,

somewhat hastily, that he was ready.

Neither his brief consideration, nor its pui’port, was lost on
his companion. She eyed him narrowly, while he spoke

;
and

cast upon him a look of intelligence which sufficiently showed
that she guessed what had been passing in his thoughts.

“ Hush !
” said the girl, stooping over him, and pointing to

the door as she looked cautiously round. “You can’t help
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yourself. I have tried hard for yOn, but all to no purpose.

You are hedged round and round
;
and if ever you are to get

loose from here, this is not the time.**

Struck by tlie energy of her manner, Oliver looked up in

her face with great surprise. She seemed to speak the truth

;

her countenance was wliite and agitated
;
and she trembled

with very earnestness.

I have saved you from being ill-used once : and T will

again: and 1 do now,*’ continued the girl aloud; ‘for those

who would have fetched you, if I had not, would have been

far more rough than me. I have promised for your being

quiet and silent : if you are not, you will only do harm to

yourself and me too : and perhaps be my death. See here I

I have borne all this for you already, as true as God sees me
show it.”

She pointed, hastily, to some livid bruises on her neck and
arms

;
and continued, with great rapidity.

‘‘ llemember this ! And don’t let me suffer more for you,

just now. If I could help you, I would
;
but I have not the

power. They don’t mean to harm you; and whatever they

laake you do, is no fault of yours. Husli ! every word from

you is a blow for me. Give me j^our hand. Make haste ’

Y.jur hand !

”

She caught the hand which Oliver instinctively placed in

liers
;
and, blowing out the light, drew him after her up the

stairs. The door was opened, quickly, by some one shrouded

in the darkness
;
and was as quickly closed, when they had

passed out. A hackney-cabriolet was in waiting; with the

same vehemence which she had exhibited in addressing Oliver,

the girl pulled him in with her
;
and drew the ciutains close.

The driver wanted no directions, but lashed his horse into full

speed, without the delay of an instant.

The girl stiU held Oliver fast by the hand
;
and continued

to pour into his ear, the warnings and assurances she had
already imparted. All wns so quick and hurried, that he had
scarcely time to recollect w^here he wns, or how he came there,

when the carriage stopped at the house to which the Jew’s
steps had been directed, on the previous evening.

For one brief moment, Oliver cast a hurried glance along
the empty street

; and a cry for help hung upon his lips.

But the girl’s voice was in his ear : beseeching him in such
Kmes of agony to remember her : that he had not the heart to
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utter it. While he hesitated, the opportunity was gone
;

for

he was already in the house
;
and the door was shut.

'‘This way/* said the girl, releasing her hold for the first

time. “ Bill !

**

“ Hallo !

*’ replied Sikes : appearing at the head of the stairs,

with a candle. “ Oh ! that *8 the time of day. Come on !

’*

This was a very strong expression of approbation : an un-

commonly hearty welcome: from a person of Mr. Sikes’s

temperament. Nancy, appearing much gratified thereby,

saluted him cordially.

" Bullseye ’s gone home with Tom,” observed Sikes, as he

lighted them up. “ He ’d liave been in the way.”
“ That ’s right,” rejoined Nancy.
“ So you ’ve got the Idd,” said Sikes, when they iiad all

reached the room : closing the door as he spoke,

“ Yes, here he is,” replied Nancy.
“ Did he come cpiiet?” impiired Sikes.

“ Like a lamb,” rejoined Nancy.
“ I ’m glad to hear it,” said Sikes, looking grimly at Oliver

,

“ for the sake of his young carcase : as would otherways have

suffered for it. Come here, 3"oung un
;
and let me read you a

lectur’, which is as well got over at once.”

Thus addressing his new pupil, Mr. Sikes pulled off Oliver’s

cap and threw it into a corner
;
and then, taking him by the

shoulder, sat himself down by the table, and stood the boy in

front of him.

“Now, first: do you know wot this is?” inquired Sikes,

taking up a pocket-pistol wliich lay on the table.

Oliver replied in the affirmative.

“ Well then, look here,” continued Sikes. “ Tliis is powder

;

that ’ere’ 8 a bidlet; and this is a little bit of a old hat for

waddin’.”

Oliver murmured his comprehension of the different bodies

r(derred 1o; and Mr. Sikes proceeded to load the pistol, with
great nicety and deliberation.

“Now it ’s loaded,” said Mr. Sikes, when he had finished.
“ Yes, I see it is, sir,” replied Oliver.

“Well,” said the robber, grasping Oliver’s wrist tightly:

and putting the barrel so close to his temple that they
touched

;
at which moment the boy could not repress a start

;

“ if you speak a word when you ’re out o’ doors with me,
accept when I speak to you, that loading will be in your head
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without notice. So, if you do make up your mind to speak

without leave, say your prayers first.’*

Having bestowed a scowl upon the object of this warning,

to increase its ofiect, Mr. Sikes continued.

As near as I know, there isn’t anybody as would be asking

very partickler arter you, if you was disposed of; so I needn’t

take this devil-and-all of trouble to explain matters to you, if

it wam’t for your own good. D’ ye hear mo ?
”

The short and the long of what you mean,” said Nancy :

speaking very empliatically : and slightly frowning at Oliver

as if to bespeak his serious attention to her words, ^^is, that if

you ’re crossed by him in this job you have on hand, you ’ll

prevent his ever telling tales afterwards by shooting him
through the head

;
and will take your chance of swinging for

it, as you do foi a great many other things in the way of

business, every month of your life.”

That ’s it!” observed Mr. Sikes, approvingly; women
can always put things in fewest words. Except when it ’s

blowing np
;
and then they lengthens it out. And now that

he ’s thoroughly up to it, let ’s have some supper, and get a

snooze before starting.”

In pursuance of this request, Nancy quickly laid the cloth
;

am’’, disappearing for a few minutes, presently returned with
a i^ot of porter and a dish of sheep’s heads : wliich gave
occasion to several pleasant witticisms on the })art of Mr.
Sikes: founded upon the singidar coincidence of ‘^jemmies

being a cant name, common to them : and also to an ingenious

implement much used in his profession. Indeed, the wortliy

gentleman, stimulated perhaps by the immediate prospect of

being in active service, was in great spirits and good humour
;

in proof whereof, it may be here remarked, that he humorously
drank all the beer at a draught; and did not utter, on a

I’ough calculation, more than four-score oaths during the

whole progress of tlie 'meal.

Supper being ended—it may be easily conceived that

Oliver had no great appetite for it—Mr. Sikes disposed of a
couple of glasses of spirits and water : and threw himself
upon the bed

;
ordering Nancy, with many imprecations in

case of failure, to call him at five precisely. Oliver stretched

himself in his clothes, by command of the same authority, on
a mattress upon the floor

;
and the girl mending the fire, sat

before it, in readiness to rouse them at the appointed time.
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For a long time Oliver lay awake ,* thinking it not impos-

sible that Nancy might seek that opportunity of whispering

some further advice
;
but the girl sat brooding over the fire,

without moving, save now and then to trim the light. Weary
with watching and anxiety, he at length fell asleep.

When he awoko, the table was covered with tea things;

and Sikes was thrusting various ai-ticles into the pockets of his

great-coat, which hung over the back of a chair : while Nancy
was busily engaged in preparing breakfast. It was not yet

daylight
;
for the candle was still burning

;
and it was quite

dark outside. A sharp rain, too, was beating against the

window-panes
;
and the sky looked black and cloudy.

^^Now, then!” growled Sikes, as Oliver started up; “half-

past five ! Look sharp, or you ’ll get no breakfast
;
for it.’s

late as it is.”

Oliver was not long in making his toilet
;

and, having

taken some breakfast, replied to a surly inquiry from Sikes bv
saying that he was quite ready.

Nancy, scarcely looking at the boy, tlirew him a hand-

kerchief to tie round his throat
;
and Sikes gave him a large

rough cape to button over his shoulders. Thus attired, he
gave his hand to the robber, who, merely pausing to show
him, with a menacing gesture, that ho had the pistol in a side

pocket of his great -coat, clasped it firmly in his , and,

exchanging a farewell with Nancy, led liim away.
Oliver turned, for an instant, when they reached the door

;

in the hope of meeting a look from the girl. But she had
resumed her old seat in front of the fire ; and sat, perfectly

motionless, before it.
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CHAPTER XXL

THE EXPEDITION.

It was a cheerless morning when they got into the street

,

blowing and raining hard
;
and the clouds looking dull and

stormy. The night had been very wet; for large pools of

water had collected in the road : and the kennels were over-

flowing. There was a faint glimmering of the coming day in

the sky
;
but it rather aggravated than relieved the gloom of

the scene : the sombre light only serving to pale that, which
the street lamps afforded : without shedding any wanner or

brighter tints upon the wet housetops, and dreary streets.

There appeared to be nobody stirring in that quarter of the

town
;
for the windows of the houses were all closely shut

:

and the streets through which they passed, were noiseless

ard empty.

By the time they had turned into the Bethnal Green-road,

the day had fairly begun to break. Many of the lamps were
already extinguished; a few country waggons were slowly

toiling on, towards London
;
and now and then, a stagecoach,

covered with mud, rattled briskly by : the driver bestowing,

as he passed, an admonitory lash upon the heavy waggoner
who, by keeping on the wrong side of the road, had
endangered his arriving at the office, a quarter of a minute
after his time. The public-houses, with gaslights burning
inside, were already open. By degrees other shops began to

be unclosed
;

and a few scattered people were met with.

Then, came straggling groups of labourers going to their

work; then, men and women with fish-baskets on their heads;

donkey-carts laden with vegetables
;

chaise-carts filled with

live-stock or whole carcasses of meat
;
milkwomen with pails

;

and an unbroken concourse of people, trudging out with

various supplies to the eastern suburbs of the town. As they

anproached the City, the noise and traffic gradually increased

;

iind when they threaded the streets between Shoreditch and
o.r. G
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Smithfield, it liad swelled into a roar of sound and bustle. It

was as light as it was likely to be, till night came on again
;

and the busy morning of half the London population had

begun.

Turning down Sun-stroet and Crown-street, and crossing

Finsbury-square, Mr. Sikes struck, by way of Chiswoll-street,

into Barbican
;
thence into Long-lane : and so into Smithfield;

from which latter place, arose a tumult of discordant sounds

that filled Oliver Twist with surprise and amazement.

it was market-morning. The ground was covered, nearly

ankle-deep, with filth and mire
;
and a thick steam, perpetu-

ally rising from the reeking bodies of the cattle, and iniugliiig

with the fog, which seemed to rest upon the chimney-tops, hung
heavily above. All the pens in the centre of the large area :

and as many temporary ones as could be crowded into the

vacant space : were filled wdth sliecp
;

tied np to posts by the

gutter side were long lines of beasts and oxen, three or four

deep. Countrymen, bntcliors, drovers, hawkers, boys, thieves,

idlers, and vagabonds of every low grade, were mingled

together in a dense mass; the whisiiiiig of drovers, the

barking of dogs, the bt'llowing and plunging of oxen, the

bleating of sheep the grunting /md squeaking of pigs
;
the

cries of hawkers, the shouts, oaths, and quarrelling on all

sides
;
the ringing of l)ells and ixair of voices, that issued from

every public -house
;
the crowding, pushing, driving, beating,

whooping, and yelling
;
the hideous and discordant din thjit

resounded f om every corner of the market
;
and the unwashed,

unshaven, squalid, and dirty figures constantly running to and

fro, and bursting in and out of the throng
;
rendered it a

sty lining and bewildering scene, which quite confounded the

senses.

Mr. Sikes, dragging Oliver after him, elbowed his way
through the tliickcst of the crowd; and bestowed veiy little

attention on the numerous sights and sounds which
astonished iJie hoy. He nodded, lwi('e or tlirice to a passing

friend
;
and, resisting as many invitations to take a morning

dram, pressed steadily onward, until they were clear of the

turmoil, and had made their way through Hosier-lane into

Holborn.

Now, young un I said Sikes, looking up at the clock of

St. Andrew’s church, ‘^hard upon seven! you must step out.

Come, don’t lag behind abeady, Lazy-legs

!
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Mr. Sikes accompanied this speech with a jerk at his little

companion’s wrist
j

Oliver, quickening his pace into a kind of

trot, between a fast walk and a run, kept up with the rapid

strides of the housebreaker as well as he could.

They' held their course at this rate, until they had passed

Hyde Park comer, and were on their Way to Kensington

:

when Sikes relaxed his pace, until an empty cart, which was
at some little distance behind, came up. Seeing “ Hounslow
written on it, he asked the driver with as much civility as he

could assume, if he would give them a lift as far as Isleworth.

Jump up,” said the man. Is that your boy ?
”

Yes
;
he ’s my boy,” replied Sikes, looking hard at Oliver,

and putting his hand abstractedly into the pocket where the

pistol was.

Your father walks rather too quick for you, don’t he,

my man ? ” inquired the driver : seeing that Oliver was out

of breath.

Not a bit of it,” replied Sikes, interposing. He ’s used

to it. Here, take hold of my hand, Ned. In with you !

”

Thus addressing Oliver, he helped him into the cart
;
and

the di'iver, pointing to a heap of sacks, told him to lie down
there, and rest himself.

As they passed the different milestones, Oliver wondered,

more and more, where his companion meant to take him.

Kensington, Hammersinith, Chiswick, Kew Bridge, Brentford,

were all passed
;
and yet they went on as steadily as if they

had only just begun their journey. At length, they came to

a public-house called the Coach and Horses : a little way
beyond wdiich, another road appeared to turn off. And here,

the cart stoj>ped.

Sikes dismounted Vith giUat precipitation : holding Oliver
by the hand all the while

;
and lifting him dovm directly,

bestowed a furious look upon him, and rapped the side pocket
with his fist, in a very significant manner.

Good-bye, boy,” said the man.
He ’s sulky,” replied Sikes, giving him a shake

;
he ’s

sulky. A young dog ! Don’t mind him.”

Not I !
” rejoined the other, getting into his cart. It ’s

a fine day, after aU.” And he drove away.
Sikes waited until he had fairly gone; and then, telling

Oliver he might look about him if he wanted, once again led
him onward on his journey.
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They tunied round to the left, a short way past the public

house
;
and then, taking a right-hand road, walked on for a

long time
:
passing many large gardens and gentlemen’s

houses on both sides of the way : and stopping for nothing

but a little beer* until they reached a town. Here against

the wall of a house, Oliver saw, written up in pretty large

letters,
** Hampton.” They lingered about, in the fields, for

some hours. At length, they came back into the town; and,

turning into an old public house with a defaced sign-board,

ordered some dinner by the kitchen fire.

The kitchen was an old, low-roofed room
;
with a great

beam across the middle of the ceiling : and benches, with

high backs to them, by the fire
;
on which were seated several

rough men in smock-frocks, drinking and smoking. They

took no notice of Oliver, and very little of Sikes
;
and, as

Sikes took very little notice of thorn, he and his young
comrade sat in a corner by themselves, without being much
troubled by their company.

They had some cold meat for dinner
;
and sat here so long

after it, while Mr. Slices indulged himself with thi’ee or four

pipes, that Oliver began to feel quite certain they were not

going any further. Being mu^^h tired with the walk, and
getting up so early, he dozed a little at first

;
and then, quite

overpowered by fatigue and the fumes of the tobacco, fell

asleep.

It was quiie dark when he was awakened by a push from
Sikes. Rousing himself sutKciently to sit up ' and look about

him, he fouii.! that Worthy in close fellowship and commu-
nication with a labouring man, over a pint of ale.

“ So, you ’re going on to Lower Halliford, are you ?
”

inquired Sikes.

“Yes, I am,” replied the man, who soeracKl a little the

worse: or better, as the case might be: for drinking; “and
not slow about it neither. My horse hasn’t got a load behind
him going back, as he had coming up in the mornin’

;
and

he won’t be long a-doing of it. Here ’s luck to him ! Ecod

!

he ’s a good un !

”

“ Could you give my boy and me a lift as far as there?”
demanded Sikes, pusliing the ale towards his new friend.

“ If you ’re going directly, I can,” replied the man, looking
out of the pot. “ Are you going to Halliford ?

”

“ Going on to Sheppertoii,” replied Sikes
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I ’m your man, as far as I go,” replied the other. ** Is

all paid, Becky ?
”

Yes, the other gentleman ’s paid,” replied the girl.

“ I say !
” said the man, with tipsy gravity

; that won’t

do, you know.”

^Vhy not ? ” rejoined Sikes. You ’re a-going to aecom-

modate us
;
and wot ’s to prevent my standing treat, for a pint

or so, in return ?
”

Tlie stranger reflected upon this argument, with a very

profound face
;
and having done so, seized Sikes by the hand

:

aud declared he was a real good fellow. To which Mr. Sikes

replied, he was joking
;

as, if he had been sober, there would
have been strong reason to suppose he was.

After the exchange of a few more compliments, they bade
the company good night, and went out

;
the girl gathering up

the pots and glasses as they did so : and lounging out to the

door, with her hands full, to see the party start.

The horse, whose health had been drunk in his absence,

was standing outside : ready harnessed to the cart. Oliver

and Sikes got in without any further ceremony
;
and the man

to whom lie belonged, having lingered for a minute or two
*‘to boar him up,” and to defy the hostler and the world to

prcduce his equal, moimted also. Then, the hostler was told

to give the horse his head
;
and, his head being given to him,

he made a very unpleasant use of it : tossing it into the air

with great disdain, and running into the parlour window’s

over the way
;

after performing these feats, and supporting

himself for a short time on his hind-legs, he started off at

great speed, and rattled out of the town right gallantly.

The night was very dark. A damp mist rose from the

river, and the marshy ground about
;
and spread itself* over

the dreary fields. It w'^as piercing cold, too
;

all w’as gloomy
and black. Not a word was spoken

j
for the driver had

grown sleepy
;
and Sikes was in no mood to lead him into

conversation. Oliver sat huddled together, in a comer of the

cart
; bewildered with alarm and apprehension

;
and figuring

strange objects in the gaunt trees, whose branches waved
grimly to and fro, as if in some fantastic joy at the desolation

of the scene.

As they passed Sunbury church, the clock stmck seven.

There was a light in the ferry-house window opposite : which
streamed across the road: and threw into more sombre
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shadow a dark yew-tree with graves beneath it. There was a

dull sound of falling water not far off
;
and the leaves of the

old tree stirred gently in the night wind. It seemed like

quiet music for the repose of the dead.

Sunbury was passed through
;
and they came again into

the lonely road. Two or tlu*ee miles more; and the cart

stopped. Sikes alighted; and, taking Oliver by the hand,

tliey once again walked on.

They turned into m) house at Shepperton, as the weary boy

had expected
;
but still kept walking on, in mud and dark-

ness, througli gloomy lanes and ov(3r cold open wastes, until

tiiey came ^vithin sight of the lights of a town at no gi’eat

distance. On looking intently forward, Oliver saw that the

water was just helow them : and that they were coming to the

foot of a bridge.

Sikes kept straight on, until they were close upon the

bridge
;
and then tinned suddenly down a bank upon the

left.

‘‘The water 1^’ thought Oliver, turning sick with fear.

“ Hi' has brought mo to this lonely place to murder me

!

He was about to tlnow himself on the ground, and make
one struggle for hLs young hfe, wdien lie saw tiiat the}" stood

before a solitary house ; all ruinous and decayed. There Avas a

window on each side of the dilapidated entrance
;
and one

story ahuv<3
;
but no light was visible. It was daik, dis-

mantled : and, to all appearance, uninhabited.

Sikes, w*ih Oliver’s hand still in his, softly approached the

low porch, and raised the latch. The door yielded to the

pressure
;
and they passed in together.
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CHAPTER XXIl.

THE BURGLARY.

** Hallo I
” cried a loud, hoarse voice, directly they had set

foot in the passage.

“ Don’t make such a row,” said Sikes, bolting the door.

Show a glim, Toby.”

Aha ! my pal,” cried the same voice
;

a glim, Barney,

a glim ! Show the gentleman in, Barney
;
and wake up first,

if convenient.”

The speaker appeared to throw a boot-jack, or some such

article, at the person he addressed, to rouse him from his

slumbers
;
for the noise of a wooden body, falling violently,

was heard
;
and then an indistinct muttering, as of a man

between asleep and aw'ake.

Do you hear ? ” cried the same voice. There ’s Bill

Sikes in the passage with nobody to do the civil to him
;
and

you sleeping there, as if you took laudanum with your meals,

and nothing stronger. Are you any fresher now, or do you
want the iron candlestick to wake you thoroughly ?

”

A pair of slipshod feet shuffled liastily across the bare floor

of the room, as tliis interrogatoiy was put
;
and there issued,

from a door on the right hand : first, a feeble candle : and
next, the form of the same individual who lias been heretofore

described as labouring under the infirmity of speaking through
ln*s nose, and officiating as waiter at the public-house on
Saffron HiU.

Bister Sikes !
” exclaimed Barney, with real or counterfeit

joy'; ‘*cub id, si^*; cub id.”

Here
1 you get on first,” said Sikes, putting Oliver in

front of him. Quicker ! or I shall tread upon your heels.”

Muttering a curse upon his tardiness, Sikes pushed Oliver
before him

;
and they entered a low dark room with a smoky

fire : two or three broken chairs, a table, and a very old
oouch : on which, with his legs much, higher than his head,
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a man was reposing at full length, smoking a long clay pipe.

He was dressed in a smartly-cut snuff-coloured coat, with

large brass buttons
;
an orange neckerchief

;
a coarse, staring,

shawl-pattern waistcoat
;

and drab breeches. Mr. Crackit

(for he it was) had no very great quantity of hair, either

upon his head or face
;
but what he had, was of a reddish

dye, and tortured into long corkscrew curls, through which
he occasionally thrust some very dirty fingers, ornamented
with large common rings. He was a trifle above the middle
size, and apparently rather weak in the legs

;
but this circum-

stance by no means detracted from his own admiration of his

top-boots, which he contemplated, in their elevated situation,

with lively satisfaction.

“ Bill, my boy !
” said this figure, turning his head towards

tlie door, I ’m glad to see you. I was almost afraid you’d
given it up : in which case I should have made a personal

wentur. Hallo !

”

Uttering this exclamation in a tone of great surprise, as his

eye rested on Oliver, Mr. Toby Crackit brought himself into

a sitting posture, and demanded who that was.

The boy. Only the boy !
” replied Sikes, drawing a chair

towards the fire.

Wild of Bister Fagid’s lads,” exclaimed Barney, with a
grin.

“ Fagin’s, eh !
” exclaimed Toby, looking at Oliver. ‘‘Wot

an inwalable boy that ’ll make, for the old ladies’ pockets in

chapels. His mug is a fortun’ to him.”
“There- there’s enough of that,” interposed Sikes, im-

j>atiently
;
and stooping over his recumbent friend, he whis-

pered a few words in his ear : at which Mr. Crackit laughed
immensely, and honoured Oliver with a long stare of astonish-
ment.

“ Now,” said Sikes, as he resumed his seat, “ if you *U give
us something to eat and drink while we ’re w^aiting, you ’ll

put some heart in us
;
or in me, at all events. Sit down by

the fire, younker, and rest yourself; for you ’ll have to go out
with us again to-night, though not very far off.”

Oliver looked at Sikes, in mute and timid wonder
;
and

drawing a stool to the fire, sat with his aching head upon his
hands : scarcely knowing where he was, or what was passing
around him.

“Here,” said Toby, as the young Jew placed some frag'-
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nients of food, and a bottle, upon the table, “ Success to the

crack !

** He rose to honour the tofist
;

and, carefully de-

positing his empty pipe in a corner, advanced to the table

:

filled a glass with spirits
;
and drank off its contents. Mr.

Sikes did the same.
** A drain for the boy,** said Toby, half-hlling a wine-glass.

Dora with it, innocence.**

Indeed,’* said Oliver, looking piteously up into the man’s

face
;

indeed I
”

Down with it !
” echoed Toby. Do you think I don’t

know what ’s good for you ? Tell him to drink it, Bill.”

** He had better !
” said Sikes, clapping his hand upon his

pocket. Burn my body, if he isn’t more trouble than a

whole family of Dodgers. Drink it, you perwerse imp
;

drink it !

”

Frightened by the menacing gestures of the two men, Oliver

hastily swallowed the contents of the glass, and immediately

fell into a violent fit of coughing : which delighted Toby
Orackit and Barney, and even drew a smile from the surly

Mr. Sikes.

This done, and Sikes having satisfied his appetite (Oliver

^ould eat nothing but a small crust of bread which they made
him swallow), the two men laid themselves down on chairs

fo] a short nap. Oliver retained his stool by the fire
;
and

Barney, wrapped in a blanket, stretched himself on the floor

:

close outside the fender.

They slept, or appeared to sleep, for some time; nobody
stirring but Barney, vdio rose once or twice to throw coals

upon the fire. Oliver fell into a heavy doze : imagining him-
self straying along through the gloomy lanes, or wandering
about the dark church-3mrd, or retracing some one or other of

the scenes of the past day : when he was roused by Toby
Crackit jumping up and declaring it was half-past one.

In an instant, the other two were on their legs
;
and all

were actively engaged in busy preparation. Sikes and liis

companion enveloped their necks and chins in large dark
shawls, and drew on their great-coats

;
while Barney, opening

a cupboard, brought forth several articles, which he hastily

crammed into the pockets.

Barkers for me, Barney,** said Toby Crackit.

Here they are,*' replied Barney, producing a pair of

pistols. ** You loaded them yourself.*’



170 OLIVER TWIST.

All right ! replied Toby, stowing them away. The
persuaders ?

”

“ I 've got ’em,” repHed Sikes.

Crape, keys, centre-bits, darkies—nothing forgotten ?
”

inquired Toby : fastening a small crowbar to a loop inside the

skirt of his coat.

AU right,” rejoined his companion. Bring them bits

of timber, Barney. That ’s the time of day.”

With these words, he took a thick stick from Barney’s

hands, who, having delivered another to Toby, busied himself

in fastening on Oliver’s cape.

Now then !
” said Sikes, holding out his hand.

Oliver : v ho was completely stupified by the unwonted
exercise, and the air, and the drink which had been forced

upon him
:
put his hand mechanically into that which Sikes

extended for the purpose.

Take his other hand, Toby,” said Sikes. ** Look out,

Barney.”

The man went to the door, and returned to announce that

all was quiet. The two robbers issued forth with Oliver

between them. Barney, having made all fast, rolled himselt

up as before, and was soon asleep again.

It was now intensely dark. The fog was much heavier

than it had been in the early part of the night
;
and the

atmosphere was so damp, that, although no rain fell, Oliver’s

hair and eyebrows, within a few minutes after leaving the

house, had become stiff with the lialf-frozen moisture that

was floating about. Tiiey crossed the bridge
;
and kept on

towards the lights which he had seen before. They were at

no great distance off; and, as they walked pretty briskly, they
soon arrived at Clicrtsey.

'‘Slap througli the town,” -whispered Sikes; ^‘there’ll be
nobody in the way, to-uigbi, to see us.”

Toby acquiesced
;
and they hurried through the main street

of the little town, which at that late hour was wholly deserted.
A dim light shone at intervals from some bed-room window;
and the hoarse harking of dogs occasionally broke the silence
of the night. But there was nobody abroad

;
and they had

cleared the to-wn, as the church-bell struck two.
Quickening their pace, they turned up a road upon the left

hand. After walking about a quarter of a mile, they stopped
before a detached house surrounded by a wall : to the top of
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which, Toby Crackit, scarcely pausing to tak? breath, climbed

in a twinkling.

Tlie boy next,’^ said Toby. Hoist him up
;

I ’ll catch

hold of him/*

Before Oliver had time to look round. Sikes had caught

him under the arms
;
and in three or four seconds he and

Toby were lying on the grass on the other side. Sikes fol-

lowed directly. And they stole cautiously towards the house.

And now, for the first time, Oliver, well nigh mad with

grief and terror, saw that housebreaking and robbery, if not

murder, were the objects of the expedition. lie clasped his

hands together, and involuntarily uttered a subdued exclama-

tion of horror. A mist came before his eyes
;
the cold sweat

stood upon his ashy face
;
his limbs failed him

;
and he sunk

upon his knees.
‘‘ Get up !

” murmirred Sikes, trembling wdth rage, and

drawing the pistol from his j^ocket. '' Get up, or I ’ll strew

3^0ur brains upon the grass.”

“Oh I for God’s sake let me go !
” cried Oliver; “let me

run away and die in the fields. I will never come near

J.ondon; never, never! Oh! pray have mercy on me, and
di. not make me steal. For the love of all the bright Angels
iLat rest in Heaven, have mercy upon me !

”

The man to whom this appeal was made, 8 \rore a dreadful

oath, and had cocked the pistol, when Toby, striking it from
his grasp, placed his hand upon the boy’s mouth, and dragged
]um to the house.

“Hush! ’’cried the man; “it won’t answer here. Say
another word, and I ’ll do your business mj'self with a crack
on the head. That makes no noise

;
and is quite as certain,

and more genteel. Here Bill, wrench the shutter open. He ’s

game enough now, I ’ll engage. I ’ve seen older hands of

his age took the same way, for a minute or two, on a cold

night.”

Sikes, invoking terrific imprecations upon Fagin’s head
for sending Oliver on such an errand, plied the crowbar
vigorously, but with little noise. After some delay, and
some assistance from Toby, the shutter to which he had
referred, swung open on its hinges.

It was a little lattice window, about five feet and a half
above the ground : at the back of the house : which belonged
to a scullery, or small brewing-place, at the end of the
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passage. The aperture was so small, that the inmates had
probably not thought it worth while to defend it more
securely

;
but it was large enough to admit a boy of Oliver’s

size, nevertheless. A very brief exercise of Mr. Sikes’s art,

sufficed to overcome the fastening of the lattice
;
and it soon

stood wide open also.

Now listen, you young limb,” whispered Sikes, drawing
a dark lantern from his pocket, and throwing the glare full

on Oliver’s face
;

“ I ’m a going to put you through there.

Take this light; go softly up the steps straight afore you;
and along the little hall to the street-door

;
unfasten it, and

let us in
”

There ’s a bolt at the top, you won’t be able to reach,”

interposed Toby. Stand upon one of the hall chairs. There
are three there, Bill, with a jolly large blue unicorn and a

gold pitchfork on ’em : which is the old lady’s arms.”
** Keep quiet, can’t you?” replied Sikes, with a tlireatening

look. ‘The room-door is open, is it?”
‘‘ Wide,” replied Toby, after peeping in to satisfy himself.

”The game of that, is, that they always leave it open wuth a

catch, so that the dog, w'ho ’s got a bed in hero, may walk up
and dowm the passage when he feels wakeful. Ha ! ha !

Barney ’ticed him away to-night. So neat !

”

Although Mr. Crackit spoke in a scarcely audible whisper,

and laughed without noise, Sikes imperiously commanded him
to be silent, and to get to work. Toby complied, by first pro-

ducing his lantern, and placing it on the ground
;
and then

by planting himself firmly with his head against the w’all

beneath the window, and his hands upon his knees, so as to

make a step of his back. This was no sooner done, than
Sikes, mounting upon him, put Oliver gently through the
window wdth his feet first

;
and, without leaving hold of his

collar, planted liim safely on the floor inside.

‘‘Take this lantern,” said Sikes, looking into the
“You see the stairs afore you?”

Oliver, more dead than alive, gasped out “ Yes.” Sikes
pointing to the street-door with the pistol-barrel, briefly
advised him to take notice that he was within shot aU the
way

;
and that if he faltered, he would flill dead that instant.

“ It ’s done in a minute,” said Sikes, in the same low
whisper. “ Directly I leave go of you, do your work.
Hark !

”
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•‘What’s that? ” whispered the other man.
They listened intently.

“ Nothing,” said Sikes, releasing his hold of Oliver.
** Now !

”

In the short time he had had to collect his senses, the boy

had firmly resolved that, whether he died in the attempt or

not, he would make one effort to dart up stairs from the hall,

and alarm the family. Filled with this idea, he advanced at

once, but stealthily.

“ Come back !
” suddenly criod Sikes aloud. “ Back :

back !

”

Scared by the sudden brealdng of the dead stillness of the

place, and by a loud ciy which followed it, Oliver let his

lantern fall and knew not whether to advance or fiy.

The cry was repeated—a light appeared—a vision of two
terrified haK-dressed men at tlie top of the stairs swam before

his eyes—a flash—a loud noise—a smoke—a crash some-

where, but where he knew not,—and he staggered back.

Sikes had disappeared for an instant
;
but he was up again,

and had him by the collar before the smoke had cleared away.
He fired his own pistol after the men, who were already

retreating
;
and dragged the boy up.

“ Clasp your arm tighter,” said Sikes, as he drew him
through the window. “ Give me a sliawl here. They ’ve hit

him. Qxiick ! Damnation, how the boy bleeds !

”

Then came the loud ringing of a bell : mingled with the

noise of fire-arms, and the shouts of men, and the sensation of

being carried over uneven ground at a rapid pace. And then,

the noises grew confused in the distance
;
and a cold deadly

feeling crept over the boy’s heart
;
and he saw or heaid no

more.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

VHlt’H CONTAINS THE SUBSTANCE OF A PLEASANT CONVEKSATION BE*

TWEEN MR. BUMBLE AND A LADY; AND SHOWS THAT EVEN A BEADLE

MAY BE BU8CFPTIBLE ON SOME POINTS.

The night was bitter cold. The snow lay on the ground,

frozen into a hard thick crust
;
so th^t only the heaps that had

drifted into by-ways and corners were affected by the sharp

wind that howled abroad : which, as if expending increased

fury on such prey as it found, caught it savagely up in clouds,

and, W’hirliiig it into a thousand misty eddies, scattered it in

air. Bleak, dark, and piercing cold, it was a night for the

well-housed and fed to di-aw round the bright fire and thank

God they were at liome; and for the homeless starving wretch

to lay him down and die. Many hunger-worn outcasts close

their eyes in our bare streets, at such times, wdio, let tlieir

crimes have been wliat they may, can hardly open them in a

more bitter world.

Such was the aspect of out-of-doors affairs, when Mrs.

Corney, the matron of the workhouse to which our readers

have been already introduced as tlm birthplace of Oliver Twist,

sat herself down ]>efore a cheerful fire in her own little room

;

and glanced, with no small degree of complacency, at a small

round table : on which stood a tray of corresponding size,

furnished with all necessary materials for the most gratefid

meal that matrons enjoy. In fact, Mrs. Corney was about to

solace herself with a cup of tea. As she glanced from tlie

table to the fire-place, where the smallest of aU possible kettles

was singing a small song in a small voice, her inward satis-

faction evidently increased,—so much so, indeed, that Mrs.
Corney smiled.

Well !
” said the matron, leaning her elbow on the table,

and looking reflectively at the fire
;

I ’m sure we have all on
us a groat deal to be grateful for ! A great deal, if we did
but know it. Ah !
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Mrs. Coraey shook her head mounifiilly, as if deploring the

mental blindness of those paupers who did not know it
;
and

thrusting a silver spoon (private property) into the inmost

recesses of a two-ounce tin tea-caddy, proceeded to make the

tea.

How slight a thing wiU disturb the equanimity ol our frail

minds ! The black teapot, being very small and easily filled,

ran over while Mrs. Corney was ‘moralising
;
and the water

slightly scalded Mrs. Corney’s hand.

Drat the pot! ” said the wortiiy matron, setting it down
very hastily on the hob'; “ a little stupid thing, that only

holds a couple of cups ! What use is it of, to anybody

!

Ihxcept,” said Mrs. Corney, pausing, “ except to a poor desolate

creature like me. Oh dear !

”

With these words the matron dropped into her chair
;
and,

once more resting her elbow on the table, tliolight of her

solitary fate. The small teapot and the single cup, liad

awakened in her mind sad recollections of Mr. Corney (who

had not been dead more than five-and twenty years)
;
and she

was overpowered.

I shall never get another !
” said Mrs. Corney, pettishly

;

I shall never get another—like him.”

Whether this remark boro reference to tlie husband, or the

teapot, is uncertain. It might have been the latter
;

for ]\Irs.

Corney looked at it as slie spoke : and tooli: it up afterwards.

She had just tasted her first cup, when she was disturbed by a

soft tap at the room-door.

“Oh, come in with you!” said Mrs. Corney, sharply.

“ Some of the old women dying, I supjiose. 'Jdiey always die

when, I ’in at meals. Don’t stand there, letting the cold air

in, don’t. What ’s amiss now, eh ?
”

“ Nothing, ma’am, notiling,” replied a man’s voice.

“ Dear me !
” exclaimed the matron, in a much sweeter

tone, “ is that Mr. Bumble ?
”

“ At your service, ma’am,” said Mr. Bumble, who had been

stopping outside to rub his shoes clean, and to shalce the snow
ofip his coat

;
and who now made his appearance, bearing the

cocked hat in one hand and a bundle in the other. “ Shall I

shut the door, ma’am ?
”

The lady modestly hesitated to reply, lest there should be
any impropriety in holding an interview with Mr. Bumble,
with closed doors. Mr. Bumble taking advantage of the
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hesitation, and being very cold himself, shut it without farther

permission.
“ Hard weather, Mr. Bumble,” said the matron.

Hard, indeed, ma’am,” replied the beadle. Anti-poro-

chial weather this, ma’am. We have given away, Mrs. Comey,

we have given away a matter of twenty quartern loaves and a

cheese and a half, this very blessed afternoon
;
and yet them

paupers are not contented.’*

‘‘Of course not. When would they be, Mr. Bumble?”
said the matron, sipping her tea.

“ When, indeed, ma’am !
” rejoined Mr. Bumble. “ Why,

here ’s one man that, in consideration of his wife and large

family, has a quartern loaf and a good pound of cheese, fjll

weight. Is he grateful, ma’am, is he grateful ? Not a copper

farthing’s worth of it ! What does he do, ma’am, but ask for

a few coals
;

if it ’s only a pocket handkerchief full, he says !

Coals ! What woiild he do wdth coals ? Toast his cheese

with ’em, and then comeback for more. That ’s the way with

these people, ma’am; give ’em a apron full of coals to-day,

and they ’ll come back for another, the day after to-morrow,

as brazen as alabaster.”

The matron expressed her entire concurrence in this intelli-

gible simile
;
and the beadle went on.

“ I never,” said Mr. Bumble, “ see anything like the pitch

it ’s got to. The day afore yesterday, a man—you have been

a married woman, ma’am, and I may mention it to you—

a

man, with harflly a rag upon his back (here Mrs. Coriiey

looked at the floor), goes to our overseer’s door when he has

got company coming to dinner
;
and says, he must be relieved,

Mrs. Corney. As he wouldn’t go away, and shocked the

company very much, our overseer sent him out a pound of

potatoes and half a pint of oatmeal. ‘ My heart !
’ says the

ungrateful villain, ‘ what ’s the use of this to me ? You might
as well give me a pair of iron specrtacles !

’
‘ Very good,’ says,

our overseer, taking ’em away again, ‘ you won’t get any-

thing else here.’ ‘ Then I ’ll die in the streets !
’ says the

vagrant. ‘ Oh no, you won’t,’ says our overseer.”

“Ha! ha! That was very good ! So like Mr. Grannett,

wasn’t it ? ” interposed the matron. “Well, Mr. Bumble ?
”

“ Well, ma’am,” rejoined the beadle, “ he went away
;
and^

hQ did die in the streets. There ’s a obstinate pauper for you!

”

“It beats anytliing I could have believed,” observed the
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matron emphatically. But don’t you think out-of-door

relief a very bad thing, any way, Mr. Bumble ? You ’re a

gentleman of experience, and ought to know. Come.”
“ Mrs. Corney,” said the beadle, smiling as men smile who

are conscious of superior information, out-of-door relief,

properly managed
:
properly managed, ma’am : is the poro-

chial safeguard. The great principle of out-of-door relief, is,

to give the paupers exactly what ^ey' don’t want ; and then

they get tired of coming.”

Dear me!” exclaimed Mrs. Corney. *^Well, that is a

good one, too !

”

Yes. Betwixt you and me, ma’am,” returned Mr. Bum-
ble, that ’s the great principle

;
and that ’s the reason why,

if you look at any cases tliat get into them owdacious news-

papers, you ’ll alwa3^s observe that sick families have been

relieved with slices of cheese. Tliat ’s the rule now, Mrs.

Corney, all over the country. But, however,” said the beadle,

stooping to unpack his bundle, these are official secrets,

ma’am; not to be spoken of: except, as I may say, among
the porochial officers, such as ourselves. This is the port

wine, ma’am, that the board ordered for the infirmary
;

real,

fresh, genuine port wine
;
only out of the cask this forenoon

;

clear as a bell
;
and no sediment !

”

Having held the first bottle iij) to the light, and shaken it

well to test its excellence, Mr. Bumble jdacod them both on

tlie top of a chest of drawers
;
folded the handkerchief in

which they had been wrapi)ed
;
put it carefully in his pocket

;

and took up his hat, as if to go.

“ You ’ll have a very cold wallc, Mr. Bumble,” said the

matron.

It blows, ma’am,” replied Mr. Bumble, turning up his

coat-collar, enough to cut one’s ears off.”

The matron looked, from the little kettle, to the beadle,

who was moving towards the door
;
and as the beadle coughed,

preparatory to bidding her good night, bashfully inquired

whether—whether he wouldn’t take a cup of tea ?

Mr. Bumble instantaneously turned back his collar again
;

laid his hat and stick upon a chair : and drew another chair

up to the table. As be slowly seated himself, he looked at

the lady. She fixed her eyes upon the little teapot. Mr.
Bumble coughed again, and slightly smiled.

Mrs. Corney rose to get another cup and saucer from the
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closftt. As she sat down, her eyes once again encountered

those of the gallant beadle
;
she coloured, and applied herself

to the task of making his tea. Again Mr. Bumble coughed,

—

louder this time than he had coughed yet.

Sweet? Mr. Bumble,” inquired the matron, taking up the

sugar-basin.

Very sweet, indeed, ma’am,” replied Mr. Bumble, He
fixed liis eyes on Mrs, Corney as he said this

;
and if ever a

beadle looked tender, i\Ir. Bumble was that beadle at that

moment.
Tlie tea was made, and handed in silence. Mr. Bumble,

having spread a handlcerchief over his knees to prevent the

crumbs from sullying the splendour of his shorts, began to eat

and drink
;
varying these amusements, occasionally, by fetching

a deep sigh
;
which, however, had no injurious effect upon his

appetite, but, on the contrary, ratJier seemed to facilitate his

ox)oraliens in the tea and toast dox)a.rtment.

‘‘You have a cat, ma’am, I see,” said Mr. Bumble,

glancing at one, who, in tlie centre of her family, was basking

before the fire
;

“ and kittens too, I declare !

”

“ I am so fond of them, ^Mr. Bumble, you can’t think,”

replied the matron. “ Tliey are so happy, so frolicsome, and

so cheerful, that they are quite comx>anions for me.”

“Very nice animals, ma’am,” replied Mr. Bumble, approv-

ingly
;
“so very domestic.”

“Oil, yes!” rejoined the matron with enthusiasm; “so
fond of their home, too, that it’s quite a pleasure, I ’m sure.”

“ Mrs. Corney, ma’am,” said Mr. Bumble, slowly, and
marking the time with his teaspoon, “ I mean to say this,

ma’am
;
that any cat, or kitten, that could live wdth you,

ma’am, and not be fond of its home, must be a ass, ma’am.”
“ Oh, Mr. Bumble !

” remonstrated Mrs. Corney.
“ It ’b of no use disguising facts, ma’am,” said Mr. Bumble,

slowly flourishing the teaspoon with a kind of amorous dignity

which made him doubly impressive
;

“I would drown it

myself, with pleasure.”

“Then you ’re a cruel man,” said the matron vivaciously,

as she held out her hand for the beadle’s cup
;
“ and a very

hard hearted man besides.”
“ Hard-hearted, ma’am,” said Mr. Bumble, “hard !

” Mr.
Bumble resigned his cup without another word

;
squeezed Mrs.

Corney’8 little finger as she took it
;
and inflicting two open
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lianded slaps upon his laced waistcoat, gave a mighty sigh,

and hitched his chair a very little .morsel farther from the fire.

. It was a round table
;
and as Mrs. Corney and Mr. Bumble

had been sitting opposite each other : with no great space

bet^^^een them, and fronting the fire : it will be seen that Mr.

Bumble, in receding from the fiire, and still keeping at the

table, increased the distance between himself and Mrs. Comey

;

which proceeding, some prudent i\?ader8 will doubtless be

disposed to admire, and to consider an act of great heroism

on Mr. Bumble’s part : he being in some sort tempted by
time, place, and opportunity, to give utterance to certain soft

iKjthings, which however well they may become the lips of the

light and thoughtless, do seem immeasurably beneath the

dignity of judges of the land, members of parliament,

ministers of state, lord mayors, and other great public

functionaries, but more particularly beneath the stateliness

and gi'avity of a beadle : who (as is well known) should be

the sternest and most inflexible among them all.

Whatever were Mr. Bumblers intentions, however : and no

doubt they were of the best : it unfortunately happened as

has been twice before remarked, that the table was a round

one
;
consequently Mr. Bumble, moving his chair by little and

little, soon began to diminish the distance between himself

and the matron; and, continuing to travel round the outer

edge of the circle, brought Ids chair, in time, close to that in

wluch the matron was seated. Indeed, the two chairs touched

;

and when they did so, Mr. Bumble stopped.

Now, if the matron had moved her chair to the right, she

would have been scorched by the fire ; and ii* to the left, she

must have fallen into Mr. Bumble’s arms
;
so (being a discreet

matron, and no doubt forseeing these consequences at a glance)

•slie remained where she was, and handed Mr. Bumble another

cup of tea.

“Hard-hearted, Mrs. Corney?’’ said Mr. Bumble, stirring

his tea, and looking up into the matron’s face
;
“ are you

hard-hearted, Mrs. Comey?”
Dear me !

” exclaimed the matron, “ what a very curious

question from a single man. What can "you want to know
for, Mr. Bumble?”

The beadle drank his tea to the last drop
;
finished a piece

of toast
;
whisked the crumbs off his knees

;
wiped his lips

'

and deliberately kissed the matron.
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Mr. Bumble,” cried that discreet lady in a whisper
;

for

the fright was so great, that she had quite lost her voice,

Mr. Bumble, I shall scream Mr. Bumble made no reply

;

but in a slow and dignified manner, put his arm round the

matron’s waist.

As the lady had stated her mtention of screaming, of course

she would have screamed at this additional boldness, but that

the exertion was rendered unnecessary by a hasty knocking at

the door : which was no sooner heard, than Mr. Bumble
darted, with much agility, to the wine bottles, and began

dusting them with great violence
;
while the ijiatron sharply

demanded who was there. It is worthy of remark, as a

curious physical instance of the efficacy of a sudden surprise

in counteracting the effects of extreme fear, that her voice had

quite recovered all its officidl asperity.

“ If you please, mistress,” said a withered old female

pauper, hideously ugly
:
putting her head in at the door,

“ Old Sally is a-going fast.”

Well, what ’s that to me?” angrily demanded the matron.

I can’t keep her alive, can I ?
”

No, no, mistress,” replied the old woman, nobody can

;

she ’s far beyond the reach of help. I ’ve seen a many people

die
;

little babes and great strong men
;
and I know when

death ’s a-coming, well enough. But she ’s troubled in her

mind : and when the fits are not on her,—and that ’s not

often, for she is dying very hard,—.she says she has got some-

thing to teU, which you must hear. She ’ll never die quiet

till you come, mistress.”

At this intelligence, the worthy Mrs. Comey muttered a

variety of invectives against old women who couldn’t even die

without purpostdy annoying their betters
;

and, muffling

herself in a thick shawl which she hastily caught up, briefly

requested Mi\ Bumble to stay till she came back, lest any-

thing particular should occur
;

and, bidding the messenger
walk fast, and not be all night hobbling np the stairs, fol-

lowed her from tho room with a very ill grace : scolding all

the way.

Mr. Bumble’s conduct on being left to himself, was rather

inexplicable. He opened tlie closet, counted the tea-spoons,

weighed the sugar-tongs, closely inspected a silver milk-pot to

ascertain that it was of the genuine metal
;

and, having
satisfied his curiosity on these points, put on his cocked-hat
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cornf^r-wise, and danced with much gravity four distinct times

round the table. Having gone through this very extra-

ordinary performance, he took off the cocked-hat again
;
and,

spreading himself before the fire with his back towards it,

seemed to be mentally engaged in taking an exact inventory

of the furniture.
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CHAPTEK XXIV.

TREATS OP A VERY POOR SUBJECT. BUT IS A SHORT ONE; AND MAY BE

POUND OF IMPORTANCE IN THIS HISTORY.

It was no untit messenger of death, that had disturbed the

quiet of the matron’s room. Her body utis bout by age
;
her

limbs trembled with palsy; and lier face, distorted into a

inunibling leer, resembled more the grotesque shaping of some

wild pencil, than the work of Nature’s hand.

Alas ! how few of Nature’s faces are loft to gladden us

with their beauty ! The cares, and sorrows, and hungerings,

of the world, change them as they ehaiigo hearts
;
and it is

f»nly when those passions sleep, and have lost their hold for

o\'er, that the troubled clouds pass oil', and leave Heaven’s

surface clear. It is a common thing for the countenances of

the dead, even in tliat fixed and rigid state, to subside into the

long-forgoctcn expression of sleeping iiifiincy, and settle into

the very look of c^arly life
;

so calm, so peaceful do they grow
again, that those who knew them in their happy childliood,

kneel by the coffin’s side in awe, and see the Angel even

upon earth.

The old crone tottered along the passages, and up the stairs,

muttering some indistinct answers to the chidings of her

companion
;

and being at length compelled to pause for

breath, gave tlie light into her hand, and remained behind to

follow as she might : while the more nimble superior made
her way to the room wfiere the sick woman lay.

It was a bare garret-room, with a dim light burning at the

farther end. There was another old woman watching by tlie

bed
; and the parish apothecary’s apprentice was standing by

the fire, making a toothpick out of a quill.

Cold night, Mrs. Comey,” said this young gentleman, as
the matron entered.

‘^Very cold indeed, sir,” replied the mistress in her most
dvil touQs, and dropping a curtsey as she spoke.
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''You should get better coals out of your contractors/^ said

the apothecary's deputy, breaking a lump on the top of the

fire with the rusty poker; "these are not at all the sort of

thing for a cold night."

" They 're the board's choosing, sir," returned the matron.
" The least they could do, would be to keep us pretty warm :

for our places are hard enough."

The conversation was here interrupted by a moan from the

sick woman.
" Oh ! " said the young man, turning his face towards the

bed, as if he had previously quite forgotten the patient, " it s

all U. P. there, Mrs. Comey."
" It is, is it, sir ? " asked the matron.
" If she lasts a couple of hours, I shall be surprised," said

the apothecary's apprentice, intent upon the toothpick’s point.

" It 's a break-up of the system altogether. Is she dozing,

old lady?"
The attendant stooped over the bed, to ascertain; and

nodded in the afiirmative.

"Then perhaps she’ll go off in that way, if you don't

make a row," said the young man. "Put the light on the

floor. She won’t see it there."

The attendant did aj she was told; shaking her head mean-
while, to intimate that the woman would not die so easily

;

having done so, she resumed her seat by the side of the other

nurse, who had by this time returned. The mistress, with an

expression of impatience, wrapped herself in her shawl, and

sat at the foot of the bed.

The apothecary's apprentice, having completed the manu-
facture of the toothpick, planted himself in front of the fire

and made good use of it for ten minutes or so
;
when apx)a-

rently growing rather dull, he wished Mrs. Corney joy of her

job, and took liiniseK off on tiptoe.

When they had sat in silence for some time, the two old

women rose from the bed
;
and crouching over the fire, held

out their withered hands to catch the heat. The flame tiirew

a ghastly light on their shrivelled faces; and made their

ugliness appear perfectly terrible, as, in this position, they

began to converse in a low voice.

" Did she say any more, Anny dear, while I was gone ?
"

inquired the messenger.

"Not a word," replied the other. " She plucked and tor®
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at her arms for a little time ;
but I held her hands, and she

soon dropped off. She hasn't much strength in her, so I

easily kept her quiet. I ain't so weak for an old woman,
although I am on parish allowance ;—no, no !

”

Did she drink the hot wine the doctor said she was to

have ? " demanded the first.

I tried to get it doWn," rejoined the other. But her

teeth were tight set
;
and she clenched the mug so hard that

it was as much as I could do, to get it back again. So I

drank it
;
and it did me good !

"

Looking cautiously round, to ascertain that they were not

overheard, the two hags cowered nearer to the fire, and

chuckled heartily.

‘‘ I mind tlie time,” said the first speaker, “ w^hen she would

have done the same, and made rare fun of it afterwards.”

“ Ay, that she would,” rejoined the other
;

“ she had a

merry heart. A many, many, beautiful corpses she laid out,

as nice and neat as waxwork. My old eyes have seen them
—ay, and those old hands touched them too

;
for I have

helped lier, scores of times.”

Stretching forth her trembling fingers as she spoke, the old

creature shook them exidtingly before her face
;
and fumbling

in her pocket, brought out an old time-discoloured tin snuff-

])Ox, from which she shook a few grains into the outstretched

palm of her companion, and a few more into her ovm. While
they were thus employed, the matron, who had been

impatiently watching until the dying woman should awaken
from her stupor, joined them by the fire, and sharply asked

how long she was to wait.

“Not long, mistress,” replied the second woman, looking up
into her face. “We have none of us long to wait for Death.

Patience, patience ! He 'U be here soon enough for us all.”

” Hold your tongue, you doting idiot !
” said the matron,

sternly. You, Martha, tell me; has she been in this way
before?”

“ Often,” answered the first woman.
“ But will never be again,” added the second one, that is,

she ’ll never wake again but once—and mind, mistress, that

won’t be for long.”

“Long or short,” said the matron, snappishly, ''she won't
find me here when she does wake; and take care, both of you,

how you worry me again for nothing. It 's no part nt my
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duty to see all tlie old women in the house die, and I won^t^

—

that more. Mind that, you impudent old harridans. If j ou

make a fool of me again, I ’ll soon cure you. I warrant you

!

She was boimcing away, when a cry from the two women,
who had turned towards the bed, caused her to look round.

The patient had raised herself upright, and was stretching

her arms towards them.

Who ’s that ? ” she cried, in a hollow voice

Hush, hush !
” said one of the women, stooping over her.

Lie down, lie down ’
”

“ 111 never lie down again alive !
” said ^he woman,

struggling. I mil tell her ! Come here ! Nearer ! Let

me whisper in your ear.”

She clutched the matron by the arm
;
and forcing her into

a chair by the bedside, was about to speak, when looking

round, she caught sight of the two old women bending

forward in the attitude of eager listeners.

‘^Tum them away,” said the woman, drowsily
;
‘'make

haste ! make haste !

”

The two old crones, chiming in together, began pouring

out many piteous lamentations that the poor dear was too far

gone to know her best friends; and were uttering sundry pro-

testations that they would never leave her, w^hen the superior

pushed them from the room, closed the door, and returned to

the bedside. On being excluded, the old ladies changed their

tone, and cried through the keyhole that old Sally was drunk

;

which, indeed, was not unlikely; since, in addition to a

moderate dose of opium prescribed by the apothecary, she

was labouring undel* the effects of a final taste of gin-and-

water which had been privily administered, in the openness of

their hearts, by the worthy old ladies themselves.

“Now listen to me,” said the dying woman, aloud, as if

making a great effort to revive one latent spark of energy

“In this very room—in this very bed— I once nursed a

pretty young creetur’, that was brought into the house with

her feet cut and bruised with walking, and all soiled with

dust and blood. She gave birth to a boy, and died. Let me
think—^what was the year again ?

”

“ Never mind the year,” said the impatient auditor; “what
about her ?

”

“Ay,” murmured the sick woman, relapsing into her
former drowsy state, ’‘what about her?—what about

—

I
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elie cried, jumping fiercely up : her face flushed, and

her eyes starting from her head— I robbed her, so I did !

She wasn’t cold—I tell you she wasn’t cold, when I stole it!
”

‘‘Stole what, for God’s sake?” cried the matron, with a

gesture as if she would call for help.

“ /” replied the woman, laying her hand over the other’s

mouth. “The only thing she had. She wanted clothes to

keep her warm, and food to eat
;
but she had kept it safe,

and had it in her bosom. It was gold, I tell you ! Rich

gold, that might have saved her life !

”

“ Gold !
” echoed the matron, bending eagerly over the

woman as she fell back. “ Go on, go on—yes—what of it ?

Who was the mother ? ^Vhen was it ?
”

“ She charged me to keep it safe,” replied the woman with

a groan, “ and trusted me as the only woman about her. I

stole it in my heart when she first showed it me hanging

round her neck; and the child’s death, perhax)s, is on me
besides! They would have treated him better, if they had

known it all !

”

“ Known what ? ” asked the other. “ Speak !

”

“ Tlie boy grew so like his mother,” said the woman,
rambling on, and not heeding the question, “ that I could

never forget it when I saw his face. Poor girl
!
poor girl

!

She was so young, too ! Such a gentle lamb ! Wait; there ’s

more to tell. I have not told you all, have I ?
”

“No, no,” re^jlied tlie matron, inclining her head to catch

the words, as the^^ came more faintly from the dying woman.
“ Be quick, or it may bo too late !

”

“ The mother,” said the woman, making a more violent

effort than before
;

“ the mother, when the x)ains of death

first came upon her, whispered in my ear that if her baby was
born alive, and thrived, the da}’’ might cotiie when it woidd
not feel so much disgraced to hear its poor young mother

named. ‘ And oh, kind Heaven !
’ she said, folding her thin

hands together, ‘ whetlier it be boy or girl, raise up some
friends for it in this troubled world

;
and take pity upon a

lonely, desolate child, abandoned to its mercy !

’ ”

“ The boy’s name ? ” demanded the matron.

“They called him Oliver,” replied the woman, feebly.

“The gold I stole wavS
”

“Yes, yes—what?” cried the other.

She was bending eagerly over the woman to hear her reply;
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but drew back, instinctively, as she once again rose, slowly

and stiffly, into a sitting posture
j
then, clutching the cover-

lid with both hands, muttered some indistinct soimds in her

throat, and fell lifeless on the bed.

“ stone dead !
” said one of the old women, hurrying in as

soon as the door was opened.

And nothing to tell, after all,^’ rejoined the matron, walk-

ing carelessly away.

The two crones, to all appearance, too busily occupied in

the preparations for their dreadful duties to make any reply,

were left alone
;
hovering about the body.
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CHAPTER XXV.

WHEREIN THIS HISTORY REVERTS TO MR. FiLGIN AND COMPANY.

While these things were passing in the country work-

house, Mr. Fagin sat in the old den—the same from which

Oliver had been removed by the girl—^brooding over a dull,

smoky fire. He held a pair of bellows upon his knee, with

which he had apparently been endeavouring to rouse it into

more cheerful action
;
but he had fallen into deep thought

;

and with his arms folded on them, and his chin resting on his

tliumbs, fixed his eyes, abstractedly, on the rusty bars.

At a table behind him, sat the Artfid Dodger, Master

Charles Bates, and Mr. Cliitliiig : all intent upon a game of

whist; the Artful taking dummy against Master Bates and

Mr. Chitling. The countenance of the first-named gentleman,

peculiarly intelligent at all times, acquired great additional

interest from his close observance of the game, and his atten-

tive perusal of ISIr. Chitling’s hand; upon which, from tim(

to time, as occasion served, he bestowed a variety of earnest

glances
;
wisely regulating his own play, by the result of his

observations uj)on his neiglibour’s cards. It being a cold

night, the Dodger wore liis hat, as, indeed, was often his

custom within doors, lie also sustained a clay pipe between

his teeth, which he only removed for a brief space when he

deemed it necessary to apply for refreshment to a quart-pot

upon the table, whicfr stood ready filled with gin and water

for the accommodation of the company.
Master Bates was also attentive to the play

;
but being of a

more excitable nature than his accomplished friend, it was
observable that he more frequently applied himself to the

gin and water; and moreover indulged in many jests and
irrelevant remarks, aU highly unbecoming a scientific rubber.

Indeed, the Artful, presuming upon their close attachment,

more than once took occasion to reason gravely with his

companion upon these improprieties ; all of which remou-
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strances, Master Bates received in extremely good part;

merely requesting his friend to be biowed/ ^ or to insert his

head in a sack, or replying with some other neatly-turned

witticism of a similar kind : the happy aj^plication of which,

excited considerable admiration in the mind of Mr. Chitling.

It was remarkable that the latter gentleman and his partner

invariably lost; and that the circumstance, so far from anger-

ing Master Bates, appeared to afford him the highest amuse-

ment, inasmuch as he laughed most uproariously at the end

of every deal, and protested that he had never seen such a

joUy game in all his born days.

“That’s two doubles and the rub,” said Mr. Chitling,

with a very long face, as he drew half-a-crown from his

waistcoat-pocket. “I never see such a feller as you, Jack;

you win everything. Even when we ’ve good cards, Charley

and I can’t make nothing of ’em.”

Either the matter or the manner of this remark, which was
made very ruefully, delighted Charley Bates so much, that

his consequent shout of laughter roused the Jew from his

reverie, and induced him to inquire what was the matter.

“ Matter, Fagin !
” cried Charley. “ I wish you had

watched the play. Tommy Cliitling hasn’t won a point

;

and I went partners Avith him against the Artful and dum.”
“Ay, ay !

” said the Jew, with a grin, which sufficiently

demonstrated that he w'as at no loss to understand the reason.
“ Try ’em again, Tom

;
try ’em again.”

“No more of it for me, thankee, Fagin,” replied Mr. Chit-

ling
;
“ I ’ve had enough. That ere Dodger has such a run

of luck that there ’s no standing again’ him.”

“Ha! ha! my dear,” replied the Jew, “ you must get up
very early in the morning, to win against the Dodger.”

“ Morning !
” said Charley Bates

;
“ you must put your boots

on overnight
;
and have a telescope at each eye, and a opera-

glass between your shoulders, if you want to come over him.”

Mr. Dawkins received these handsome compliments with

much philosophy, and offered to cut any gentleman in

company, for the first picture-card, at a shilling a time.

Nobody accepting the challenge, and his pipe being by this

time smoked out, he proceeded to amuse himself by sketching

a ground-plan of Newgate on the table with the piece of

chalk which had served him in lieu of counters
;
whistling,

meantime, with pec'ulior shi’iiiness.
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'' How precious dull you kre, Tommy I said the Dodger

stopping short when there had been a long silence
;

and

addressing Mr. Chitling. “ What do you think he ’s think-

ing of, Fagin ? ''

How should I know, my dear ? replied the Jew, look-

ing round as he plied the bellows. About his losses, may-

be
;
or the little retirement in the countiy that he ’s just left,'

eh ? Ha ! ha ! Is that it, my dear ?

“Not a bit of it,’' replied the Dodger, stopping the subject

of discourse as Mr. Chitling was about to reply. “ What do

you say, Charley ?
”

“ J should say,” replied Master Bates, with a grin, “that

he was uncommon sweet upon Betsy. See how he 's a-blush-

ing ! Oh, my eye ! here 's a merry-go-rounder ! Tommy
Chitling ’s in love ! Oh, Fagin, Fagin ! what a spree !

”

Thoroughly overpowered with the notion of Mr. Chitling

being the victim of the tender passion. Master Bates threw

himself back in his chair with such violence, that he lost his

balance, and pitched over upon the floor
;
where (the accident

abating nothing of his merriment) he lay at full length until

his laugh was over, when he resumed his former position, and

began another.

“Never mind him, my dear,” said the Jew, winking at

Mr. Dawkins, and giving Miister Bates a reproving tap with

the nozzle of the bellows. “ Betsy 's a fine girl. Stick up to

lier, Tom. Stick up to her.”
“ What I mean to say, Fagin,” replied Mr. Chitling, very

red in the face, “is, that that isn’t anything to anybody here.”

“No more it is,” replied the Jew; “Charley will talk.

Don’t mind him, my dear
;
don’t mind him. Betsy ’s a fine

girl. Do as she bids you, Tom, and you will make your

fortune.”

“So I do do, as she bids me,” replied Mr. Chitling; “I
shouldn’t have been milled, if it hadn’t been for her advice.

But it turned out a good job for you
;
didn’t it, Fagin ! And

what ’s six weeks of it ? It must come, sometime or another

;

and why not in the winter time when you don’t want to go

out a-walking so much
j
eh, Fagin ?

”

“ Ah, to be sure, my dear,” replied thk Jew.
“You woiddn’t mind it again, Tom, would you,” asked the

Dodger, winking upon Charley and the Jew, “ if Bet was all

light?”
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''I mean to say that I shouldn't/' replied Tom, angrily.

“ There, now. Ah ! Who 'll say as much as that, I should

like to know
;

eh, Fagin ?
"

Nobody, my dear," replied the Jew
;

''not a soul, Tom.
I don’t know one of ’em fliat would do it besides you

;
not

one of 'em, my dear."
" I might have got clear off, if I 'd split upon her

;
mightn’t

I, Fagin?" angrily pursued the poor half-witted dupe. "A
word from me would have done it

;
wouldn’t it, Fagin ?

’*

*‘To be sure it would, my dear," replied the Jew.
" But I didn’t blab it

;
did I, Fagin ? " demanded Tom,

pouring question upon question with great volubility.

"No, no, to be sure," replied the Jew; "you were too

stout-hearted for that. A deal too stout, my dear !

"

" Perhaps I was," rejoined Tom, looking round
;
" and if I

was, what ’s to laugh at, in that
;

eh, Fagin ?
"

The Jew, perceiving that Mr. Chitbng was considerably

roused, hastened to assure him that nobody was laugliing;

and to prove the gravity of the company, appeMed to Master

Bates, the principal offender. But, unfortunately, Charley, in

opening his mouth to reply that he was never more serious in

his life, was unable to prevent the escape of such a violent

roar, that the abused Mr. Chitling, without any prelimiiiJiry

(ceremonies, rushed across the room, and aimed a blow at the

offender, who, being skilfiil in evading pursuit, ducked to

avoid it
;
and chose his time so well that it liglited on tlie

cliest of the merry old gentleman, and caused him to stagger

to the wall, where he stood panting for breath, while Mr
Chitling looked on, in intense dismay.

" Hark !
" cried the Dodger at this moment, " I heard the

tinkler." Catcliing up the light, he crept softly up-stairs.

The bell was rung again, with some impatience, while the

party were in darkness. After a short pause, the Dodger re-

appeared
;
and whispered Fagin mysteriously.

" WTiat !
" cried the Jew, " alone ?

"

The Dodger nodded in the affirmative
;

and, shading the

flame of the candle with his hand, gave Charley Bates a

private intimation, in dumb show, that he had better not be

funny just then. Having performed this friendly office, ho

fixed his eyes on the Jew’s face, and awaited his directions.

The old man bit his yellow fingers, and meditated for some
seconds

;
his face working with agitation, the while, as if be
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dreaded something, and feared to know the worst. At length

he raised his head.

Where is he ? ” he asked.

The Dodger pointed to the floor above
;
and made a gesture,

as if to leave the room.

“Yes,” said the Jew, answering the mute inquiry
;

“ bring

him down. Hush I Quiet, Charley ! Gently, Tom ! Scarce,

scarce !

”

This brief direction to Charley Bates, and his recent

antagonist, was softly and immediately obeyed. There was no

sound of their whereabout, when the Dodger descended the

stairs, bearing the light in his hand, and followed by a man
in a coarse smock-frock

;
who, after casting a hurried glance

round the room, pulled off a large wrapper which had con-

cealed the lower portion of his face, and disclosed : all haggard,

unwashed, and unshorn : tlie features of flash Toby Crackit.

“ How aro you, Fagey ? ” said this worthy, nodding to the

Jew. “ Pop that shawl away in my castor, Dodger, so that I

may know where to find it when I cut
;
that ’s the time ot

day! You’ll be a fine young cracksman afore the old file

now.”
With these words ho piiUed up the smock-frock; and,

winding it round his middle, drew a chair to the fire, and

placed his feet upon the hob.
“ See there, Fag(w,” he said, pointing disconsolately to his

top-boots; “not a drop of Day and Martin since 3^011 knoAV

when
;
not a bubble of blacking, by ! But don’t look at

me in that way, man. All in good time
;

I can’t talk about

business till I ’ve eat and drank
;
so produce the sustainance,

and let ’s have a quiet fib-out for the first time these tliree

days !

”

The Jew motioned to the Dodger to place what eatables

there were, upon the table
;
and, seating himself opposite the

housebreaker, waited his leisure.

To judge from appearances, Toby was by no means in a

hurry to open the conversation. At fiirst, the Jew contented

himself with patiently watching his countenance, as if to gain

from its expression some clue to the intelligence he brought
;

but in vain. He looked tired and wmm, but there was the

same complacent repose upon his featuies that they al’ways

wore : and through dirt, and beard, and whisker, there still

shone, uniippaked, the self-satisfied smirk of flash Toby
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Cracldt. Then the Jew, m an agony of impatience, watched

every morsel he put into his mouth
;
pacing up and down the

room, meanwhile, in irrepressible excitement. It was all of

no use. Toby continued . to eat with the utmost outward

indifi'erence, until he could eat no more; then, ordering tlie

Dodger out, he closed the door, mixed a glass of spirits and

water, and composed himself for talking.

First and foremost, Fagey,’’ said Toby.

Yes, yes !

”
interposed the Jew, drawing up his chair.

Mr, Cracldt stopped to take a drauglit of spirits and water,

and to declare that the gin was excellent
;
and then placing

his feet against the low mantelpiece, so as to bring his boots

to about the level of his 03*0, quietly'' resumed,

First and foremost, Fageyq’’ said the housebreaker,

how ’s Bill ?
”

‘‘What! ” screamed the Jew, starting from his seat.

“ Why, you don’t mean to say ’’ began Toby, turning

pale.

“ Mean ! cried the Jew, stamping furiously on the ground

“Where are tliey? Sikes and the boy! Where are they ?

Where have tlicy been? Where are they hiding? Why
have they not been here ?

“The crack failed,” said Tobyq faintly.

“ I know it,” replied the Jew, tearing a newspaper from

his pocket, and pointing to it, “ What more ?
”

“ They fired, and hit the boy. We cut over the fields at the

back with him bet^vecn us—straight as the crow flies—through

hedge and ditch. They gave chase. I)—me ! the whole

country was awake, and the dogs upon us.”

“ The boy ! ” gasped the Jew.
“ BiU had him on his back, and scudded like tlie wind.

We stopped to take him between us
;
his head hung down

;

and he was cold. They were close upon our heels
;
every man

for himself, and each from the gallows ! We parted company^

and left the y^oungster lying in a ditch. Alive or dead, that’s

all I know about him.”

The Jew stoj^ped to hear no more; hut uttering a loud y^ell,

and twining his liands in his hair, rushed from the room, and

from the house.

O.T,
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CHAPTER XXVI.

I» WHICH A MYSTERIOUS CHARACTER APPEARS UPON THE SCENE,* AND
MANY THINGS, INSEPARABLE PROM THIS HISTORY, ARE DONE AND
PERFORMED.

The old man had gained the street, corner, before he began

to recover the effect of Toby Crackit’s intelligence. He had

relaxed nothing of his unnsual speed
;
but was still pressing

onward, in the same wild and disordered manner, when the

sudden dashing past of a carriage : and a boisterous cry from

the foot-passengers, who saw his dang(‘r : diwii him back

upon the pavement. Avoiding, as nuich ns possible, all tlio

main streets : and skulking only tlirongh the byways and

alh^ys
;
he at length emerged on Snow Hill. Here lie walked

even faster than before
;

nor did he linger until he had

again turned into a court; when, as if coiieious that ho was

now in his proper element, he fell into liis usual shuffling

pace, and seemed to breathe more freely. Near to tlie spot on

which Snow Hill and Holboni Hill meet, there opens : upon

the right hand as you come out of the city : a narrow and

dismal alley leading to Saffron Hill. In its filtliy sitops are

oNposcd for sale, huge bunches of second-hand* silk handker-

chiefs, of all sizes and patterns
;
for here reside tlie traders

wlio purchase them from pickpockets. HutuIicmIs of tlu'se

liandkerchiefs hang dangling from pegs outside tlic windotvs

or flaunting from the door-post; and the sliolvi's, within, are

])ilod with them. Confined as the limits of Field Lane are, it

lias its barber, its coflee-shoi), its beer-shop, and its fried-tisli

warehouse. It is a commercial colony of it.solf : the emporium
of petty larceny : visited at early morning, and setting-iu of

dusk, by silent merchants, who trafhe in dark back-parlours
;

and who go as strangely as they come. Hero, the clothesmaii,

the shoe-vamper, and the rag-merchant, display tlieir goods,

IIS sign-boards to ibe petty lliief; liexe, stores <'f old iron and
bones, and lieaps of iiuidcwy fragments of woolleii-stufl* and
linen, rust and rot in the grimy cellars.
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It was into this place, that the Jew turned. He was well

known to the sallow denizens of the lane
;
for such of them as

were on the look-out to buy or sell, nodded familiarly as he

passed along. He replied to their salutations in the same
way

;
but bestowed no closer recognition until he reached the

further end of the alley
;
when he stopped, to address fi

salesman of small stature, who had scjueezed as much of his

person into a child’s chair as the chair Avould hold ; and was
smoking a pipe at his warehouse door.

“ Wliy, the sight of you, Mr. Fagin, would cure the

hoptalinyl” said this respectable trader, in acknowledgment

of the Jew’s inquiry after his health.

“ The neiglibourhood' was a little too hot, Lively,” said

Fagin, elevating liis eyo])rows, and crossing his hands upon

his shoulders.

Well I ’ve heerd tliat complaint of it, once or twice

before,” readied the trader; “but it soon cools down again
;

don’t you find it so ?
”

Fagin nodded in the affirmative. Pointing in the direction

of Saffron Hill, he inquired whether any one was up yonder

to-night.

“ At the Cripples ? ” inquired the man.
The Jew nodded.

“Let me see,” pursued the merchant reflecting. “Yes,

there ’s some half-dozen of ’em gone in, that I knows. I don’t

tliink your friend ’s there.”

“Sikes is not, I suppose?” inquired the Jew, with a

disappointed countenance.
“ Non istwentus, as the lawyers say,” replied the little man,

shaking his head, and looking amazingly sly. “ Have you got

anything in my line to-night ?
”

“ Nothing to-niglit,” said the Jew, turning away.
“ Are you going up to the Cripples, Fagin ? ” cried the

little man, calling after liim. “ Stop ! I don’t mind if I have

a drop there with you !

”

But as the Jew, looking back, waved his hand to intimate

that he preferred being alone; and, moreover, as the little

man could not veiy easily disengage himself from the chair •

the sign of the Cripples was, for a time bereft of the advantag(3

of Mr. Lively’s presence. By the time he had got upon his

legs, the Jew had disappeared
;
so Mr. Lively, after ineffectu-

ally standing on tiptoe, in the hope of catching sight of him,
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again forced liimself into the little chair : and, exchanging a

shake of the head with a lady in the opposite shop, in which

doubt and mistrust were plainly mingled, resumed his pipe

with a grave demeanour.

The Three Cripples, or rather the Cripples : which was the

sign by which the establishment was familiarly known to its

patrons : was the same public-house in which Mr. Sikes and

his dog have already figured. Merely making a sign to a

man at the bar, Fagin walked straight upstairs
;
and opening

the door of a room, and softly insinuating himself into the

chamber, looked anxiously about : shading his eyes with his

hand, as if in search of some particular person.

The room was illuminated by two gas-lights
;
the glare of

which was prevented by the barred shutters, and closely-

drawn curtains of faded red, from being visible outside. The
ceiling was blackened, to prevent its colour from being

injiu-ed by the flm'ing of the lamps
;
and the place was so full

of dense tobacco-smoke, that at first it was scarcely possible to

discern anything more. By degrees, however, as some of it

cleared away through the open door, an assemblage of heads,

as confused as the noises that greeted the ear, might be made
out

;
and as the eye grew more accustomed to the scene, the

spectator gradually became aware of the presence of a nume-
rous company, male and female, crowded round a long table :

at the upper end of vdiich, sat a chairman with a hammer of

office in his hand; while a professional gentleman, with a

blucish fiose, and his face tied up for the benefit of a tooth-

ache, presided at a jingling piano in a remote corner.

As Fagin stepped softly in, tlie professional gentleman,

running over the keys by way of prelude, occasioned a general

cry of order for a song
;
which, having subsided, a 3'oung lady

proceeded to entertain the company with a ballad in four

verses, between each of which the accompanyist played the

melody, all through, as loud as he could. When this was
over, the chairman gave a sentiment; after which, the pro-

fessional gentlemen on the chairman^s right and left volimteered

a duet ; and sang it, with great applause.

It was curious to observe some faces which stood out

prominently from among the group. There was the chairman
himself, (the landlord of the house,) a coarse, rough, heavy
built fellow, who, while the songs were proceeding, rolled liia

eyes hither and thither, and, seeming to give himself up to
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loviality, had an eye for ever3dihing that was done, and an

ear for everything that was said—and sharp ones, too. Near
him, were the singers ; receiving, with professional indifference,

the compliments of the company : and applying themselves,

in turn, to a dozen proffered glasses of spirits and water,

tendered by their more boisterous admirers
;

whose coun*

tenances, expressive of almost every vice in almost every grade,

irresistibly attracted the attention by their very repulsivenrss.

Cunning, ferocity, and drunkenness in all its stages, were

there, in their strongest aspects
;
and women : some with the

last lingering tinge of their early freshness, almost fading as

you looked : others with every mark and stamp of their sex

utterly beaten out, and presenting but one loathsome blank of

profligacy and crime : some mere girls, others^ but yoimg
women, and none past the prinle of life : formed the darkest

and saddest portion of this dreary picture.

Fagin, troubled by no grave emotions, looked eagerly from
face to face while these proceedings were in progress

;
but,

apparently, without meeting that of which he was in search.

Succeeding, at length, in catciiing the eye of the man vdio

occupied the chair, he beckoned to him slightly, and left the

room, as quietly as he had entered it.

What can I do for you, Mr. Fagin?’’ inquired the man,
as he followed him out to the landing. Won’t you join us ?

They ’ll be delighted, every one of ’em.”

The Jew shook his head impatiently, and said in a whisper,

Is he here ?
”

No,” replied the man.

And no news of Barney ? ” inquired Fagin.

*^None,” replied the landlord of the Cripples; for it was
he. He Avon’t stir till it ’s all safe. Depend on it, they ’re

on the scent down there
;
and that if he moved, he ’d blow

upon the thing at once. He ’s all right enough, Barney is,

else I should have heard of him. I ’ll pound it, that Barney ’s

managing propeiiy. Let him alone for that.”

‘^Will he be here to-night?” asked the Jew, laying the

same emphasis on the pronoun as before.

Monks, do you mean?” inquired the landlord, hesitating.

Hush !
” said the Jew. Yes.”

Certain,” replied the man, drawing a gold watch from his

fob; I ‘expected him here, before now. If you ’ll wait ten

minutes, be ’ll be—— ”
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^‘No, no/^ said the Jew, hastily; as though, however

desirous he might be to see the person in question, he was
nevertheless relieved by his absence. Tell him I came here

to see him
;
and that he must come to me to-night. No, say

to-morrow. As he is not here, to-morrow will be time enough.*’

Good !
” said the man. “ Nothing more ?

’*

“ Not a word now,” said the Jew, descending the stairs.

I say,” said the other, looking over the rails, and speaking

in a hoarse whisper
;

what a time this would be for a sell

!

1 ’ve got Phil Barker hero : so drunk, that a boy might take

him.”

Aha! But it’s not Phil Barker’s time,” said the Jew,

looking up. Phil has something more to do, before we can

afford to part witli him
;
so go back to the company, my deal’,

and tell them to leiid merry lives—while they last. Ha !

lull ha I”

The landlord reciprocated the old man’s laugh, and returned

to his guests. The Jew was no sooner alone, than his coun-

tenance resumed its former cxprc.-ssion of anxiety and thought.

.Vfter a brief reflection, he called a hack-cabriolet, and bade

tlie man drive towards Bethnal Green. He dismissed him
within some quarter of a mile of Mr. Sikes’s residence; and

l)eiformed the short remainder of the distance on foot.

“ Now,” niuttcred the Jew, as he knocked at the door, if

there is any deep play here, I sliall have it out of you, my
uirl, cunning as you are.”

She was in her room, the woman said. Fagin crept softly

up stairs, and entered it without any previous ceremony. The
girl was alone

;
lying with her head upon the table, and her

hair straggling over it.

“She has been drinking,” thought the Jew, coolly, “or
perhaps she is only miserable.”

The old man turiuul to close the door, as ho made this

reflection
;
and the noise thus occasioned, ro\ised the girl.

She eyed his crafty face narrowly, as she inquired whether

there was any news, and listened to his recital of Toby
Crackit’s story. When it ^\as concluded, she sank into her

former attitude, but spoke not a ord. She pushed tlie candle

impatiently away
;

and once or twice, as she foverislily

changed her position, shuflled her feet upon tlie ground
;
but

this was aU.

Dui’ing tins silence, the Jew looked restlessly about the
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room, as if to assure liiinself that there were no appearances

of Sikes having covertly returned. Apparently satisfied with

liis inspection, he coughed twice or thrice, and made as many
efforts to open a conversation

;
but the girl heeded him no

more than if he had been made of stone. At lengtli he made
another attempt

;
and, rubbing his hands togetner, said, in

his most conciliatory tone,
** And where should you think Bill was now, my dear ?

The girl moaned out some half intelligible reply, that sli(»

could not tell; and seemed, from the smothered noise tliat

escaped her, to be crying.

“And the boy, too,” said the Jew, straining his eyes to

catch a glimpse of her face. “ Poor leetle child ! Left in a

ditch, Nance
;
only think !

”

“The child,” said the girl, suddenly looking up, “is better

where he is, than among us
;
and if no harm comes to Bill

from it, I hope he lies dead in the ditch, and that his young
bones may rot there.”

“ What !
” cried the Jew, in amazement.

“ Ay, I do,” returned the girl, meeting his gaze. “ I shall

be glad to have liim away from my eyes, and to know that

the worst is over. I can’t bear to have him about me. The
sight of him turns me against m3^self, and all of you.”

“ Pooh !
” said the Jew, scornfully. “ You ’re drunk.”

“ Am I ?” cried the girl, bitterly. “ It ’s no fault of yours,

if I am not
!
you ’d never have me anything else, if you had

your will, except now
;
— the humour doesn’t suit y^ou,

doesn’t it ?
”

“ No !
” rejoined the Jew, furiously. “ It does not.”

“ Change it, then !
” responded the girl, with a laugh.

“Change it!” exclaimed the Jew, exasperated beyond all

bounds by his companion’s unexpected obstinacy, and the

vexation of the night, “ I will change it ! Listen to me,
you drab. Listen to me, who, with six w^ords, can strangle

Sikes as surely as if I had his bull’s throat between my
fingers now. If he comes back, and leaves that boy behind
him,—if he gets off free

;
and, dead or alive, fails to restore

him to me
;
murder him j^ourself if you would have him

escape Jack Ketch : and do it the moment he sets foot in this

room, or mind me, it will be too late
* ”

“ What is all this? ” cried the girl, involuntaidly.
“ What is it ? ” pursued Fagiu, mad with rage. “ When
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the boy^s worth hundreds of pounds to me, am I to lose what

chance threw me in the way of getting safely, through the

whims of a drunken gang that I could whistle away the lives

of? And me bound, too, to a born devil that only wants the

will, and has the power to, to

Panting for breath, the old man stammered for a word

;

and in that instant checked the torrent of his wrath, and

changed his whole demeanour. A moment before, his clenched

hands had grasped the air
;
his eyas had dilated

;
and his face

grown livid with passion
;
but now, he shrunk into a chair,

and, cowering together, trembled with the apprehension of

having himself disclosed some hidden villany. Mter a short

silence, he ventured to look round at his companion. He
appeared somewhat reassured, on beholding her in the same
listless attitude from which he had hrst roused her.

“ Nancy, dear!’’ croaked the Jew, in his usual voice. Did
you mind me, dear ?

”

** Don’t worry me, now, Fagin !
” replied the girl, raising

her head languidly. If Bill has not done it this time, he

Vnll another. He has done many a good job for you, and will

do many more when he can
;
and when he can’t, he won’t

;

so no more about that.”

^‘Regarding this boy, my near?” said the Jew, rubbing

the palms of his hands nervously together.

The boy must take his chance with the rest,” interrupted

Nancy, hastily
;

and I say again, I hope he is dead, and

out of harm’s way, and out of yours,—that is, if Bill comes

to no haim. And if Toby got clear dff, he ’s pretty sure to

be safe
;

for he ’s worth two of him any time.”
“ And about what I was sayiog, my dear ? ” observed the

Jew, keeping his glistening eye steadily upon her.

“You must say it aU over again, if it’s anything you
want me to do,” rejoined Nancy; “and if it is, you had
better wait till to-morrow. You put me up for a minute

;
but

now I ’m stupid again.”

Fagin put several other questions : aU with the same drift

of ascertaining whether the girl had profited by his unguarded
hints

;
but, she answered them so readily, and was withal so

utterly unmoved by his searching looks, that his original

impression of her being more than a trifle in liquor, was
confirmed. Nancy, indeed, was not exempt from a failing

which was very common among the Jew’s female pupils
;
and
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in wliich, in their tenderer years, they were rather encouraged

than checked. Her disordered appearance, and a wliolesale

perfume of Geneva wliich pervaded the apartment, afforded

strong confirmatory evidence of the justice of the Jew’s

supposition
;

and when, after indulging in the temporary

display of violence above described, she subsided, first into

dullness, and afterwards into a compound of feelings : under

the influence of which, she shed tears one minute, and in the

next gave utterance to various ex(*lamations of Never say

die !” and divers calculations as to wliat might be the amount
of the odds so long as a lady or gentleman was happy, Mr,

Fagin, who had had considerable experience of such matters

in his time, saw, with great satisfaction, that she saw very far

gone indeed.

Having eased his mind by this discovery
;

and having

accomplished his twofold object of imparting to the girl what
he had that night heard, and of ascertaining, wdth his own
eyes, that Sikes had not returned, Mr. Fagin again turned his

face homeward
;
leaving his young friend asleep, with her

head upon tlio table.

It was within an hour of midnight. The weather being

dark, and piercing cold, he had no great temptation to loiter

The sharp wind that scoured the streets, seemed to have
cleared them of passengers, as of dust and mud, for few

people were abroad, and they were to ail appearance hastening

fast home. It blew from the right quarter for the Jew, how-
ever, and straight before it he went : trembling, and shivering,

as every fresh gust drove him rudely on his way.

He had reached the corner of his own street, and was
already fumbling in his pocket for the door-kej^

,
when a dark

figure emerged from a projecting entrance which lay in deep
shadow, and, crossing the road, glided up to him unperceived.

Fagin !

” 'whispered a voice close to his ear.

Ah! ” said the Jew, turning quickly round, is that
”

^‘Yes!’’ interrupted the stranger. ** I have been linger-

ing here these two hours. Where the devil Lave you been?”
On your business, my dear,” replied the Jew, glancing

uneasily at his companion, and slackening his pace as he
spoke. On your business all night.”

Oh, of course !
” said the stranger, with a sneer. Well;

and what ’s come of it ?
”

Nothing good,” said the Jew.
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'^Nothing bad, I hope?'" said the stranger, stopping short,

and turning a startled look on his companion.

Tlie Jew shook his head, and was about to reply, when the

stranger, interrupting him, motioned to the house, before

which they had by this time arrived : remarking, that he had
better say what he had got to say, under cover : for his blood

was chilled with standing about so long, and the wind blew

through him.

Fagin loolcod as if he could have willingly excused himself

from taking liome a visitor at that miseasouablo hour
;
and,

indeed, muttered something about having no fire
;
but his

companion repeating his request in a peremptory manner, he

unlocked the door, and requested him to close it softly, while

he got a light.

** It ’s as dark as the grave, said the man, groping forward

a few steps. Make haste !

Shut the door,” whispered Fagin from the end of the

passage. As he spoke, it closed with a loud noise.

“That wasn’t my doing,” said the other man, feeling his

way. “The wind blew it to, or it shut of its own accord:

one or the other. Look sharp with the liglit, or I shall knock

my brains out against something in this confounded hole.”

Fagin stealthily descended the kitchen stairs. After a

short absence, he returned with a lighted candle, and the

intelligence that Toby Orackit was asleep in tlio back room
below, and the boys in the front one. Beckoning the man to

follow him, he led the way up stairs.

“ We can say the few words we’ve got to say in here, my
dear,” said the Jew, throwing open a door on the first floor;

“ and as there are holes in the shutters, and we never show
lights to our neighbours, wo ’ll set the candle on the stairs.

There !

”

With tliese words, the Jew, stooping down, placed the

candle on an upper flight of stairs, exactly opposite to the

room door. This done, he led the way into the apartmerit

;

which was destitute of all moveables save a broken arm-chair

and an old couch or sofa without covering, which stood behind

the door. Upon this piece of furniture, the stranger sat him-

self with the air of a weary man; and the Jew, drawing up
the arm-chair opposite, they sat face to face. It was not quite

dark,, for the door was partially open, and the candle outside

threw a feeble reflection on the opposite wtdl.
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They conversed for some time in whispers. Though nothing

of the conversation was distinguishable beyond a few disjointed

words here and there, a listener might easily have perceived

that Fagin appeared to be defending himself against some

remarks of the stanger
;
and that the latter was in a state of

considerable irritation. They might have been talking, thus,

for a quarter of an hour or more, when Monks—by which

name the Jew had designated the strange man several times

in the course, of the colloquy— said raising his voice a

little,

I tell you again it was badly planned. "VVliy not have

kept him here among the rest, und made a sneaking, snivel-

ling pickpocket of him at once ?
’’

‘'Only hear him!'' exclaimed the Jew, shrugging his

shoulders.

“ Why, do you mean to say you couldn’t have done it, if

you had chosen ? ” demanded Monks, sternly. “ Haven’t you
done it, with other boys, scores of times? If you had had
patience for a tw^elvemonth, at most, couldn’t you have got

liim convicted, and sent safely out of the kingdom
;
perhaps

for life ?
”

“ \^Tiose turn would that have served, my dear ? ” inquired

the Jew, humbly.
“ Mine,” replied IMonks.

,

“ But not mine,” said the Jew, submissively. “ He might
have become of use to me. When there are two parties to a

bargain it is only reasonable that the interests of both should
be consulted

;
is it, my good friend ?

”

“ Wliat then ? ” demanded Monks.
“I saw it was not easy to train him to the business,”

replied the Jew
;
“he was not like other boys in the same

(circumstances.”

“ Curse him, no !
” muttered the man, “or he would have

1)0(311 a thief, long ago.”
“ I had no hold upon him to make him worse,” pursued

the Jew, anxiously watching the countenance df his companion.
“ His hand was not in. I had nothing to frighten him with

;

which we always must have in the beginning, or we labour in

vain. What could I do ? Send him out with the Dodger and
Charley? We had enough of that, at first, my dearj I

trembled for us all.”

“ That was not my doing,” observed Monks.
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'‘‘No, no, my dear!** renewed the Jew. “And I don*t

quarrel with it now
;
because, if it had never happened, you

might never have clapped eyes upon the boy to notice him,

and so led to the discovery that it was him you were looking

for. Well ! I got him back for you by means of the girl
;
and

then she begins to favour him.**

“ Throttle the girl !
** said Monks, impatiently.

“ Why, we can’t afford to do that just now, my dear,”

replied the Jew, smilifig; “and, besides, that sort of thing is

not in our way
;

or, one of these days, I might be glad to

have it done. I know what these girls are. Monks, well.

As soon as the boy begins to harden, she *11 care no more for

liiin, tiian for a block of wood. You want liim made a thief.

If ho is alive, I can make him one from this time
;
and if

—

if—’* said the Jew, drawing nearer to the other,—“ it’s not

likely, mind,—but if the worst comes to the worst, and he is

dead— ”

“ It’s no faidt of mine if he is !
** interposed the other man,

with a look of terror, and clasping the Jew’s arm with

trembling hands. “ Mind that, Fagin ! I bad no band in it.

Anything but his death, I told you from the first. I won’t

shed blood
;

it ’s always found out, and haunts a man besides.

If they shot him dead, I was not the cause
;
do you hear me ?

Fire this infernal den ! What *s that ?
”

“ What !
” cried the Jew, grasping the coward round the

body, with both arms, as he sprung to his feet. “ Where ?
”

“ Yonder !
” replied the man, glaring.at the opposite wall.

“ The shadow ! I saw the shadow of a woman, in a cloak and

bonnet, pass along the wainscot like a breath I

”

The Jew released his hold; and they rushed tumultuously

from the room. The candle wmsted by the di'aught, was
standing where it had been placed. It showed them, only

the empty staircase, and their own white faces. They listened

intently
;

but a profound silence reigned throughout tho

house.
“ It’s your fancy,” said the Jew, taking up the light, and

turning to his companion.

“I’ll swear I saw it!” replied Monks, trembling. “It

was bending forward when I saw it fii’st
;
and when I spoke,

it darted away.”

The Jew glanced, contemptuously, at the pale face of his

associate; and, telling him he could follow, if he pleased.
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ascenSod the stairs. They looked into all the rooms; they

were cold, hare, and empty. They descended into the passage,

and thence into the cellars below. The green damp liung

upon the low walls; and the tracks of the snail and slug

glistened in the light of the candle; but all was still as death.

What do you think now? ” said the Jew. when they had
regained the passage. “ Besides ourseJves, there ’s not a

creature in the house except Toby and the boys
;
and they Ve

safe enough. See here !

**

As a proof of the fact, the Jew drew forth two keys from

his pocket
;
and explained, that when he first went down stairs,

he had locked them in, to prevent any intrusion on the

conference.

This accumulated testimony effectually staggered Mr,

Monks. His protestations had gradually become less and less

vehement as they proceeded in their search without making any

discovery
;
and, now, he gave vent to several very grim laughs,

and confessed it could only have been his excited imagination.

He declined any renewal of the conversation, however, for

that night: suddenly remembering that it was past one o’clock.

And so the amiable couple parted.
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OHAPTEE XXVIT.

TONES FOR THE UNPOLITENESS OP A FORMER CHAPTER; WflfOE

DESERTED A LADY, MOST UNCEREMONIOUSLY.

As it would be by no means seemly in a bumble author to

keep so mighty a personage as a beadle waiting, with his

back to the fire, and the skirts of his coat gathered up under

liis arms, until such time as it might suit his pleasure to

relieve him
;
and as it would still less become his station, or

his gallantry, to involve in the same neglect a lady on whom
that beadle had looked with an eye of tenderness and affection,

and in whose ear he had whispered sweet words, which,

coming from such a quarter, might v^ell thrill the bosom of

maid or matron of whatsoever degree; the historian whose
pen traces these words—trusting that he knows his place, and

that he entertains a becoming reverence for those upon earth

to whom high and important authority is delegated—hastens

to pay them that respect which their position demands, and to

treat them with all tliat duteous ceremony which their exalted

rank, and (by consequence) great virtues, imperatively claim

at his hands. Towards this end, indeed, he had purposed to

introduce, in this place, a dissertation touching the divine

riglit of beadles, and elucidative of the position, that a beadle

(.'iiTi do no wrong : which could not fail to have been both

pleasurable and profitable to the right-minded reader, but,

^v]lich he is unfortunately compelled, by want of time and

s[)ace, to postpone to some more convenient and fitting oppor-

tunity
;
on the arrival of which, he will be prepared to show,

that a beadle propei^y constituted : that is to say, a parochial

beadle, attached to a parochial workhouse, and attending in

his official capacity the parochial church: is, in right and

virtue of his office, possessed of aU the excellences and best

qualities of humanity
;
and that to none of those excellences,

enn mere companies’ beadles, or court-of-law beadles, or even

chapel' cf-ease beadles (save the last, and tliey in a very
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lowly and inferior degree), lay the remotest sustainable

claim.
^

Mr. Bumble had re-counted the teaspoons, re-weighed the

sugar-tongs, made a closer inspection of the milk-pot, and

ascertained to a nicety the exact condition of the lurniture,

down to the very horse-hair seats of the chairs
;
and had

repeated each process full half-a-dozen times
;
before ho began

to think that it was time for Mrs. Corney to return. Thinking

begets thinking; and, as there were no sounds of Mrs. Comey’s

approach, it occurred to Mr. Bumble that it would be an

innocent and virtuous w^ay of spending the time, if he were

further to allay his curiosity by a cursory glance at the interior

of Mrs. Corney’s chest of drawers.

Having listened at the keyhole, to assure himself that

nobody was approaching the chamber, Mr. Bumble, beginning

at the bottom, proceeded to make himself accpiainted with the

contents of tlie three long drawers : which, being filled with

various garments of good fashion and texture, carefully pre-

served between two layers of old newspapers, speckled witli

dried lavender : seemed to yield him exceeding satisfaction.

Arriving, in course of time, at tlie right-hand corner drawer (in

whicli was the key), and beholding therein a small padlocked
box, which, being shaken, gave forth a pleasant sound, avS of

tlie chinking of coin, Mr. Bumble returned witli a stately walk
to the fireplace; and, resuming his old attitude, said, with a grave
and determined air, I ’ll do it !” He followed up this re-

markable declaration, by shaking his head in a waggish manner
f<u ten minutes, as though he were remonstrating with himself
for being such a pleasant dog

;
and then, he took a view of

his legs in profile with much seeming pleasui'e and interest.

He was still placidly engaged in tliis latter survey, wlien

IMrs. Corney, hmT}diig into the room, tlirew herself in a

breathless state, on a chair by the fireside
;
and covering her

eyes with one hand, placed the other over her heart, and
gasped for breath.

Ml’S. Corney,” said Mr. Bumble, stooping over the matron,

“what is this, ma’am? has anything hapjiened, ma’am?
Bray answer me

;
I ’m on—on—” Mr. Bumble, in his alarm,

could not immediately think of the word “ tenter-hooks,” so

he said, broken boLtles.”
“ Oh, Mr. Bumble I

” crietl the lady, “ I have been so

dreadfully put out * ”
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‘‘Put out, ma’am !
” exclaimed Mr Bumble

;
“ who haa

dared to— ? I know !
” said Mr. Bumble, checking himself,

with native majesty, “ this is them wicious paupers !

”

“ It ’s dreadful to think of !
” said the lady, shuddering.

“ Then don't think of it, ma’am,” rejoined Mr. Bumble.
“ I can’t help it,” whimpered the lady.

“ Then take something, ma’am,” said Mr. Bumble, sooth-

ingly. “ A little of the wine ?
”

“Not for the world !
” replied Mrs. Corney. “ I couldn’t,

—oh! The top shelf in the right-hand corner— oh!”
Uttering these words, the good lady pointed, distractedly, to

the cupboard, and underwent a convulsion from internal

spasms. Mr. Bumble rushed to the closet
;
and, snatching a

pint green-glass bottle from the shelf thus incoherently

indicated, filled a tea-cup with its contents, and held it to the

lady’s lips.

“I’m better now,” said Mrs. Comey, falling back, after

drinking half* of it.
^

Mr. Bumble raised his eyes piously to the ceiling in thank-

fulness
;
and, bringing them down again to the brim of the

cup, lifted it to his nose.

“ Peppermint,” exclaimed Mrs. Corney, in a faint voice,

smiling gently on the beadle as she spoke. “ Try it ! There’s

a little—a little something else in it.”

Mr. Bumble tasted the medicine with a doubtful look

;

smacked his lips
;
took another taste

;
and put the cup down

empty.
“ It ’s very comforting,” said Mrs. Corney.
“ Very much so indeed, ma’am,” said the beadle. As he

spoke, lie drew a chair beside the matron, and tenderly

inquired what had happened to distress her.

“ Nothing,” replied Mrs. Corney. “ I am a foolish, excitable,

weak creetur.”

“Not weak, ma’am,” retorted Mr. Bumble, drawing his

chair a little closer. “ Are you a weak creetur, Mrs.

Corney ?
”

“ We arc all weak creeturs,” said Mrs. Comey, laying down
a general principle.

“ So we are,” said the beadle.

Nothing was said, on either side, for a minute or two
afterwards. By the expiration of that time, Mr. Bumble had
iilustrated the position by removing his left arm from the back
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of Mrs. Comey^s chair, where it had previously rested, to Mi’s.

Comey’s apron-string, round which it gradually became
entwined.

We are all weak creeturs,” said Mr. Bumble.

Mrs. Cornoy sighed.

Don’t sigh, Mrs. Corney,” said Mr. Bumble.

can’t help it,” said Mrs. Corney. And elie sighed

again.

This is a very comfortable room, ma’am,” said Mr. Bumble,

looking round. ^‘Another room and tliis, ma’am, would be a

complete thing.”

It would be too much for one,” murmured the lady.

“But not for two, ma’am,” rejoined Mr. Bumble, in soft

accents. “Eh, Mrs. Corney?”
Mrs. Corney drooped her head, wlien the beadle said this

,

the beadle drooped his, to get a view of Mrs. Corney' s face.

Mrs. Corney, vdth great propriety, turned her head away, and

released her liand to get at her pocket-handkerchief; but

insen.sibly replaced it in that of Mr. Bumble.

“The board allow you coals, don’t they, Mrs. Corney?”
inquired the beadle, affectionately pressing her hand.

“And candles,” replied Mrs. Corney, slightly returning the

pressure.

“Coals, candles, and house-rent free,” said Mr. Bumble.
“ Oh, Mrs. Corney, what a Angel you are !

”

The lady was not proof against this burst of feeling. She

sunk into ]\Ir. Bumble’s arms
;
and that g'entleman, in his

agitation, imprinted a passionate kiss upon her chaste nose.

“ Snell porochial ])erfection !
” (‘Xclaimed Mr. Bumble,

rapturously. “ You know that Mr. Slout is worse to-night,

my fascinator ?
”

“ Yes,” replied Mrs. Corney, bashfully.
“ He can’t live a week, the doctor says,” pui’suod Mr.

Bumble. “ He is the master of this establishment
;
his death

will cause a wacancy
;
that wacancy must be filled up. Oh,

Mrs. Corney, what a prospect tliis opens ! What a opx)ortunity

for a joining of hearts and housekeepings !

”

Mrs. Corney sobbed.

“The little word?” said Mr. Bumble, bending over the

bashful beauty. “ The one little, little, little v oid, my blessed

Corney ?
”

Ye—ye

—

yes !
” siglied out the matron.
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‘‘ One more,’’ pursued the beadle
;

compose your darling

feelings for only one more. When is it to come off ?

Mrs. Comey twice essayed to speak
;
and twice failed. At

length, summoning up courage, she threw her arms round

Mr. Bumblers neck, and said, it might be as soon as ever he

pleased, and that he was a irresistible duck.^’

Matters being thus amicably and satisfactorily arranged,

the contract was solemnly ratified in another teacupful of the

jieppermint mixture
;
which was rendered the more necessary,

by the flutter and agitation of the lady’s spirits. While it

was being disposed of, she acquainted IVIr. Bumble with the

old woman’s decease.

Very good,” said that gentleman, sipping his peppermint.
“ I ’ll call at Sowerberry’s as I go home, and tell him to send

to-morrow morning. Was it that as frightened you, love ?
”

It wasn’t anything particular, dear,” said the lady,

evasively.

“ It must have been something, love,” urged Mr. Bumble.
“ Won’t you tell your own B. ?

”

“Not now,” rejoined the lady; “one of these days. After

w<‘’re married, dear.”

“After we’re married!” exclaimed Mr. Bumble. “It

v asn’t any impudence from any of them male i)aupers as
”

“ No, no, love !
” intoi'posed the lady, hastily.”

“If I thought it was,” continued Mr. Bumble^ “ if I

Jl Iought as any one of ’em had dared to lift his wulgar eyes to

that lovely countenance ”

“ They wouldn’t have dared to do it, love,” responded the

lady.

“They had better not!” said Mr. Bumble, clenching his

fist. “ Let me see any man, porochial, or extra-porochial, as

would presume to do it
;
and I can tell him that he wouldn’t

do it, a second time !

”

UnembeUished by any violence of gesticulation, this miglit

hove seemed no ve^y high compliment to the lady’s charms

;

f;ut, as Mr. Bumble accompanied the threat with many warlike

^'(‘stures, she was much touched with this proof of his ciev(‘-

tiou, and protested, with great admiration, that he was indeed

a dove.

’J’lie dove then turned up his coat-ooUar, and put on his

coclced-hat ; and, having exchanged a long and affectionate

embrace with his future partner, once again braved the cold
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wind of the night : merely pausing, for a few minutes, in the

male paupers’ ward, to abuse them a little, with the view of

satis^ng himself that he could fill the office of workhouse-

master with needful acerbity. Assured of his qualifications,

Mr. Bumble left the building with a light heart, and bright

visions of his future promotion : which served ^o occupy his

mind until he reached the shop of the undertaker.

Now, Mr. and Mrs. Sowerbeny having gone out to tea and

supper : and Noah Claypole not being at any time disposed to

take upon himself a greater amount of physical exertion than

is necessary to a convenient performance of the two functions

of eating and drinking, the shop was not closed, although it

was past the usual hour of shutting-up. Mr. Bumble tapped

with his cane on the counter several times; but, attracting n<>

attention, and beholding a light shining through the glass

-

window of the little parlour at the back of the shop, he made
bold to jjeep in and see what was going forward

;
and, when

he saw what was going forward, he was not a little surprised.

Tlie cloth was laid for supper-; the table was covered with

bread and butter, i)lates, and glasses : a porter-pot, and a

wine-bottle. At the upper end of the table, Mr. Noah
Claypole lolled negligently in an easy-chair, with his legs

tlirown over one of the arms: an open clasp-knife in one

hand, and a mass of buttered bread in the other. Close besid<i

liim stood Charlotte, opening oysters from a barrel : which

l\Ir. Claypole condescended to swallow, with remarkable

avidity. A more than ordinary redness in the region of tlie

young gentleman’s nose, and a kind of fixed wink in his right

eye, denoted that he was in a sliglit degree intoxicated
;
these

symptoms were confirmed by the intense relish with which he

took liis oysters, for which nothing but a strong appreciation

of their cooling properties, in cases of internal fever, could

have sufficiently accounted.
“ Here ’s a delicious fat one, Noah, dear !

” said Charlotte
;

try him, do
;
only this one.”

“ What a delicious thing is a oyster !
” remarked Mr.

Claypole, after he had swallowed it.
** What a pity it is, a

number of ’em should ever make you feel uncomfortable;

ifc.n’t it, Charlotte ?
”

It ’s quite a cruelty,” said Cliarlotte.

So it is,” acquiesced Mr. Clayj)ole. A’n’t yer fond of

oysters ?
’
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Not ovennucli,” replied Charlotte. I like to see you

eat ’em, Noah dear, better than eating ’em myself.”

Lor’ !
” said Noah, reflectively

;
how queer !

”

‘‘Have another,” said Charlotte. “ Here ’s one with such

a beautiful, delicate beard !

”

**
I can’t manage any more,” said Noah. I ’m very sorry

Come here, Charlotte, and I ’U kiss yer.”

What !
” said Mr. Bumble, bursting into the room. “Say

that again, sir.”

Charlotte uttered a scream, and hid her face in her apron.

Mr. Claypole, without making any further change in his

position than suffering his legs to reach the ground, gazed at

the beadle in drunken terror.

“ Say it again, you wile, owdacious fellow !
” said Mr.

Bumble. “ How dare you mention such a thing, sir? And
how dare you encourage him, you insolent minx ? Kiss her I

”

exclaimed Mr. Bumble, in strong indignation. Faugh !

”

I didn’t mean to do it !
” said Noah, blubbering. She’s

always a-kissing of me, whether I like it, or not.”

‘‘Oh, Noah,” cried Charlotte, reproachfully.

“Yer are; yer Imow yer are!” retorted Noah. “She’s
always a-doing of it, Mr. Bumble, sir

;
slie fjhucks me under

the chin, please, sir
;
and makes aU manner of love !

”

“Silence!” cried Mr. Bumble, sternly. “Take yourself

down stairs, ma’am. Noah, you shut up the shop; say

another word tiU your master comes home, at your peril
;
and,

when he does come home, tell him that Mr. Bumble said he

was to send a old woman’s shell after breakfast to-morrow

morning. Do you hear, sir ? Kissing !
” cried Mr. Bumble,

holding up his hands. “ The sin and wickedness of the lower

orders in this porochial district is frightful ! If parliament

don’t take their abominable comvses under consideration, this

country’s ruined, and the character of the peasantry gone for

ever!” W^ith these words, the beadle strode, with a loft}"

and gloomy air, from the imdertaker’s premises.

And now that we have accompanied him so far on his road

home, and have made aU necessary preparations for the old

woman’s funeral, let us set on foot a few inquiries after young
Oliver Twist, and ascertain whether hfe be still lying in the

ditch where Toby Crackit left him.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

LOOKS AFTER OLIVER, AND PROCEEDS WITH HIS ADVENTCRES.

** WoLYES tear your throats !
” muttered Sikes, grinding

his teeth. ‘‘I wish I was among some of you; you’d howl
the hoarser for it.’’

As Sikes growled forth this imprecation, with the most

desperate ferocity that his desperate nature was capable of, he

rested the body of the wounded boy across his bended knee

;

and turned his head, for an instant, to look back at his

pursuers.

There was little to be made out, in the mist and darkness

;

but the loud shouting of men vibrated through the air : and

the barking of the neighbouring dogs, roused by the sound of

the alarm-bell, resounded in every direction.

“ Stop, you white-livered hound !
” cried the robber, shouting

after Toby Crackit, who, making the best use of his long legs,

was already ahead. Stop !

The repetition of the word, brought Toby to a dead stand-

still. For he was not quite satisfied that he was beyond the

range of pistol-shot
;
and Sikes was in no mood to be played

with.

“ Bear a hand with the boy,” cried Sikes, beckoning

furiously to liis confederate. Come bac k !

”

Toby made a show of returning
;
but ventured, in a low

voice, broken for want of breath, to intimate considerable

reluctance as he came slowly along.

“ Quicker !
” cried Sikes, laying the boy in a dry ditch at

his feet, and drawing a pistol from his pocket. Don’t play

booty with me.”
Aj; this moment the noise grew louder. Sikes, again looking

round, could discern that the men who had given chase were
already climbing the gate of the field in which ho stood

;
and

that a couple of dogs were some paces in advance of them.
‘‘ It ’s all up. Bill I

” cried Toby ;
“ drop the kid, and show



214 OLIVER TWIST.

em your heels/’ With this parting advice, Mr. Crackit •.

preferring the chance of being shot by his friend, to the

certainty of being taken by his. enemies : fairly turned tail,

•and darted o£P at full speed. Sikes clenched his teeth
;
took

one look round; threw over the prostrate form of Oliver, the

cape in which he had been hurriedly muffled
;
ran along tlio

front of the hedge, as if to distract the attention of those

behind, from tlie spot where the boy lay
;
paused, for a second,

before another hedge which mcjt it at right angles; and

whirling his pistol high into tlie air, cleared it at a bound, and

was gone.

“Ho, ho, there!” cried a tremulous voice in the rear.

“ l^incher ! Neptune ! Come hero, come here !

”

The dogs, who, in common with their masters, seemed to

loive no particular relish for tlie sport in which they were

o]igaged, readily answered to the command. Three men, who
1 1 ad by tliis time advanced some distance into the Held, stoj)ped

ro take counsel together.

“ My advice, or, leastways, I should say, my orders, is.’

said the fattest man of the party, “ that we ’mediately go home
«igain.”

“I am agreeable to aii3i;hing v/hieli is agreeable to Mr.

Ciles,” said a shorter man
;
who was by no means of a sKm

iigiue, and ^rlio v'as very pale in the face, and very polite : as

fi’iglitcned men frejcjuently are.

“ I shouldn’t wish to appear ill-mannered, gentlemen,”

said the third, who had called tlie dogs Lack, “Mr. Giles

ouglit to know.”
“ Certainly,” replied the shorter man

;
“ and whatever l\Ir.

Giles says, it i.sn’t our plat'o to contradict liim. No, no, T

know my sitiwation 1 Thank my stars, I know iny siliwation.”

'J’o teU the truth, the little man did seem to Ivuow his situa-

tion, and to know perhvtly well that it was by no means a

desirable one; for his teeth chattered in his head as he spoke.

“You are afraul, Brittles,” said JSlr. Giles.

“ I a’n’t,” said Brittles.

“You are,” said Giles.

“You’re a falsediood, Mr. Giles,” said Brittles.

“You’re a lie, Brittles,” said Mr. Giles.

Now, these four retorts arose from Mr. Giles’s taunt ;

50 ul Mr. Giles’s taunt had arisen from his indignation at

having the responsibility of going home again, imposed upon
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himself under cover of a compliment. The third man brought

the dispute to a close, most pliiiosoi)hically.

“ I ’U teU you what it is, gentlemen/' said he, we're all

afraid."

Speak for yourself, sir," said Mr. Giles, who was the-

palest of tlm party.

So I do," replied the man. “It's natural and proper to

be afraid, under Biich circumstances. I am."
“ So am I," said Brittles

;
only there s no call to tell a

man he is, so hounceahly."

Tliese frank admissions softened Mr. Gih's, wlio at once

owned that he wim afraid; upon which, they all tlireo faced

aljout, and ran hack again with the completest unanimity,

until Mr. Giles (who had the shortest wind (d the party, and

was encumbered with a pitchfork) most handsomely insisted

on stopping, to make an apology for liis hastiness of speech.

'‘But it’s wonderful," said Mr. Giles, wlien ho had ex-

plained, " what a man will do, when liis blood is up. I

shorJd have committed murder—T know I should—if we ’d

caught one of them rascals.’’

As the other two wore impressed witli a similar presenti-

ment
;
and as their blood, like his, had all gone down again

;

some speculation ensued upon the cause of this sudden change
in their temperament.

" I know what it was," said Mr. Giles
;
"it was the gate."

"I shouldn’t wonder if it was," exclaimed Brittlcs, catch-

ing at the idea.

"You may depend upon it," said Giles, "that that gate

stopped tlie Ilow of the excitement. 1 felt all mine suddenly

going away, as I was climhing over it."

By a remarkable coincidence, tlie other two had been visited

Math the same unpleasant sensation at that precise moment.
It was quite obvious, therefore, that it was the gate; especially

as there was no doubt regarding the time at which the change

had taken pla(;e, because ail three remembered that they had
come in siglit of the robbers at the instant of its occurrence.

This dialogue was held between the two men who had
suiq)rised the burglars, and a travelling tinker, who had been

sleeping in an outhouse, and who had been roused, together

with his two mongrel curs, to join in the pursuit. Mr. Giles

acted in the double capacity of butler and steward to the old

lady of the mansion; and Brittlcs was a lad of allwork, who.
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having entered her service a mere child, was treated as a pro-

mising young boy still, though he was something past thirty.

Encouraging each other with such converse as this
;
but,

keeping very close together, notwithstanding, and looking

apprehensively round, whenever a fresh gust rattled through

the boughs, the tliree men hurried back to a tree, behind

which they had left their lantern, lest its light should inform

the thieves in what direction to fire. Catching up the light,

they made the best of their way home, at a good round trot

;

and long after their dusky forms had ceased to be discernible,

it might have been seen twinkling and dancing in the distance,

like some exhalation of the damp and gloomy atmosphere

through which it was swiftly borne.

The air grew colder, as day came slowly on
;
and the mist

rolled along the ground like a dense cloud of smoke. The
grass was wet

;
the pathways, and low places, were all mire

and water
;
and the damp breath of an unwholesome wind

'went languidly by, with a hollow moaning. Still, Oliver lay

motionless and insensible on the spot where Sikes had left him.

Morning drew on apace. The air became more sharp and

piercing, as its first dull hue : the death of night, rather than

the birth of day : glimmered faintly in the sky. The objects

which had looked dim and terrible in the darkness, grew
more and more defined, and gradually resolved into their

famihar shapes. The rain came down, thick and fast, and
pattered, noisily, among the leafless bushes. But, Oliver felt

it not, as it beat against him
;
for he still lay stretched, help-

less and unconscious, on his bed of clay.

At length, a low cry of pain broke the stiUness that pre-

vailed
;
and uttering it, the boy awoke. His left arm, rudely

bandaged in a shawl, hung heavy and useless at his side

:

and the bandage was saturated with blood. He was so weak,

that he could scarcely raise himself into a sitting posture

;

when he had done so, he looked feebly round for help, and

groaned with pain. Trembling in every joint, from cold and
exhaustion, he made an effort to stand upright; but, shudder-

ing from head to foot, fell prostrate on the ground.

After a short return of the stupor in which he had been so

long plunged, Oliver: urged by a creeping sickness at his

heart, which seemed to warn him that if he lay there, he must
surely die

:
got upon his feet, and essayed to w^alk. His

head was dizzy, and he staggered to and fro like a drunken
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man. But he kept up, nevertheless, and, with his head

drooping languidly on his breast, went stumbling onward, he

knew not whither.

And now, hosts of bewildering and confused ideas came

crowding on his mind. He seemed to be still walking

between Sikes and Crackit, who were angrily disputing : for

the very words they said, sounded in his ears
;
and when he

caught his own attention, as it were, by making some violent

effort to save himself from falling, he found that he was talk-

ing to them. Then he was alone with Sikes, plodding on, as

they had done, the previous day; and as shadowy people

passed them, he felt the robber’s grasp upon his wTist.

Suddenly, he started back a.t the report of fire-arms; and

there rose into the air, loud cries and shouts
;
lights gleamed

before his eyes
;
and all was noise and tumult, as some un-

seen hand bore him hurriedly away. Through all these

rapid visions, there ran an undefined, uneasy consciousness

of pain, which wearied and tormented him, incessantly.

Thus he staggered on, creeping, almost mechanically,

between the bars of gates, or through hedge-gaps as they

came in his way, until he reached a road. Here the rain

began to fall, so heavily, that it roused him.

He looked about, and saw that at no great distance there

was a house, which perhaps he could reach. Pitying his

condition, they might have compassion on him
;
and if they

did not, it would be better, he thought, to die near human
beings, than in the lonely, open fields. Ho summoned up all'

his strength for one last trial
;
and bent his faltering steps

towards it.

As he drew nearer to this house, a feeling came over him
that he had seen it before. He remembered nothing of its

details
;
but the shape and aspect of the building seemed

familiar to him.

That garden wall ! On the grass inside he had fallen on
his knees last night, and prayed the two men’s mercy. It

was the very same house they had attempted to rob.

Oliver felt such fear come over bim when he recognised
the place, that, for the instant, he forgot the agony of his

wound, and thought only of flight. Flight ! He could

scarcely stand; and if he were hi full possession of all

the best powers of his slight and youthful frame, whither
could he fly ? He pushed against the garden-gate

;
it was
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unlocked, and Kwini^ open on its hinges. He tottered aoross

the lawn
;
climbed tlie steps

;
knocked faintly at the door

;

and, his whole strength failing him, sunk down against one

of the pillars of the little portico.

It happened that about this time, Mr. Giles, Brittles, and

the tinker, were recruiting themselves, after the fatigues and

terrors of the night, with tea and sundries, in the kitchen.

Not that it was Mr. Giles’s habit to admit to too great

familiarity the humbler servants : towards whom it was
i-ather his wont to deport himself with a lofty affability,

wkich, while it gratified, could not fail to remind them of his

superior position in society. But, death, fires, and burglary,

make all men equals
;
so Mr. Giles sat with his legs stretched

out before the kitchem fender, leaning his left arm on the

table, while, with his right, he illustrated a circumstantial

and minute account of the robbery, to which his hearers (but

‘specially the cook and housemaid, who were of the imvty)

listened with ])r(^athless interest.

“It was about half-past two,’' said Mr. Giles, “or I

wouldn’t swear that it mightn’t have bec'U a little nearer

tliree, when I woke np, and, turning round in my bed, as it

might bo so, (hero Mr, Giles turned round in his chair, and

j allied the corner of the table-cloth over him to imitate bed-

clothes,) I fancied I heord a noise.”

At this point of the narrative the cook turned pale, and
asked the housemaid to sliiit the door, who asked Brittles,

who asked the tinker, wlio pi'etonded not to hear.
“ —rlleerd a noise,” continued Mr. Giles. “I says, at

first, ‘ This is illusion
;

’ and was composing myself off to

bleep, when I heerd the nf)isc again, distinct.”

“ What sort of a noise ? ” asked the cook.

“A kind of a busting noise,” replied Mr. Giles, looking

round him.
“ IMoro lilm the noise of powdering an iron bar on a nut-

meg-grater,” suggested Brittles,

“It was, when you lujerd it, sir,” rejoined Mr. Giles;
“ but, at this time, it had a busting sound. I turned down
the clothes

;

” continued Giles, rolling back the table-cloth,

“ sat ux) in bed
;
and listened.”

The cook and housemaid simultaneously ejaculated “Lor !”

and drew their chairs closer together.

heerd it now, quite apparent,” resumed Mr. Giles.
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** * Somebody,’ I Fays, * is forcing of a door, or window

;

what ’s to be done I ’ll call up that poor lad, Brittles, and

save him from being murdered inliisbed; or his throat,’ I

says, ^ may be cut from his light ear to his left, without his

ever knowing it.’”

Here, all eyes were turned upon Brittles, who fixed his

upon the speaker, and stared at him, ith his mouth wide

open, and his face expressive of the most unmitigated horror.

1 tossed off tlie clothes,” said Giles, throwing a^\ay the

table-cloth, and looking very hard at tlie cook and housemaid,

“ got softly out of bed
;
drew on a pair of

—

”

** Ladies present, IMr. Giles,” murmured the tinker.

“— Oi shoes, sir,” said Giles, turning upon him, and lay-

ing gi'eat emphasis on the word; ^‘seized the loaded pisbd

that (ilwa^'S goes up stairs with the plate-basket; and walloMl

on tip-toes to his room. ^ Brittles,’ I says, when I had ut ke
111 in, ‘ don’t be frightened !

’ ”

S(^ you did,” observed Brittles, in a low voice.

We ’re dead men, I think, Brittles,’ I says,” continued

Giles
;

“
' but don’t be frightened.’

”

1F<75 he frightened?” asked the cook.
“ Not a bit of it,” reidied Mr. Giles. lie was as him

—

all
!
pretty near as firm as I was.”

“ 1 should have died at once, I ’m sure, if it had been me,”
observed the housemaid.

^Wou ’re a woman,” retorted Brittles, plucking up a little.

Brittles is rigid,” said Mr. Giles, nodding his head,

approvingly; “from a woman, iiotliing else was to be

expected. We, being men, took a dark lantern, that was
standing on Brittlcs’s hob

;
and groped our way down i=;tairs

in tlie pitch dark,—as it might he so.”

T'lr. Giles had risen from liis seat, and taken two steps with
his eyes shut, to accompany his description with appropriate

action, when lie started violently, in common with the rest of

tlie company, and hurried back to his chair. The cook and
housemaid screamed.

“It was a knock,” said Mr. Giles, assuming perfect

serenity. “ Open the door, somebody.”
Nobody moved.
“ It seems a strange sort of a tiling, a knoek coming at

such a time in the morning,” said i\lr. Giles, surveying the
pale faces wliich surrounded him, and looking very blank
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himself; *^hut the door must be opened* Do you hear,

somebody?”
Mr. Giles, as he spoke, looked at Brittles

;
but that young

man, being naturally modest, probably considered himself

nobody, and so held that the inquiry could not have any
application to him

;
at all events, he tendered no reply. Mr.

Giles directed an appealing glance at the tinker
;
but he had

suddenly fallen asleep. The women were out of the question.

If Brittles would rather open the door, in the presence of

witnesses,” said Mr. Giles, after a short silence, ‘‘ I am ready
to make one.”

So am I,” said the tinker, waking up, as suddenly as he
had fallen asleep.

Brittles capitulated on these terms
;
and the party being

somewhat re-assured by the discovery (made on throwing open
the shutters) that it was now broad day, took their way up
stairs

;
with the dogs in front

;
and the two women, who

vrere afraid to stay below, bringing up the rear. By the

advice of Mr. Giles, they all talked very loud, to warn any evil-

disposed person outside, that they were strong in numbers

;

and by a master-stroke of policy, originating in the brain of

the same ingenious gentleman, the dogs’ tails were well

pinched, in the hall, to make them bark savagely.

These precautions having been taken, Mr. Giles held on
fast by the tinker’s arm (to prevent his running away, aa he
pleasantly said), and gave the word of command to open the
door. Brittles obeyed

;
the group, peeping timorously over

each other’s shoulders, beheld no more formidable object than
poor little OHver Twist, speechless and exhausted, who raised

his heavy eyes, and mutely solicited their compassion.

“A boy!” exclaimed Mr, Giles, valiantly pushing the
tinker into the background. ** What ’s the matter with the—eh ?—Why—Brittles—look here—don’t you know ?

”

Brittles, who had got behind the door to open it, no sooner
saw Oliver, than he uttered a loud cry. Mr, Giles, seizing

the boy by one leg and one arm (fortunately not the broken
limb) lugged him straight into the ball, and deposited him at

full length on the floor thereof.

Here he is !
” bawled Giles, calling, in a state of great

excitement, up the staircase
;

“ here ’s one of the thieves,

ma’am ! Here ’s a thief, miss ! Wounded, miss ! I shot

him, miss; and Brittles held the light.”
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«—In a lantern, miss,*' cried Brittles, applying his hand

to the side of his mouth, so that his voice might travel the

better.

The two women-servants ran up stairs to carry the intelli-

gence that Mr. Giles had captured a rf>bber
;
and the tinker

busied himself in endeavouring to restore Oliver, lest he
should die before he could be hanged. In the midst of all

this noise and commotion, there was heard a sweet female

voice, which quelled it in an instant.

Giles !
” whispered the voice from the stair-head.

I *m here, miss,” replied Mr. Giles. “ Don’t be frightened,

miss
;

I ain’t much injured. He didn’t make a very desperate

resistance, miss ! I was soon too many for him.”

Hush !
” replied the young lady

;
you frighten my aunt,

as much as the thieves did. Is the poor creature much hurt ?”

Wounded desperate, miss,” replied Giles, with indescrib-

able complacency.

^'He looks as if he was a-going, miss,” bawled Brittles, in

the same manner as before. Wouldn’t you like to come and
look at him, miss, in case he should ?

”

“ Hush, pray
;
there ’s a good man !

” rejoined the young
lady. Wait quietly one instant, while I speak to aunt.”

With a footstep as soft and gentle as the voice, the speaker

tripped away. She soon returned, with the direction that the

wounded person was to be carried, carefully, up stairs to Mr.
Giles’s room

;
and that Brittles was to saddle the pony and

betake himself instantly to Chertsey
;
from which place, he

was to despatch, with all speed, a constable and doctor.

But won’t you take one look at him, first, miss?” asked
Mr, Giles, with as much pride as if Oliver were some bird of

rare plumage that he had skilfully* brought down. Not one
little peep, miss ?

”

‘‘Not now for the world,” replied the young lady. Poor
fellow ! Oh ! treat him kindly, Giles, for my sake !

”

The old servant looked up at the speaker as she turned
away, with a glance as proud and admiring as if she had been
bis own child. Then, bending over Oliver, ho helped to carry
him up stairs, with the care and solicitude of a w oman.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

HAS AN INTRODUCTORY ACCOUNT OF THE INMATES OF THE HOUSE,

TO WHICH OLIVER RESORTED.

In a handsome room : though its furniture had rather the

air of old-fashioned comfort, than of modern elegance : there

sat two ladies at a well-spread breakfast-table. Mr. Giles

dressed with scrupulous care in a full suit of black, was in

attendance upon them. He had taken his station some half-

way between the sideboard and the brealdast-taljle
;
and, wdtli

his body drawn up to its full height, his head thrown back,

and inclined the merest trifle on one side, liis left leg advanced,

and his right hand thrust into his waistcoat, while his left

huDg down by his side, grasping a waiter, looked like one

V ho laboured under a very agreeable sense of his own merits

and importance.

Of the two ladies, one was well advanced in years
;
but the

high-backed oaken chair in which she sat, was not more

upright than she. Dressed with the utmost nicety and pre-

( ision, in a quaint mixture of by-gone costume, with some

slight concessions to the prevailing taste, which rather served

to point the old style pleasantly than to impair its effect, sh(^

sat, in a stately manner, with her hands folded on the table

before her. Her eyes (and age had dimmed but little ol

their brightness), were attentively fixed upon her young com-

panion.

The younger lady was in the lovely bloom and spring-time

of womanhood
;

at that age, when, if ever angels be for God s

good purposes enthroned in mortal forms, they may be, with-

out impiety, supposed to abide in such as hers.

She was not past seventeen. Cast in so slight and exquisite

a mould
;
so mild and gentle

;
so pure and beautiful

;
that

earth seemed not her element, nor its rough creatures her fit

rompQuions. The vrery intelligence that shone in her dec])

blue eye, and was stamped upon her noble head, seemed
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scarcely of her age or of the world
;
and yet the changing

expression of sweetness and good humour, the thousand lights

tliat played about the face, and left no shadow thore
;
above

all, the smile, the cheerful, happy smile, were made for

Home, and fireside peace and haj'piiiess.

Sho was busily engaged in the little offices of the table.

Chancing to raise her eyes as the eldcT lady was regarding

her, she playfully put back her hair, which was simply braided

on her forehead
;
and threw into her beaming look, such an

expression of affection and artless loveliness, tliat blessed

spirits might have smiled to look upon her.

“ And Brittlea has been gone, upwards of an hour, has

he ? ” asked the old lady, after a pause.

^^An hour and twelve minutes, ma’am/’ replied Mr. Giles,

referring to a silver watch, which ho drew forth by a black

ribbon.

“ He is always slow,” remarked tlie old lady.

‘‘ Brittles always was a slow boy, ma’am,” replic'd the

attendant. And seeing, by-tlie-by, that Brittles liad been a

slow bby for upwards of thirty years, there appeared no great

probability of his ever being a fast one.
‘‘ He gets worse instead of better, I think,” said the elder

“It is very inexcusable in him if ho stops to play with any

other ])05"s,” said the young lady, smiling.

Mr. Giles was apparently con.sidering the propriety of

indulging in a respectfid smile himself, when a. gig drove up
to tlio garden-gate

;
out of which, there jumped a fat genth^-

maii, who ran straigJit up to the door : and who, getting

ouickly into the house by some mysterious process, burst into

the room, and nearly overturned Mr. Giles and the breakfast-

tvihle together.
“ I never lieard of such a thing !

” exclaimed the fat gentle-

man. My dear Mrs. Maylie—bless my soul—in the silence

of niglit, too—I never heard of such a thing !

”

With these expressions of condolence, tlio fat gentleman
^hook liands with both ladies, and effawing up a chair,

impiircd how they found themselves.
“ You ought to be dead

;
positively dead with the fright,”

f^ald tlic fat g(‘ntleman. “ Why didn’t you send ? Bless mo, my
niaii should liave come in a minute

;
and so would I

;
and my

assistant would have been deliglitod
;
or an^’body, 1 ’m sure.
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under such circumstance!^. Dear, dear \ So unexpected ! In

the silence of night, too !

The doctor seemed especially troubled by the fact of the

robbery having been unexpected
;
and attempted in the uiglit-

time ; as if it were the established custom of gentlemen in

the housebreaking way to ti'ansact business at noon, and to

make an appointment, by the twopenny post, a day or two
previous.

“And you, Miss Hose,” said the doctor, turning to the

young lady, “I ”

“ Oh ! very much so, indeed,” said Rose, interrupting him;
“ but there is a poor creature up stairs, whom aunt wishes you
to see.”

“Ah! to be sure,” replied the doctor, “so there is. That

was your handiwork, Giles, I understand.”

Mr. Giles, who had been feverishly putting the tea-cups to

rights, blushed very red, and smd that he had had that honour.

^‘Honour, eh?” said the doctor; “well, I don’t know;
perhaps it ’s as honourable to hit a thief in a back kitchen, as

to hit your man at twelve paces. Fancy tliat he fii’ed in the

air, and you ’ve fought a duel, Giles.”

Mr. Giles, who thouglit this light treatment of the matter,

an unjust attempt at diminisliing bis glory, answered respect-

fully, that it was not for the like of him to judge about that

;

but he rather thought it was no joke to the opposite party.

“ Gad that ’s true !
” said the doctor, “ Where is he ?

Sliow me the way. I ’ll look in again, as I come down, Mrs.

Maylie. That ’s the little window that he got in at, eh ? Well,

I couldn’t have believedjt !

”

‘Talking all the way, he followed Mr. Giles up stairs; and

v^hile he is going Tip stairs, the reader may be informed, that

Mr. Losberno, a sTirgeon in the neighbourhood, known through

a circuit of ten miles round as “ the doctor,” had grown fat,

more from good humour than from good living : and was as

kind and heart)% and vdthal as eccentric an old bachelor, as

will bo found m five times that space, by any explorer alive.

The do(dor was absent, inucb longer tliau either he or the

ladies had anticipated. A large flat box was fetched out of

tlio gig
;
and a bed-room bell was rung very often

;
and the

servants ran up and down stairs perpetually
;

from which
tokens it was justly concluded that something important was
going on above. At length he returned

;
and in reply to an
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anxious inquiry after his patient, looked very mysterious, and

closed the door, carefully.

“ This is a very extraordinary'- thing, Mrs. Maylie,” said tho

doctor, standing with his back to the door, as if to keej) it shut.

Ho is not in danger, I hope ? ” said the old lady.

'‘Why, that would Jiot be an extraordinary thing, under

the circumstances,” repbed the doctor; though I don't think

he is. Have you seen this thief?”

"No,” rejoined the old lady.

‘‘Nor heard dnytliing about him ?

”

" No.”

I beg your pardon, ma'am,” interposed Mr. Giles; *^but 1

was going to tell you about him when Doctor Losberne

came in.”

The fact was, that Mr. Giles had not, at first, been able to

bring his mind to the avowal, that he had only shot a boy.

Such commendiitions had been bestowed upon liis bravery, that

he could not, for the life of him, help postponing the explana-

tion for a few delicious minutes; during which he had
fiourished, in the very zenith of a brief reputation for un-

daunted courage.
“ Rose wished to see the man,” said Mrs. Maylie, but I

wouldn’t hear of it.”

" Humph !
” rejoined the doctor. “ There is nothing very

alarming in his appearance. Have you any objection to see

him in my presence ?
”

If it be necessary,” replied the old lady, certainly not.”
“ Then I thinlc it is necessary,” said the doctor

;
"at aU

events, I am quite sure that you would deeply regret not

having done so, if you postponed it. He is perfectly quiet

and comfortable now. Allow me—Miss Rose, will you permit
me ? Not the slightest fear, I pledge you my honour !

”

O.T.
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CHAPTER XXX.

RELATES WHAT OLIVER’S NEW VISITORS THOUGHT OP HIM.

With many loquacious assurances that they would be

a^eeably surprised in the aspect of the criminal, the doctor

drew the young lady’s arm through one of his
;
and offering

liis disengaged hand to Mrs. Maylie, led them, with much
ceremony and stateliness, up stairs.

‘‘Now,” said the doctor, in a whisper, as he softly turned

the handle of a bed-room door, let us hear what you think

of him. He has not been shaved very recently, but he don’t

look at all ferocious notwithstanding. Stop, though ! Let

me first see that he is in visiting order.”

Stepping before them, he looked into the room. Motioning

them to advance, he dosed the door when the}^ had entered
;

and gently drew bade tlie curtains of the bed. Ux^on it, in

lieu of the dogged, black-visaged ruffian they had expected to

behold, there lay a mere child worn with pain and exhaustion,

and sunk into a deep sleep. His wounded arm, bound and
sx^lintered uji, was crossed u^ion his breast

;
his head reclined

ujx)!! tlie otlier arm, wliich was half hidden by his long hair,

as it streamed over the jiillow.

The honest gentleman held the curtain in his hand, and
looked on, for a minute or so, in silence. Whilst he w'as

\vatching the patient thus, the younger lady glided softly

])ast
;
and seating herself in a chair by the bedside, gathered

Oliver’s hair from his face. As she stooped over him, her

tears fell ux)on liis forehead.

The hoy stirred, and smiled in his sleej), as though these

marks of ^utv and compassion had awakened some jdoasant

dream of a love and allectioii ho had never known. Thus, a

strain of g<mtle music, or the rippling of water in a silent

place, or the odour of a flower, or even the mention of a

familiar word, will sometimes call up sudden dim remem-
brances of scenes that never were, in this life ; wiiiiii vaaish
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like a breath
;
which some brief memory of a hapj^ier exi^^t-

enoe, long gone by, would seem to have awakened
;
which no

voluntary exertion of the mind can ever recal.

What can this mean ? exclaimed the elder lady. This

poor child can never have been the pupil of robbers

!

“ Vice,^’ sighed the surgeon^ replacing the curtain, “ takes

up her abode in many temples ; and who can sa}^ that a fair

outside shall not enshrine her ?

“ But at so early an ago !
” urged Kose.

“ My dear young lady/’ rejoined the surgeon, tnournfiiily

sliaking his head; “crime, like death, is not coniined to the

old and witliered alone. The youngest and fairest are too

ohcn its chosen victims.”
'

‘ But, can you—oh ! can you really believe that this delicate

boy has been the voluntary associate of the worst outctists of

society?” said Rose.

The surgeon slidok his head, in a manner which intimated

that he feared it was very possible
;
and observing that the\

might disturb tlie patient, led the way into an adjoining

apartment.
“ But even if he has been wicked,” pursued Rose, “think

how young he is; think that he may never have known a

motlier’s love, or the comfort of a home
;
and that ill-usage

aud blows, or the w'ant of bread, may have driven liim to

herd with men w’ho have forced him to guilt. Aunt, detir

aunt, for mercy’s sake, thinli: of this, before you let them drag

tills sick child to a prison, which in any case must be the

grave of all his chances of amendment. Oh ! as you love me,
and know’ that I have never felt the want of parents in your

goodness and affection, hut that I might have done so, ami
might have been equally helpless and unprotected with this

poor child, have pity uj)on him before it is too late !

”

“ My dear love I
” said the elder lady, as she folded the

Aveopiug girl to her bosom, “ do you think I would harm a

hair of his head ?
”

“ Oh,^ no !
” replied Rose, eagerly.

“No, surely,” said the old lady; “my days are drawing
to their close ; and may mercy be shown to me as I show it

to others ! What can I do to save him, sir ?
”

“ Let me think, ma’am,” said the doctor
;

“ let me think.”

Mr. Losberne thrust his hands into his pockets, and took
several turns up and down the room : often stopping, and
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balancing himself on his toes, and frowning frightfully. Afier

various exclamations of I Ve got it now and '‘no, 1

haven’t,” and as many renewals of tjie walking and frowning,

he at length made a dead halt, and spoke as follows

:

" I think if you give me a fidl and unlimited commission

to bully Giles, and that little boy, Brittles, I can manage it

He is a faithful fellow and an old servant, I know
;
but you

can mako it up to him in a thousand ways, and reward him for

being such a good shot besides. You don’t object to that ?
”

“ Unless there is some other way of preserving the child,”

replied Mrs. Maylio.

There is no other,” said the doctor. "No other, take my
word for it.”

" Then my aunt invests you with full power,” said Rose,

smiling through her tears; "but pray don’t be harder upon

the poor fellows than is indispensably necessary.”

"You seem to think,” retorted the doctor, "that every

body is disposed to be hard-hearted to-day, except yourself,

Miss Rose. I only hope, for the sake of the rising male sex

generally, that you may be found in as vulnerable and soft-

hearted a mood by the first eligible 3ming fellow who appeals

to your compassion
;
and I wdsh I were a young fellow, that

I might avail myself, on tlie sj)ot, of such a favourable

opporttmit^" for doing so, as the present.”

"You are as great a boy as poor Brittles himself,” returned

Rose, blushing.

"Well,” said the doctor, laughing heartily, " that is no

very difficult matter. But to return to this boy. The great

point of our agreement is yet to come. He vdll w^ake in an

hour or so, I dare say
;
and although I have told that thick-

headed constable-fellow down stairs that he mustn’t be moved
or spoken to, on peril of his life, I think we may converse

vdth him without danger. Now, I make this stipulation

—

that I shall examine him in your presence, and that, if, from

v\diat he says, "sve judge, and I can show to the satisfaction of

your cool reason, that he is a real and thorough bad one

(which is more than j)ossible), he shall be left to his fate,

without any farther interference on my j)art, at all events.”
" Oh no, aunt !

” entreated Rose.
" Oh yes, aunt !

” said the doctor. " Is it a bargain ?
”

" He cannot be hardened in vice,” said Rose
;

" it is

impossible.”
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*^Very good,” retorted tlic doctor; ^‘then so much tlie

more reason ibr acceding to my proposition.”

Finally, the treaty was entered into
;
and the parties there-

unto, sat down to wait, with some impatience, until Oliver

should awake.

The patience of the twn ladies wns destined to undergo a

longer trial than Mr. Losborue had led them to expect
;
for

hour after hour passed on, and still Oliver slumbered heavily.

It was evening, indeed, before the kind-hearted doctor brought

them the intelligence, that he was at length sufiicientiy

restored to be spoken to. The boy was very ill, he said, and

weak from the loss of blood
;
but his mind was so troubled

with anxiety to disclose something, that he deemed it better

to give him the opportunity, than to insist upon lus remain-

ing quiet until next morning : which he should otherwise

have done.

The conference was a long one. Oliver told them all his

simple history, and was often compelled to stop, by pain and

want of strength. It was a solemn thing, to hear, in the

darkened room, the feeble voice of the sick child recounting

a weary catalogue of evils and calamities which hard men
had brought upon him. Oh ! if, when we oppress and grind

our fellow-creatures, we bestowed but one thought on the

(lark evidences of human error, which, like dense and hea\y
clouds, are rising, slou ly it is true, but not less surely, to

Heaven, to pour their after-vengeance on our heads
;

if we
heard but one instant, in imagination, the deep testimony of

dead men’s voices, which no jiower can stifle, and no pride

shut out
;
where would be the injury and injustice, the

suffering, misery, cruelty, and wrong, that each day’s life

brings with it

!

Oliver’s pillow was smoothed by gentle hands that night

;

and loveliness and virtue watched him as he slept. He felt

calm and happy, and could have died without a murmur.
The momentous interview was no sooner concluded, and

Oliver composed to rest again, than the doctor, after wiping
his eyes, and condemning them for being weak all at once,

betook himself down stairs to open upon Mr. Giles. And
finding nobody about the parlours, it occurred to him, that

he could perhaps originate the proceedings with better effect

in the kitchen
;
so into the kitchen he went.

There were assembled, in that lower house of the domestic
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parliament, the women-servants, Mr. Brittles, Mr. Giles, the

tinker (who had received a special invitation to regale himseL

for the remainder of the day, in consideration of his services),

and the constable. The latter gentleman had a large staff,

a large head, large features, and large half-boots
;
and he

looked as if he had been taking a proportionate allowance of

ale—as indeed he had.

The adventures of the previous night, were still under dis-

cussion; for Mr. Giles was exj^atiating upon his presence of

mind, when the doctor entered
;
and Mr. Brittles, with a mug

of ale in his hand, was corroborating everything, before his

superior said it.

Sit still,” saidvthe doctor, waving his hand.
“ Thank you, sir,” said Mr. Giles. “ Misses wished some

ale to be given out, sir
;
and as I felt no ways inclined for

my own little room, sir, and was disposed for company, I am
taking mine among ’em here.”

Brittles headed a low murmur, by which the ladies and

gentlemen generally, were understood to express the gratifi-

cation they derived from Mr. Giles’s condescension. Mr.

Giles looked round with a patronising air, as much as to

say, that so loug as they behaved properly, he would never

desert them.
‘‘ How is the patient to-night, sir ? ” asked Giles.

So-so
;

” returned the doctor. I am afraid you have

got yourself into a scrape there, Mr. GHes.”

“I hope you don’t mean to say, sir,” said Mr. Giles,

trembling, “ that he ’s going to die. If I tlipught it, I

should never be happy again. I wouldn’t cut a boy off

:

no, not even Brittles here : not for aU the plate in the

c^ounty, sir.”

“That’s not the point,” said the doctor, mysteriously
“ Mr. Giles, are you a Protestant?

”

“ Yes, sir, I hope so,” faltered Mr. Giles, who had turned

rery pale.

“And what are you^ boy?” said the doctor, turning sharply

ui)on Brittles.

“ Lord bless me, sir !
” replied Brittles, starting violently

;

“ I ’m—the same as Mr. Giles, sir.”

“ Then tell me this,” said the doctor, “ both of you—both
of you ! Are you going to take upon yourselves to swear

that that boy up stairs is the boy that was put through the
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little window last night? Out with it! Come! We are

prex)ared for j^ou

!

Tlie doctor, who was universally considered one of the best-

tempered creatures on earth, made this demand in such a

dreadful tone of anger, that Giles and Brittles, who were*

considerably muddled by ale and excitement, stared at each

Ollier in a state of stupefaction.

“ Pay attention to the reply, constable, will you ? ” said

the doctor, shaking his forefinger with great solemnity of

manner, and tapping the bridge of his nose with it, to

bespeak the exercise of that worthy’s utmost acutenesa

Something may come of this, before long.”

The constable looked as wise as he could, and took up his

statf of office: which had been reclining indolently in the

chimney-corner.
“ It ’s a simple question of identity, you will observe,”

said tlie doctor.

‘^That’s what it is, sir,” replied the constable, coughing
with great violence

;
for he had finished his ale in a hurry,

and some of it had gone the wrong way.
“Here’s a house broken into,” said the doctor, “and a

couple of men catch one moment’s glimpse of a boy, in the
midst of gunpowder-smoke, and in all the distraction of alaiau
and darkness. Here’s a boy comes to that very same house,
next morning, and because he happens to have his arm tied

up, these men lay violent hands upon him.; by doing which,
tlic}' place his lih' in great danger, and swear he is the thief,

biou, tlie question is, whether these men are justified by the
faet

;
if not, in wdiat situation do they place themselves ?

”

The constable nodded profoundly. He said, if that wasn’t
law, he w^ould be glad to know what was.

“I ask you again,” thundered the doctor, “are you, on
your solemn oaths, able to identify that boy? ”

Brittles looked doubtfully at Mr. Giles
;
Mr. Giles looked

doubtfully at Brittles
;
the constable put his hand behind his

<5ar, to catch the reply
;

the two women and the tinker leant
forward to listen

; and the doctor glanced keenly round
;
w'heu

a ring w^as heard at the gate, and at the same moment, the
sound of wheels.

It 8 the runners !
” cried Brittles, to all appearance much

relieved.

The what !
” exclaimed the doctor, aghast in bis turn.
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The Bow-street officers, sir,” replied Brittles, taking up
a candle; ** me and Mr. Giles sent for ’em this morning.”

** What !
” cried the doctor.

** Yes,” replied Brittles
;

I sent a message up by the

coachman, and I only wonder they weren’t here before, sir.”

You did, did you ? Then confound your—slow coachea

down here; that’s all,” said the doctor, walking away.
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CHAPTER XXXI

INVOLVES A CRITICAL POSITION.

‘‘Who’s that?” inquired Brittles, opening the door a

little way, with the chain up, and pooping out, shading the

candle with his hand.

Open the door,” readied a man outside
;

“ it ’s the officers

from Bow-street, as was sent to, to-day.”

Much comforted by this assurance, Brittles opened the

door to its full width, and confronted a portly man in a- great-

coat : who walked in, without saying anything more, and

wiped his shoes on the mat, as coolly as if he lived there.

“Just send somebody out to relieve my mate, will you,

young man?” said the officer; “he’s in the gig, a-minding

the prad. Have you got a coach ’us hero, that you could j)ut

it up ill, for five or ten minutes ?
”

Brittles replying in the affirmative, and pointing out the

building, the portly man stejiped back to the garden-gate, and

lielped his companion to put up the gig; while Brittles

lighted them in, in a state of great admiration. This done,

they returned to the house : and, being shown into a parlour,

took off their great -coats and hats, and showed like what they

were.

The man who had knocked at tlie door, was a stout person-

age of middle height, aged about fifty : wdth shiny black hair,

cropped pretty close
;

half-whiskers, a round face, and sharp
eyes. The other was a red-headed, bony man, in top-boots

;

with a rather ill-favoured countenance, and a turned-up,

sinister-looking, nose.
“ TeU your governor that Blathers and Duff is here, wdll

you?” said the stouter man, smoothing dovui his hair, and
laying a pair of handcuffs on the table. “ Oh ! Good evening,
master. Can I have a word or two -with you in private, if

you please ?
”

This was addressed to Mr. Losherne, who now made his
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appoaranco : that geutleiiian. motioiuTig Brlttles to retiris,

brought in the two ladies, and shut the door.

This is the lady of tlie house,” said Mr. Losbeme, motion-

ing towards Mrs. Maylie.

Mr. Blathers made a bow. Being desired to sit down, he

put his hat on the floor, and taking a chair, motioned Duff to

do the same. The latter gentleman, who <lid not appear quite

80 much accustomed to good society, or quite so inucli at liis

ease in it—one of the two—seated himself, after undergoing

several muscular affections of the limbs, and forced the head

of his stick into liis mouth, with some embarrassment.

Now, with regard to this here robbery, master,” said

Blathers. Wliat are the circ.umstances ?
”

Mr. Losberne who app(;ared desirous of gaining time,

recounted them at great length', and with much circum'-

locution. Messrs. Blathers and Duff looked very knowing
meanwhile, and occa‘<ionally exchanged a nod.

I can’t say for < ertain, till I see the work, of course,’'

said Blathers; “but my opinion at once is,—I don’t mind
committing myself to that extent,—that this wasn’t done by a

yokel; eh, Dull'?”

“Certainly not,” replied Duff.

“ And, translating the word yokel for the benefit of the

ladies, I apprehend your meaning to be, that this attempt was
not made by a countiwman ? ” said Mr. Losberne, with a

smile.

“That’s it, master,” replied Blathers. “This is all about

the robbery, is it ?
”

“ All,” replied the doctor.

“Now, what is this, about this here boy that the servants

are a-talking on ? ” said Blatliers.

“Nothing at all,” replied the doctor. “One of the

frightened servants chose to take it into his head, that he had
something to do with tins attempt to break into the house

;

but it ’s nonsense : sheer absurdity.”
“ Wery easy dlspo.sed of, if it is,” remarked Duff.

“What he says, is quite correct,” observed Blathers,

nodding his head in a coutirmatory \N'ay, and playing carelessly

with the handcuffs, ns if they were a pair of castanets.

“M’Tio is the boy? What account does he give of liimself ?

Where did he come from ? lie didn’t drop out of the clouds*

did ho, master ?
”
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'‘Of course not,” replied the doctor, with a nervous i^lance

at the two ladies. “I know his whole history; but we can

talk about that presently. You would *like, first, to see the

]/la< 3e where the thieves made their attempt, I suppose ?

Certainly,” rejoined Mr. Blathers. ‘‘ We had better

inspect the premises first, and examine the servants arter-

wards. That ’s the usual way of doin<^ business.”

Lights were then procured
;
and Messrs. Blathers and Duff,

attended by the native constable, Brittles, Giles, and every-

body else in short, went into the little room at the end of the

passage and looked out at the window; and trfterwards went

round by way of the lawm, and looked in at the window
;
and

after that, had a candle handed out to inspect the shutter

with
;
and after that, a lantern to trace the footsteps with

;

and after that, a pitchfork to poke the bushes with. This

done, amidst the breathless interest of all behold e3rs, they came
in again

;
and Mr. Giles and Brittles were put tlirfuigh a

melodramatic representation of their share in the previous

night’s adventures : which they performed some six times

over: contradicting each other, in not more than one impor-

tant respect, the first time, and in not more thun a dozen the

last. This consummation being arrived at, Blatluas and Duff

cleared the room, and held a long council togetlu'r (Compared

with which, for secrecy and solemnity, a consultation of great

<loctors on the knottiest point in medicine, would be mere
cliild’s xday.

Meanwhile, the doctor walked up and down the next room
in a very uneasy state

;
and Mrs. Maylie and Rose looked on,

with anxious faces.

Ujion my word,” he said, making a halt after a great

number of very rax)ifl turns, ‘‘ I hardly know what to do.”

“Surely,” said Rose, “the poor child’s story, faithfully

rejieated to these men, wdll be sufficient to exonerate him.”
“ I doubt it, my dear young lady,” said the doctor, shaking

his head. “ I don’t think it would exonerate him, either with

them, or with legal functionaries of a higher grade. MTiat is

he, after all, they wmuld say? A run-away. Judged by
mere worldly considerations and probabilities, his story is a
very doubtful one.”

“You believe it, surt-ly ? ” interrupted Rose.
“ I believe it, strange as it is

;
and perliaps I may be an

old fud doing on,” rejoined the doctor; “but I don’t
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tliink it is exactly the tale for a practised police-officer, neyer-

theless.’*

‘^Why not? ” demanded Rose.

^‘Because my pretty cross-examiner,^’ replied the doctor:

because, viewed with their eyes, there are many ugly points

about it,; he can only prove the parts that look iU, and none

of those that look well. Confound the fellows they will have

the why and the wherefore, and will take nothing for granted.

On his own showing, you see, he has been the companion of

thieves for some time past
;
he has been carried to a police-

office, on a charge of picking a gentleman’s pocket
;
he has

been taken away, forcibly, from thdt gentleman’s house, to a

place which he cannot describe or point out, and of the situa-

tion of which he has not tlie remotest idea. He is brought

down to Chertsey, by men who seem to have taken a violent

fancy to him, whether he will or no
;
and is put through a

window to rob a house
;
and then, just at the very moment

when ho is going to alarm the inmates, and so do the very thing

that would set him all to rights, there rushes into the way, a

blundering dog of a half-bred butler, and shoots him ! As if

on purpose to prevent his doing any good for himself!

Don’t you see all this ?
”

I see it, of course,” reidied Rose, smiling at the doctor’s

impetuosity; but still I do not see anything in it, to crimi-

nate the poor child.”

No,” replied the doctor; '^of course not! Bless the

briglit c}^es of your sex ! They never see, whether for good

or bad, more than one side of any question
;
and that is,

always, the one which first presents itself to them.”

Having given vent to this result of experience, the doctor

put his hiinds into his pockets, and walked up and down the

room with even greater rapidity than before.

The more I think of it,” said the doctor, “ the more I see

that it will occasion endless trouble and difficulty if we put

these men in possession of the boy’s real story. I am certain

it wiU not be believed
;
and even if they can do nothing to

him in the end, still the dragging it forward, and giving

publicity to all the doubts that will be cast upon it, must
interfere, ijiaterially, with your benevolent plan of rescuing

him from misery.”

Oh ! what is to be done?” cried Rose. ** Dear, dear!

why did they send for these people ?
”
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Why, indeed!** exclaimed Mrs. Maylie. ‘^Iwould not

have had them here, for the world.**

Ail I know is,” said Mr. Losberne at last: sitting down

with a kind of desperate calmness, that we must try and

carry it off with a bold face. The object is a good one, and

that must be oui' excuse. The boy lias strong s>Tnptoms of

fever upon him, and is in no conclitieu to be talked to any

more
;
that ’s one comfort. We must make the best of it

;
and

if bad be the best, it is no fault of ours. Come in !

”

“ Well, master,” said Blathens, entering the room followed

by his colleague, and making the door fast, before he said

any more. This waru’t a put-up thing.”

And what the devil *s a put-up thing ? ** demanded the

doctor, impatiently.

‘‘We call it a put-up robbery, ladies,’* said Blathers, turn-

ing to them, as if he pitied their ignorance, but had a

contempt for the doctor’s, “ when the servants is in it.”

” Nobody sus^Deeted them, in this east^/* said Mrs. M.^ylie.

“ Wery likely not, ma’am,” replied Blathers; “but they

might have been in it for all that.”

“More likely on that wery account,” said Duff.
“ We find it was a town hand,” said Blathers, continuing

his report; “ for the 8t}’le of work is first-rate.”

“ Wery pi-etty indeed it is,” remarked Duff, in an under
tone.

‘'There was two of ’em in it,” continued Blathers
;
“and

they had a boy with ’em; that’s plain from the size of the

window. That ’s all to be said at present. We ’U see this

lad that you ’ve got up stairs at once, if you please.”
“ Perhaps they will take something to drink first, Mrs.

Maylie ? ” said the doctor : his face brightening, as if some
new thought liad occurred to him.

“ Oh ! to be sure !
” exclaimed Rose, eagerly. “You shall

have it immediately, if you vdll.”
“ Why, thank you, miss !

” said Blathers, drawing his coat-

sleeve across his mouth; “it’s dry work, this sort of duty.

Anythink that ’s handy, miss ;. don’t put yourself out of the
way, on our accounts.”

“ What shall it be? ” asked the doctor, following dhc young
lady to the sideboard.

“A little drop of spirits, master, if it’s all the same,”
teplied Blathers. ‘‘It’s a cold ride from London, ma’am

;
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and I always find that spirits comes home warmer to the

feeling's/^

This interesting communication was addressed to Mrs.

Maylie, who received it very graciously. While it was being

conveyed to her, the doctor slipped out of the room.

Ah! ” said Mr. Blathers: not holding his wine-glass by

the stem, but grasping the bottom between the thumb and

forefinger of his left hand : and placing it in front of his chest;

I have seen a good many pieces of business like this, in my
time, ladies.’’

That crack down in the back lane at Edmonton, Blathers,”

said Mr. Duff, assisting his colleague’s memory.
That was sonietliing in tliis way, wam’t it?” rejoined

Mr. Blathers; ‘‘that was done by Coiikey Chickweed, that

was.”

“You always gave that to him,” replied Duff. “It was
the Family Pet, I teU you. Conkey hadn’t any more to do

with it them I had.”
“ Get out !

” retorted Mr. Blathers; “I know better. Do
you mind that time when Conkey was robbed of his money,

though ? What a start that was ! Better than any novel-book

I ever see !

”

“What was that?” inquired Bose: anxious to encourage

any symptoms of good-humour in the unwelcome visitors.

“ It was a robbery, miss, tliat hardly anybody would have

been down upon,” said Blathers. “ This here Conkey Chick-

W eed— ”

“ Conkey means Nosey, ma’am,” interposed Duff.

“ Of course the lady knows that, don’t she ? ” demanded
Mr. Blathers. “ Always interrupting, you are, partner ! This

here Conkey Chickweed, miss, kept a public-house over

Battle-bridge w^ay, and ho had a cellar, where a good many
young lords went to see cockfighting, and badger-drawing,

and tliat
;
and a wery intellectmd manner the sports was

conducted in, for I ’ve seen ’em off’en. He w^arn’t one of the

family, at that time
;
and one night he was robbed of three

hundred aind twenty-seven guineas in a canvas bag, that wa«
stole out of his bodro6m in the dead of night, by a tall man
with a black patch over his eye, wdio had concealed himself

under the bed, and after committing the robbery, jumped slap

out of w indow : wdiich w^as only a story high. He was w'ery

quick about it. But Conkey* w as quick, too ; for he was woke
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by the noise
;
and darting out of bed, he fired a blunderbuss

alter him, and roused the neighbourhood. They set up a

hue-and-cry, directly, and when they came to look about ’em,

f( lUiid that Coukey had hit the robber
;
for there was traces of

}>lood, all the way to some palings a good distance off
;
and

there they lost ’em. However, he had made off -with the

blunt
;
and, consequently, the name of ^Ir. Cliickv t^ed, licensed

witler, appeared in the Gazette among the otla^r bankrupts
;

and all manner of benefits and subscriptions, and I d( n’t know
wJiat all, was got up for the poor man, wlio was in a wery low

state of mind about his loss, and went up and do^vn the streets,

for three or four days, a-pulling his hair off in such a desperate

manner that many people was afraid he might be going to

make awuiy with himself. One day lie come up to the office,

all in a hurry, and had a private interview w ith the magistrate,

who, after a deal of talk, rings the boll, and orders Jem Spyers

ill (Jem was a active officer), and tolls him to go and assist

Mr. Chickweed in apprehending the man as robbed })is house.
‘ I see him, Sjiyers,’ said Chickwreed, ‘pass my house yesterday

morning,’ ‘ Why didn’t you up, and collar him ? ’ says

Spyers. ‘ I was so struck all of a heap, that you might have

fractured my skull with a tootlqiick,’ says the poor man

;

‘ hut we ’re sure to have him ;
for betw^eeu ten and eleven

o’qlock at night lie passed again.’ Spyers no sooner heard
this, than he put some clean linen and a comh, in his pocket,

in case he should have to stop a day or two
;
and away he

goes, and sets himself dowm at one of the public-house window's

behind the little red curtain
;
with his hat on, all ready to

bolt out, at a moment’s notice. He was smoking his pipe

here, late at nighl>, when all of a sudden Chickweed roars out
‘ Here he is! Stop thief! Murder! ’ Jem Spyers dashes out;

and there he sees Chickweed, a -tearing down the street fuU-

3ry. Away goes Spyers; on goes Chickweed; round turns

the people
;
eveiybody roars out, ‘ Thieves !

’ and Chickw'eed

iiimself keeps on shouting, all the time, like mad. Spyers
loses sight of him a minute as he turns a corner; shoots
round

; sees a little crow'd
; dives in

;
‘ Which is the man ?

’

‘ D—me !
’ says Chickweed, ‘ I ’ve lost him again !

’ It was a
remarkable occurrence, but he warn’t to be seen nowhere, so
they w'ent back to the public-house. Next morning, Spyers
took his old place, and looked out, from behind the curtain, for
a toll man with a black patch over his eye, till his owm two
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eyes adied again. At last, he couldn’t help shutting ’em, to

ease ’em a minute
;
and the very moment he did so, he hears

Chickweed a-roaring out, ' Here he is !
’ Off he starts once

more with Cliickweed half-way down the street ahead of him

;

and after twice as long a run as the yesterday’s one, the man’s

lost again ! This was done, once or twice more, till one-half

the neighbours gave out that ]\fr. Chickweed had been robbed

by the devil, who was playing tricks with him arterwards;

and the other half, that poor Mr. Chickweed had gone mad
U'ith grief.”

“What did Jem Spyers say?” inquired the doctor: who
had returned to the room shortly after the commencement of

the story.

“Jem Spyers,” resumed the officer, “ for a long time said

nothing at all, and listened to everything without seeming to,

which showed he understood his business. But, one morning,

he V'allved into the bar, and taking out his snuff-box, said,

‘Chickweed, I’ve found out who’s done this here robbery.’

* Have you ? ’ said Chickweed. * Oh, my dear Spyers, only

let me have wengeance, and I shall die contented ! Oh, my
dear Spyers, whore is the villain!’ ‘Cbmel’ said Spyers,

offering him a pinch of snuff', ^none of that gammon ! You
did it yourself.’ So he had

;
and a good bit of money he had

made by it, too
;
and nobody would never liave found it out,

if he hadn’t been so precious anxious to keep up appearances

;

that ’s more !
” said ^Ir. Blathers, putting down his wine-glass,

and clinking the handcuffs together.

“Very curious, indeed,” observed the doctor. **Now, if

you please, you can walk up stairs.”

“ If you please, sir,” returned Mr. Blathers. Closely fol-

lowing Mr. Losberno, the two officers ascended to Oliver’s

bedroom
;
Mr. Giles preceding the party, with a lighted candle.

Oliver had been dozing
; but looked worse, and was more

feverish, than he had appeared yet. Being assisted by the

doctor, he managed to sit up in bed for a minute or so
;
and

looked at the strangers without at all understanding what was
going forward—in fact without seeming to recollect where lie

was, or what had been passing.

“This,” said Mr. Losbeme, speaking softly, but with great

vehemence notwithstanding, “ this is the lad, who, being

accidentally wounded by a spring-gun in some boyish trespass

on Mr. What-d'ye-call-him’s grounds, at the back here, comes
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to the house for assistance this morning, and is immediately

laid hold of, and maltreated, by that ingenious gentleman

with the candle in his hand : who has placed his life in con-

siderable danger, aa I can professionally certify/’

Messrs. Blathers and Duff looked at Mr. Giles, as he was
thus recommended to their notice. The bewildered butler

gazed from them towards Oliver, and from Oliver towards

Mr. Losbeme, with a most ludicrous mixture of fear and

perplexity.

You don’t mean to deny that, I suppose ? ” said the doctor,

laying Oliver gently down again.

“It was all done for the—for the best, sir;” answered

Giles. “ I am sure I thought it was the boy, or I wouldn’t

have meddled with him. I am not of an inhuman dispo-

sition, sir.”

“ Thought it was what boy?” inquired the senior officer.

“The housebreaker’s boy, sir!” replied Giles. “They

—

they certainly had a boy.”
“ Well ! Do you think so now ? ” inquired Blathers.

“ Think what, now ? ” replied Giles, looking vacantly at his

questioner.

“ Tliink it ’s the same boy, Stupidhead ? ” rejoined Blathers,

impatiently.

“I don’t know; I really don’t know,” said Giles, with a

rueful countenance, “ I couldn’t swear to him.”
“ What do you think ? ” asked Mr. Blathers.

“I don’t know what to ‘think,” replied poor Giles. “I
don’t think it is the boy

;
indeed, I ’m almost certain that it

isn’t. You know it can’t be.”

“Has this man been a-drinking, sir?” inquired Blathers,

turning to the doctor.

“What a precious muddle-headed chap you are!” said

Duff, addressing Mr. Giles, with supreme contempt.

Mr. Losberne had been feeling the patient’s pulse during
vhis short dialogue

;
but he now rose from the chair by the

bedside, and remarked, that if the officers had any doubts
upon the subject, they would perhaps like to step info the next
room, and have Brittles before them.

Acting upon this suggestion, they adjourned to a neigh-

boiuing apartment, where Mr. Brittles, being called in,

involved himself and his respected superior in such a won-
derful maze of fresh contradictions and impossibilities, as
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tended to throw no particular light on any thing, but the fact

of his own strong mystification ; except, indeed, his declarations

that he shouldn’t know the real boy, if he were put
.
before

him that instant; that he had only taken Oliver to be he,

because Mr. Giles had said he was
;
and that Mr. Giles had,

five minutes previously, admitted in the kitchen, that he

began to be very much afraid he had been a little too hasty.

Among other ingenious surmises, the question was then

raised, whether Mr. Giles had really hit anybody
;
and upon

examination of the follow pistol to that which ho had fired, it

turned out to have no more destructive loading than gunpowder

and brown paper : a discovery which made a considerable

impression on everybody but che doctor, who had drawn the

ball about ten minutes before. Upon no one, however, did it

make a greater impression than on Mr. Giles himself; who,

after labouring, for some hours, under the fear of having

mortally wounded a fellow-creature, eagerly caught at this

new idea, and favoured it to the utmost. Finally, the officers,

without troubling themselves very much about Oliver, left the

Chertsey constable in the house, and took up their rest for

that night in the tovm
:
promising to return next morning.

With the next morning, there came a rumour, that two men
and a boy were in the cage at Kingston, who had been appre-

hended over night under suspicious circumstances; and to

Kingston Messrs. Blathers and Duff journeyed accordingly.

The suspicious circumstances, however, resolving themselves,

on investigation, into the one fact, that they had been dis-

covered sleeping under a haystack
;
which, although a great

crime, is only punishable by imprisonment, and is, in the

merciful eye of the Englisli law, and its comprehensive love of

ail the king’s subjects, held to be no satisfactory proof, in the

absence of all other evidence, that the sleeper, or sleepers,

have committed burglary accompanied with violence, and have

therefore rendered themselves liable to the punishment of

d(^ath : Messrs. Blathers and Duff came back again, as wise

as they went.

In short, after some more examination, and a great deal'

more conversation, a neighbouring magistrate was readily

induced to take the joint bail of Mrs. Maylie and Mr. Losberne

for Oliver’s appearance if he should ever be called upon
;
and

Blathers and Duff, being rewarded with a couple of guineas,

returned to town wuth divided opinions on the subject of their
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expedition : tlie latter gentleman on a mature consideration (>i

aU the circumstances, inclining to the belief that the burglarious

attempt had originated with the Family Pet
;
and the former

being equally disposed to concede the full merit of it to the

great Mr. Conkey Chickweed.

Aleanwhile, Oliver gradually throve and prospered under tlie

united care of Mrs. Maylie, Rose, and the kind-hearted Mr.

Losbeme. If fervent prayers, gusliing from hearts over-

charged with gratitude, be heard in heaven— -and if' they be

not, what prayers are ! —the blessings which tlie orphan cnild

called down upon them, sunk into their souls, diflusuig peace

and happiness.'
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CHAPTER XXXII.

OF THE HAPPY LIFE OLIVER BEGAN TO LEAD WITH HIS KIND FRIENDS.

Oliveh^s ailings were neither slight nor few. In addition

to the pain and delay attendant on a broken limb, his exposure

to the wet and cold had brought on fever and ague : which

hung about him for many weeks, and reduced him sadly. But,

at length, he began, by slow degrees, to get better, and to be

able to say sometimes, in a few tearful words, how deeply he

felt the goodness of the two sweet ladies, and how ardently ho

hoped that, when he gi’ew strong and well again, he could do

something to show his gratitude
;
only something which would

let them see the love and duty with which his breast was full

;

something, however slight, which would prove to them that

their gentle kindness had not been cast away; but that the

poor boy whom theii’ charity had rescued from miseiy, or

death, was eager to serve them with his whole heart and

soul.

^^Poor fellow ! said Rose, when Oliver had been one day

feebly endeavouring to utter the words of thankfulness that

rose to his pale lips
: you shall have many opportunities of

serving us, if you will. We are going into the country
;
and

my aunt intends that you shall accompany us. The quiet

place, the pure air, and all the pleasures and beauties of

spring, will restore you in a few days. We wiU employ you

in a hundred ways, when you can bear the trouble.’^

The trouble ! cried Oliver. ‘‘ Oh ! dear lady, if I could

but work for you; if I could only give you pleasure by
watering your flowers, or watching your birds, or running up
and down the whole day long, to make you happy

;
'vvha t

would I give to do it

!

You shall give nothing at all,^' said Miss Maylie, smiling;

^^for, as I told you before, wo shall employ you in a hundred
ways

;
and if you only take half the trouble to please us, that

you promise now, you will make me very happy indeed.”
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Ilapi^y, ma’am!*’ cried Oliver; ''how kind of 3'ou to

Ba;y so !

”

“You will make me happier than I can tell you/’ replied

the yoimg lady. " To think that my dear good aunt should

have been the means of rescuing any one from such sad

misery as you have described to us, would be an unspeakable

pleasure to me
;
but to know that the object of her goodness

and compassion was sincerely gi-ateful and attached in con-

sefiuence, would delight me, more than you can well 'raagine.

Do you understand me ? ” she inquired, watching Oliver’s

thoughtfiil face.

"Oh yes, ma’am, yes!” replied Oliver, eagerly; "but I

was thinking that I am ungrateful now.”
“ To whom ? ” inquired the young lady.

" To the kind gentleman, und the dear old nurse, who took

so much care of me before,” rejoined Oliver. “ If they knew
how happy I am, they would be pleased, I am sure.”

“ I am sure they would,” rejoined Oliver’s benefactress

“ and Mr. Losbeme has already been kind enough to promise

that when you are well enough to bear the journey, he will

carry you to see them.”
" Has he ma’am ? ” cried Oliver, his face brightening vdth

pleasure. I don’t know what I shall do for joy when I see

their kind faces once again !

”

In a short time Oliver was sufficiently recovered to undergo

the fatigue of this expedition. One morning he and Mr.

Losberne set out, accordingly, in a little carriage which

belonged to Mrs. Maylie. When they came to Chertsey Bridge,

Oliver turned very pale, and uttered a loud exclamation.
" What ’s the matter with the boy ? ” cried the doctor, as

usual, all in a bustle. " Do you see anything—^hear anything
—^feel anything—eh?”

“ That, sir,” ctied Oliver, pointing out of the carriage

window. " That house !

”

“Yes
; well, what of it? Stop, coachman. Pull up here,”

cried the doctor. " What of the house, my man, eh ?
”

" The thieves
;

the house they took me to,” whispered

Oliver.

" The devil it is !
” cried the doctor. " Halloa, there ! let

me out !

”

But, before the coachman could dismount from his box, he
had tumbled out of the coach, by some means or other

;
and,
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running down to the deserted tenement, began kicking at the

door like a madman.
** Halloa ? ” said a little ugly hump-backed man : opening

the door so suddenly, that tlie doctor, frqm the very impetus

of his last kick, nearly fell forward into the passage. What ’s

the matter here ?
’’

Matter I” exclaimed the other, collaring him without a

moment’s reflection. “ A good deal. Robbery is the matter.”

“ There ’U be murder the matter, too,” replied the hump-
backed man, coolly, “ if you don’t take your hands off. Do
you hear me ?

”

“ I hear you,” said the doctor, giving his captive a hearty

.shake. ‘‘Where’s—confound the fellow, what ’s his rascally

name—Sikes; that ’s it. Where’s Sikes, you thief?”

The hump-backed man stared, as if in excess of amazement

and indignation
;
then, twisting himself, dexterously, from the

doctor’s grasp, growled forth a volley of horrid oaths, and

retired into the house. Before he could shut the dooi:, how-

ever, the doctor had passed into the parlour, without a word of

parley. He looked anxiously round ; not an article of fumi-

furc; not a vestige of anything, animate or inanimate; not even

ihe position of the cupboards
;
answered Oliver’s description I

“ Now !
” said the hump-backed man, who had watched

him keenly, “ what do you mean by coming into my house, in

tliis violent way ? Do you want to rob me, or to murder me ?

Which is it?”
“ Did you ever know a man come out to do either, in a

(hariot and pair, you ridiculous old vampire ? ” said the irrit-

able doctor.

“ Wliat do you want, then?” demanded the hunchback.
“Will you take yourself off, before 1 do you a mischief?

(’urse you !

”

“As soon as I think proper,” said Mr. Losbeme, looking

into the otlier parlour; which, like tlie first, bore no resem-

blance whatever to Oliver’s account of it. “ I shall And you
out, some day, my friend

”

“Will you?” sneered the ill-favoured cripple. “If you
ever want me, I ’m here. I haven’t lived here mad, and all

alone, for five-and-twenty years, to be scared by you. You
shall pay for this

;
you shall pay for this.” And so saying,

the mis shapen little demon set up a yell, and danced upon the

ground, as if wild with rage.



OLIVER TWIST. 247

“ Stiipid enough, this,’* muttered the doctor to himself
;

the

hoy must have made a mistake. Here ! Put that in your

pocket, and shut yourself up again.’* With these words he flung

the hunchback a piece of money, and returned to the carriage.

The man followed to the chariot door, uttering tlie wildest

imprecations and curses all the way
;

but as Mr. Losberiio

turned to speak to the driver, he looked into the carriage, and

eyed Oliver for an instant with a glance so sharp and fierce

and at the same time so furious and vindictive, that waking or

sleeping, he could not forget it for months afterwards. He
continued to utter the most fearful imprecations, until the

driver had resumed his seat
;
and when they were once more

on their way, they could see him some distance behind

:

beating his feet upon the ground, and tearing his hair, in

transports of real or pretended rage.

I am an ass !
” said the doctor, after a long silence. Did

you know that before, Oliver ?
**

No, sir.**

Then don’t forget it another time.”

^^An'ass,” said the doctor again, after a further silence of

some minutes. ‘‘ Even if it had been the right place, and the

right fellows had been there, what could I have done, single-

handed ! And if I had hfid assistance, I see no good that I

should have done, except loading to my own exposure, and an
unavoidable statement of the manner in which I have hushed
up this business. I'liat would have served me right, though.

I am always involving myself in some scrape or other, by
acting on impulse. It miglit have done me good.’*

Now, the fact was that the excellent doctor had never acted

upon an^^thing else but impulse all tlrrough his life
;
and it

was no ])ad compliment to tlio nature of the impulses which
govornod him, that so far from being involved in any peculiar

troubles or inisfortimes, he had the warmest respect and esteem
of all T^dio knew him. If the truth must be told, he was a
little out of temper, for a minute or two, at being disappointed

in procuring corroborative e\ddence of Oliver’s story, on the

very first occasion on which he had a chance of obtaining any.

He soon came round again, however; and finding that Oliver’s

replies to his questions, were still as straightforward and con-

sistent, and still delivered with as much apparent sincerity and
truth, as they had ever been

;
he made up his mind to attach

lull credence to them from that time forth.
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As Oliver knew the name of the street in which Mr. Brown-

low resided, they were enabled to drive straight thither.

When the coach turned into it, his heart beat so violently, that

he COaid scarcely draw his breath.

Now, my boy, which house is it?’* inquired Mr. Losberne.

That ! That !
” replied Oliver, pointing eagerly out of the

window. The white house. Oh! make haste! Pray make
haste ! I feel as if I should die

;
it makes me tremble so.”

‘‘Come, come!” said the good doctor, patting him on the

shoulder. “You will see them directly, and they will be over-

joyed to find you safe and weU.”
“ Oh! I hope so !

” cried Oliver. “They were so good to

me
;

so very very good to me.”

The coach rolled on. It stopped. No
;
that was the wrong

liouse
;
the next door. It went on a few paces, and stopped

again. Oliver looked up at the windows, with tears of happy
exj^octation coursing down his face.

Alas ! the wliite house was em2)ty, and there was a bill in

the window “To Let.”

“ Knock at the next door,” cried Mr. Losberne, taking

Oliver’s arm in his. “What has become of Mr. Brownlow.

who used to live in the adjoining house, do you know? ”

The servant did not Imow
;
but would go and inquire. She

I)resently returned, and said tliat Mr. BroA^mlow had sold oflT

his goods, and gone to the West Indies, six weeks before.

Oliver clasped his hands, and sank feebly backwards.

“Has his housekeeper gone, too ?” inquired Mr. Losberne,

after a moment’s pause.
“ Yes, sir; ” replied the servant. “ The old gentleman, the

housekeeper, and a gentleman who was a friend of Mr. Brown-
low’s, all went together.”

“ Then turn towards home again,” said Mr. Losberne to the

driver
;

“ and don’t stop to bait the horses, tiU you get out of

this confounded London !

”

“The book-stall keeper, sir?” said Oliver. “I know the

way there. See him, pray, sir ! Do see him !

”

“My poor boy, this is disappointment enough for one day,”

said the doctor. “ Quite enough for both of us. If we go to

the book-stall keeper’s we shall certainly find that he is dead,

or has set his house on fire, or run away. No
;
home again

straiglit !
” And in obedience to tlie doctor’s impulse, home

they went
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This bitter disappointment caused Oliver much sorrow and

grief, even in the midst of his happiness
;
for he had pleased

himself many times during his illness, with thinking of all

that Mr. Brownlow and Mrs. Bedwin would say to him : and

what delight it would be to tell theni how many long days and

nights he had passed in reflecting on what they had done for

him, and in bewailing his cruel separation from them. The hope

of eventually clearing himself with them, too, and eji plaining

how he had been forced awa}^, had buoyed him up, and sus-

tained him, under many of his recent trials
;
and now, the

idea that they should have gone so far, and carried with them

the belief that he was an impostor and a robber—-a belief

which might remain uncontradicted to his dying day—was
almost more than he could bear.

The circumstance occasioned no alteration, how^ever, in the

behaviour of his benefactors. After another fortniglit, wdien

the fine warm w^eather had fairly begun, and every tree and

flower was putting forth its young leaves and ridi blossoms

they made preparations for quitting the house at Chertsey, for

some months. Sending the plate, 'which had so excited the

Jew’s cupidity, to the banker’s
;
^nd leaving Giles and another

servant in care of the house, they departed to a cottage at some
distance in the country, and took Oliver with them.

M^ho can describe the pleasure and deh’ght, the peace of

mind and soft tranquillity, the sickly boy felt in the balmy air,

and among the green liills and lich w^oods of an inland village

!

Who can tell how scenes of peace and quietude sink into the

minds of pain-worn dw^ellers in close and noisy places, and
carry their own freshness, deep into their jaded hearts ! Men
who have lived in crow^ded, pent-up streets, through lives of

toil, and w ho have never wished for change
;
men to whom

custom has indeed been second nature, and who have come
almost to love each brick and stone that formed the narrow
boundaries of their daily walks

;
even they, with the hand of

death upon them, have been known to yearn at last for one
short glimpse of Nature’s face

;
and, carried, far from the

scenes of tlieir old pains and pleasures, have seemed to pass at

once into a uew^ stale of being. Crawding fortli, from day to

day, to some green sunny spot, they liave had such memories
wakened up w'ithin them by the sight of sky, and hill, and
plain, and glistening wat(w, tliat a foretaste of heaven itself has
soothed their quiik decline, and they have sunk into their
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tombs, as peacefully as the sun, whose setting they watched

from their lonely chamber window but a few hours before,

faded from their dim and feeble sight ! The memories which
peaceful country scenes call up, are not of this world, nor of

its thoughts and hopes. Their gentle influence may teach us

how to weave fresh garlands for the graves of those we loved

:

may purify our thoughts, and bear down before it old enmity

and hatred
;
but beneath all this, there lingers, in the least

reflective mind, a vague and half-formed consciousness of

having hold such feelings long before, in some remote and

distant time, which ciills up solemn thoughts of distant times

to come, and bends down pride and worldliness beneath it.

It was a lovely spot to which they re];)«aired. Oliver, whose

days had been spent among sqiudid crowds, and in the midst

of noise and brawling, seemed to enter on a new existence

there. Tlie rose and honeysuckle clung to the cottage walls
;

the ivy crept round the trunks of the trees
;
and the garden-

flowers perfumed the air with delicious odours. Hard by,

was a little churchyard
;

not crowded with tall imsightly

gravestones, but full of humble mounds, covered with fresh

turf and moss : beneath which, the old people of the village

lay at rest. Oliver often wandered here; and, thinking of

the wretched grave in which his mother lay, would sometimes

sit him do\\Ti and sob unseen; but, when he raised his eyes to

the deep sky overhead, he would cease to think of her as

lying in the ground, and would weep for her, sadly, but

without pain.

It was a happy time. Tlie days were peaceful and serene

;

the nights brought with them neither fear nor care
;

no
languishing in a wretched prison, or associating with wretched

men
;

nothing hut pleasant and happy thoughts. Every
morning he went to a white-headed old gentlemjin, who lived

near the little chufch : who taught him to read better, and to

write : and who spoke so kindly, and took such pains, that

Oliver could never try enough to please him. Then, he would
walk with Mrs. Maylie and Rose, and hear them talk of

books
;
or perhaps sit near them, in some shady place, and

listen whilst the young lady read : which he could have done,

until it grew too dark to see the letters. Then, he had his

lesson for the next day to prepare
;
and at tliis, he would

work hard, in a little room which looked into the garden, till

evening came slowly on, when the ladies would walk out
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again, and he with them : listening with such pleasure to all

they said : and so happy if they wanted a flower that he could

(dimb to reach, or had forgotten anything he could run to

fetch : that he could never be quick enough about it. When
it became quite dark, and they returned home, the young lady

would sit down to the piano, and play some pleasant air, or

sing, in a low and gentle voice, some old song wliicli it

pleased her aunt to hear. There would be no candles lighted

at such times as these
;
and Oliver would sit hy one of the

windows, listening to the sweet music, in a perfect rapture.

And when Sunday came, liow differently the day was s2)ont,

from any way in which he liad ever spent it yet ! and how
ha2)pily too

;
like all the other days in that most happy time !

d'hore was the little church, in tlie morning, witli the green

leaves fluttering at the windows : the birds singing without

:

and the sweet-smelling air stealing in at tlie low 2><'>^'C'h, and

filling the liomely building with its fragrance. The j^oor

peojfle were so neat and clean, and knelt so reverently in

jwayer, that it seemed a pleasure, not a tedious duty, their

assembling there together; and though the singing might be

rude, it was real, and sounded more musical (to Oliver’s ears

at least) than any he had ever lioard in churcji before. Then,

there were the wedks as usual, and many calls at the clean

liouses of the labom'ing men; and at night, Oliver read a

chapter or two from the Bible, which lie had been studying

all the week, and in the performance of which duty he felt

more ])roud and pleased, than if he had been the clei^gjunan

himself.

Tn the morning, Oliver would be a-foot by six o’clock,

roaming the fields, and plundering the liedges, far and wide,

for nosegays of wild flowers, with wliicli he would return

laden, home
;
and whicli it took great care and consideration

to arrange, to the best advantage, for the embellishment of

tlie breakfast-table. There was fresh groundsel, too, for Miss

l^Iaylie’s birds, with which Oliver, wlio had been studying tlie

subject under the able tuition of the village clerk, would
decorate the cages, in the most approved taste. When the
birds were made all spruce and smait for the day, there was
usually some little commission of charity to execute in the
village

;
or, failing that, there was rare cricket-playing,

sometimes, on the green
;

or, failing that, there was always
something to do in the garden, or about the plants, to which
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Oliver (who had studied this science also, under the same

master, who was a gardener by trade), applied himself with

hearty goodwill, until Miss Rose made her appearance : when
there were a thousand commendations to be bestowed on all

he had done.

So three months glided away
;
three months which, in the

life of the most blessed and favoured of mortals, might have

been unmingled happiness, and which, in Oliver’s, were true

felicity. With the purest and most amiable generosity on one

side
;
and the truest, warmest, soul-felt gratitude on the other;

it is no wonder that, by the end of that short time, Oliver

Twist had become completely domesticated with the old lady

and her niece, and that the fervent attachment of his young
and sensitive heart, was repaid by their pride in, and attach-

ment to himself.



OUVEE TWIST. 253

CHAPTER XXXIII.

WHKRKIN THE HAPPINESS OP OLIVER AND HIS FRIENDS, EXPERIENCES

A SUDDEN CHECK.

Spring flew swiftly by, and summer came. If the village

had been beautiful at ^st, it was now in the full glow and

luxuriance of its richness. The great trees, which had looked

shrunken and bare in the earlier months, had now burst into

strong life and health
;
and stretching forth their green arms

over the thirsty ground, converted oi)en and naked spots into

choice nooks, where was a deep and pleasant shade froui

which to look upon the wide prospect, steeped in sunshine,

which lay stretched beyond. The earth had donned her

mantle of brightest green
;
and shed her richest perfumes

abroad. It was the prime and vigour of the year
;

all things

were glad and flourishing.

Still, the same quiet life went on at the little cottage, and
the same cheerful serenity prevailed among its inmates.

Oliver had long since- grown stout and healthy
; but health

or sickness made no difierence in his warm feehngs to those

about him, though they do in the feelings of a great many
j)eoplo. He was still the same gentle, attached, afiectionate

creature that he had been when pain and suflcring had wasted
his strength, and when he was dependent for every slight

attention and comfort on those who tended him.
One beautiful night, they had taken a longer walk than

was customary with them
;

for the day had been unusuaDy
warm, and there was a brilliant moon, and a light wind had
sprung up, which was unusually refreshing. Rose had been
in high spirits, too, and they had walked on, in merry con-

versation, until* they had far exceeded their ordinary bounds.
Mrs. Maylie being fatigued, they returned more slowly borne.
Tlie young lady, merely throwing off her simple bonnet, sat

do^vn to the piano, as usual. After running abstractedly over
the keys for a few minutes, she fell into a low and veiy



2H OLIVER TWIST.

solemn air
;
and as she played it, they heard a sound as if

she were weeping.
‘‘ Rose, ray dear !

” said the elder lady.

Rose made no reply, hut played a little quicker, as though

the words had roused her from some painful thoughts.

Rose, ray love !
” cried Mrs. Maylie, rising hastily, and

bending over her. What is this ? In tears ! My dear

child, what distresses you ?

Nothing, aunt
;
nothing,'^ replied the young lady. “ I

don’t know what it is
;

I can’t describe it
;
but I feel

”

“Not ill, ray love?” interposed Mrs. Maylie.

“No, no I Oh, not ill !
” replied Rose : shuddering, as

though some deadly chillness were passing over her, while she

spoke; “I shall be better presently. Close the window,

pray !

”

Oliver hastened to comply with her request. The young

lady, making an effort to recover her cheerfulness, strove to

play some livelier tune
;
but her fingers dropped powerless on

tlie keys. Covering her face with her hands, she sank upon

a sofa, and gave vent to the tears wliich she was now unable

to repress.

“ My child !
” said the elderly lady, folding her arms about

her, “ I never saw you thus before.”

“ I would not alarm you if I could avoid it,” rejoined

Rose; “but indeed I have tried very hard, and cannot help

tliis. I fear I a?n ill, aunt.”

She was, indeed
;

for, when candles were brought, the;y

saw that in the very short time which had elapsed since their

return home, the hue of her countenance had changed to u

marble whiteness. Its expression had lost nothing of its

beauty
;

but it was changed
;

and there was an anxious,

haggard look about the gentle face, which it had never worn
before. Another minute, and it was suffused with a crimson

flush : and a heavy wildness came over the soft blue eye.

Again this disappeared, like the shadow thrown by a passing

cloud
;
and she was once more deadly pale.

Oliver, who watched the old lady anxiously, observed that

she was alarmed by these appearances
; and so, in truth, was

he
;
but, seeing that she affected to make light of them, he

endeavoured to do the same, and they so far Succeeded, that

when Rose was persuaded by her aunt to retire for the night,

she was in better spirits, and appeared even in better health

:
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assuring them that she felt certain she should rise in the

morning, quite well.

‘‘ I hope/' said Oliver, when Mrs. Maylie returned, that

not 1ling is the matter ? Slie don't look well to-night,

out

'I’he old lady motioned to him not to speak
;
and sitting

herself domi in a dark corner of the rOoni, remaiued silent

for some lime. At length, she said, in a trc^mhling voire :

“ I hope not, Oliver I have been very ha])py ^v^th her

for some years : too happy, perhaps. It may be time tliat I

should meet with some misfortune; but I hope it is not this.’

“ What ? " inquired Oliver.

dlie heavy blow,” said the old lady, “of losing the dear

girl who has so long been my comfort and ha])2)iness.”

“ Oh ! God forbid !
” exclaimed Oliver, liastily.

“Amen to that, my child!” said the old lady, wringing

her hands.
“ Surely there is no danger of anytliiiig so dreadful? ” said

Oliver. “ Two hours ago, she was quite well.”

“ She is very ill now,” rejoined Mrs. Maylie
;

“ and will be

worse, I am sure. My dear, dear Rose ! Oh, what sliould I

do without lier !

”

She gave way to such great grief, that Oliver, suppressing

his own emotion, ventured to remonstrate witli her
;
and to

beg, earnestly, that, for the sake of the dear young lady

herself, she w^ould be more calm.
“ And consider, ma’am,” said Oliver, as the tears forced

themselves into his eyes, despite his efforts to the contrary.
“ Oh ! consider how young and good she is, and what pleasure

and comfort she gives to all about her. I am siu’e— certain

—quite certain—that, for your sake, who are so good your-
self

; and for her own
;
and for the sake of all she makes so

;
she will not die. Heaven will never let her die so

young !

”

“Hush!” said Mrs. Maylie, laying her hand on Oliver's

head. You think like a child, poor boy. But you tt ach
iiie my duty, notwithstanding. I had forgotten it for a
moment, Oliver, but I hope I may be pardoned, for I am old,

and have seen enough of illness and death to know the agony
of separation from the objects of our love. I have seen
enough, too, to know that it is not always the youngest and
best who are spared to those that love them

;
but this should
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give us comfort in our sorrow
;
for Heaven is just

;
and such

things teach us, impressively, that there is a brighter world

than this
;
and that the passage to it is speedy. God’s will

be done ! I love her
;
and He knows how well !

”

Oliver was surprised to see that as Mrs. Maylie said these

words, she checked her lamentations as though by one effort

;

and drawing herself up as she spoke, became composed and
firm. He was stiU more astonished to find that this firm-

ness lasted
;
and that, under all the care and watching which

ensued, Mrs. Maylie was ever ready and collected :
perform-

ing all the duties which devolved upon her, steadily, and, to

all external appearance, even cheerfully. But he was young,

and did not know what strong minds are capable of, under

trying circumstances. Hoav should he, when their possessors

so seldom know themselves ?

An anxious night ensued. When morning came, Mrs.

Maylie’ 8 predictions were but too well verified. Rose was in

the first stage of a high and dangerous fever.

We must be active, Oliver, and not give way to useless

grief,” said Mrs. Maylie, laying her finger on her lip, as she

looked steadily into his face
;

this letter must be sent, with

all possible expedition, to Mr. Lhsbeme. It must be carried

to the market -town : which is not more than four miles off,

by the footpath across the fields : and thence dispatched, by
an express on horseback, straight to Chertsey. The peoj)le at

the inn will imdertake to do lids
;
and I can trust to you to

see it done, I know.”
Oliver could make no reply, but looked his anxiety to be

gone at once.
** Hero is another letter,” said Mrs. Maylie, pausing to

reflect
;

but whether to send it now, or wait until I see how
Rose goes on, I scarcely know. I would not forward it, unless

I feared the worst.”

'‘Is it for Chertsey, too, ma’am?” inquired Oliver:

iippatient to execute his commission, and holding out his

trembling hand for the letter.

“No,” replied the old lady, giving it to him mechanically.

Oliver glanced at it, and saw that it was directed to Harry
Maylie, Esquire, at some great lord’s house in the country

;

where, he could not make out.

“Shall it go, ma’am?” asked Oliver, looking up, im-

patiently.
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**
I think not,” replied Mrs. Maylie, taking it back. “ I

will wait until to-morrow.”

With these words, she gave Oliver her purse, and he started

off, without more delay, at the greatest speed he could muster.

Swiftly he ran across the fields, and down the little lanes

which sometimes divided them : now almost hidden by the

high corn on either side, and now emerging on an open field,

where the mowers and haymakers were busy at their work :

. nor did he stop once, save now and then, for a few seconds, to

recover breath, until he came, in a great heat, and covered

with dust, on the little market-place of the market-town.

Here he paused and looked about for the inn. There was
a white bank, and a. red brewery, and a yellow town-hall •

and in one corner there was a large house, with all the wood
about it painted green: before which was the sign of “The
George.” To this he hastened, as soon as it caught his eye.

He spoke to a postboy who was dozing under the gateway ;

and who, after hearing what he wanted, referred him to the

hostler, who after hearing all he had to say again, referred

him to the landlord; who was a tall gentleman in a blue

neckcloth, a white hat, drab breeches, and boots with tops to

match, leaning against a pump by the stable-door, picking his

teetli with a silver toothpick.

ITiis gentleman walked with much deliberation into the

bar to make out the bill : which took a long time making
out : and after it was ready, and paid, a horse had to be
saddled, and a man to be dressed, which took up ten good
minutes more. Meanwhile Oliver was in suchii desperate state

of impatience and anxiety, that he felt as if he could have
jumped upon the horse himself, and galloped away, full tear,

to the next stage. At length, all was ready
;
and the little^

parcel having been handed up, with many injunctions and
entreaties for its speedy delivery, the man set spurs to his

horse, and rattling over the uneven paving of the market-
place, was out of the town, and galloping along the turnpike-

road in a couple of minutes.

As it was something to feel certain that assistance was sent

for, and that* no time had been lost, Oliver hurried up the

inn-yard, with a somewhat lighter heart. He was turning
out of the gateway when he accidentally stumbled against a
tall man wrapped in a cloak, who was at that moment coming
out of the inn door.

O.T J
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v^ied the man, fixing his eyes on Oliver, and

suddenly recoiling. ** What the devil tMs ?

I heg your pardon, sir,” said Oliver; **
I was in a great

hurry to get home, and didn’t see you were coming.’’
** Death !

” muttered the man to himself, glaring at the boy

with his large dark eyes. ‘^W'ho would have thought it!

Grind him to ashes ! He ’d start up firoin a stone coffin, to

come in my way 1

”

‘‘ I am sorry,” stammered Oliver, confused by Ibe strange*

man’s wild look. I hope I have not hurt you !

”

Rot you !
” murmured the man, in a horrible passion

:

between his clenched teeth
;

if I had only had the courage

to pay the word, I might have been free of you in a night.

Curses on your head, and .black death on your heart, you imp

;

What are you doing hero ?
”

The man shook his fist, as he uttered these words

incoherently. He advanced towards Oliver, as if with the

intention of aiming a blow at him, but fell violently on the

ground : writhing and foaming, in a fit.

Oliver gazed, for a moment, at the struggles of the madman
(for such he supposed him to be)

;
and then darted into the

house for help. Having seen him safely carried into the

hotel, he turned his face homewards : running as fast as he

could, to make up for lost time : and recalling with a great

deal of astonishment and some fear, the extraordinaiy

behaviour of the person from whom he had just parted.

The circumstance did not dwell in his recollection long,

however
;

for when he reached the cottage, there was enough

to occupy his mind, and to drive all considerations of self

completely from his memory.
Rose Maylio had rapidly grown worse; before midnight

she was delirious. A medical practitioner, who resided on
tlie spot, was in constant attendance upon her

;
and after first

seeing the patient, he had taken Mrs. Maylie aside, and
pronounced her disorder to be one of a most alarming nature.
“ In fact,” he said, ** it would be little short of a miracle, if

she recovered.”

How often did Oliver start from his bed that night, and
stealing out, vuth noiseless footstep, to the staircase, listen for

tho shghtest Boxmd from the sick chamber ! How often did a

tremble shake his frame, and cold drops of terror start upon
hia brow, when a sudden trampling of feet cansed him to fear
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that something too dreadful to think of, had even then

occurred ! And what had been the fervency of aU the

prayers he had ever uttered, compared with those he poured

forth, now, in the agony and passion of his supplication for

the life and health of the gentie creature, who was tottering

on the deep grave's verge

!

Oh ! the suspense, the fearful, acute suspense, of standing

idly by while the life of one we dearly love, is trembling in

the b^ance ! Oh ! the racking thoughts that crowd upon the

mind, and make the heart beat violently, and the breath come
thick, by the force of the images they conjure up before it

;

the desperate anxiety to be doing something to relieve the pain,

or lessen the danger, which we have no power to alleviate

;

the sinking of soul and spirit, which the sad remembrance of

our helplessness produces
;
wbat tortures can equal these

;

what reflections or endeavours can, in the full tide and fever

of the time, allay them !

Morning came
;
and the little cottage was lonely and still.

People spoke in whispers
;
anxious faces appeared at the gate,

from time to time
;
women and children went away in tears.

All the livelong day, and for hours after it had grown dark,

Oliver paced softly up and down the garden, raising his eyes

every instant to the sick chamber, and shuddering to see the

darkened window, looking as if death lay stretched iUside.

Late at night, Mr. Losbeme arrived. ‘‘It is hard," said the

good doctor, turning away as he spoke
;
“so young

;
so much

beloved; but there is very little hope."

Anoth^p morning. The sun shone brightly: as brightly

as if it looked upon no misery or care ;
and, with every leaf

and flower in full bloom about ber : with life, and health,

and sounds and sights of j©y, surrounding her on eveiy side :

the fair young creature lay, wasting fast. Oliver crept away
to the old churchyard, and sitting down on one of the green

mounds, wept and prayed for her, in silence.

There was such peace and beauty in the scene
;
so much of

brightness and mii^h in the Sunny landscape ;
such blithesome

music in the songs of the summer birds
;
such freedom in the

rapid fliglft of the rook, careering overhead
;
so much of life

and joyousness in all
;
that, when the boy raised his aching

ayes, and looked about, the thought instinctively occurred to

him, that this was not a time for death
;
that Rose could

surely never die when humbler things were all so glad and
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gay ;
that graves Were for cold and cheerless winter : not for

sunlight and fragrance. He almost thought that shrouds were

for the old and shrunken
;
and that they never wrapped the

young and graceful form within their ghastly folds.

A kneU from the church beU broke harshly on these youth-

ful thoughts. Another! Again! It was tolling for the

funeral service. A group of humble mourners entered the

gate: wearing white favours; for the corpse was young.

They stood uncovered by a grave
;
and there was a mother

—

a mother once—among the weeping train. But the sun shone

brightly^ and the birds sang on.

Oliver turned homewards, thinking on the many kindnesses

he had received from the young lady, and wishing that the

time could come over again, that he might never cease showing

her how grateful and attached he was. He had no cause for

self-reproach on the score of neglect, or want of thought, for

he had been devoted to her service
;
and yet a hundred little

occasions rose up before him, on which he fancied he might

have been more zealous, and more earnest, and wished he had
been. We need be careful how we deal with those about us,

when every death canles to some small circle of survivors,

thoughts of so much omitted, and so little done—of so many
things forgotten, and so many more which might have been

repaired! There is no remorse so deep, as that which is

unavailing
;

if we would be spared its tortures, let us remem
ber this, in time.

When he reached home Mrs. Maylie was sitting in the

little parlour. Oliver’s heart sank at sight of her
;

for she

had never left the bedside of her niece
;
and he trembled to

think what change could have driven her away. He learnt

that she had fallen into a deep sleep, from which she would
waken, either to recovery and life, or to bid them farewell and
die.

They sat, listening, and afraid to speak for hours. The
untasted meal was removed

;
and with looks which showed

that their thoughts were elsewhere, they watched the sun as he

sank lower and lower, and, at length, cast over sky and

earth those brilliant hues which herald his departure. Their

quick ears caught the sound of an approaching footstep.

They both involuntarily darted to the door, as Mr. Losbeme
entered.

What of Rose ? ” cried the old lady. ** Tell me at once!
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I can bear it
;
anyth^g but suspense ! Oh, tell me ! in the

name of Heaven !

’’

You must compose yourself/' said the doctor, supporting

her. ‘‘ Be calm, my dear ma'am, pray."

'"Let me go, in God’s name! My dear child! She is

dead ! She is dying !

"

‘^No!" cried the doctor, passionately. *^As lie is good

and merciful, she will live to bless us all, for yeard to come.”

The lady fell upon her knees, and tried to fold hei hands

together
;
but the energy which had supported her so long,

fled up to Heaven with her first thanksgiving
;
and she sank

into the friendly arms which were extended to receive her.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

CONTAINS SOME INTRODUCTORY PARTICULARS RELATIVE TO A YOUKQ

GENTLEMAN WUO NOW ARRIVES UPON THE SCENE; AND A NEW
ADVENTURE WHICH HAPPENED TO OLIVER.

It was almost too mnch happiness to hear. Oliirer felt

stunned and stupified by the unexpected intelligence
; he

could not weep, or speak, or rest. He had scarcely the

power of understanding anything that had passed, until, after

a long ramble in the quiet evening air, x burst of tears came
to his relief, and he seemed to awaken, aU at once, to a full

sense of the joyful change that had occurred, and the almost

insupportable load of anguish which had been taken from his

breast.

The night was fast closing in, when he returned homeward:
laden with flowers which he had cuUed, with peculiar care, for

the adornment of the si^k chamber. As he walked brisldy

along the road, he heard behind him, the noise of some
vehicle^ approaching at a furious pace. Looking round, ho

saw that it was a post-chaise, driven at great speed
;
and as

the horses were galloping, and the road was narrow, he stood

leaning against a gate until it should have passed him.

As it dashed on, Oliver caught a glimpse of a man in a

white night-cap, whose face seemed familiar to him, although

his view was so brief that he could not identify the person.

In another second or two, the nightcap was thrust out of the

chaise-window, and a stentorian vtuce bellowed to the driver

to stop : which he did, as soon as he could pull up his horses.

Then, the nightcap once again appeared
;
and the same voice

called, Oliver by his name.
“Fore!’' criof^ the voice. Oliver, what .s the news?

Miss Rose ! Master O li ver !

”

“Is it you, Giles ? " cried Oliver, running up to the chaise

door.

Giles popped out his nightcap n(^:ain, preparalory to makmg
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some reply, when he was suddenly pulled hack hy a young

gentleman who occupied the other comer of the chaise, and

who eagerly demanded what was the news.

In a word ! cried the gentleman, better or worse ?

** Better—much better !
** replied Oliver, hastily.

‘Thank Heaven ! exclaimed the gentleman. “You are

sure ?

“ Quite, sir,” replied Oliver. “ The change took place

only a few hours ago
;
and Mr. Losbeme says, that all danger

is at an end.”

The gentleman said not another word, but, opening the

chaise-door, leaped out, and taking Oliver hurriedly by the

arm, led him aside.

“You are quite certain? There is no possibility of any

mistake on your part, my boy, is there ? ” demanded the

gentleman in a tremulous voice. “ Do not deceive me, by
awakening hopes that are not toube fulfilled.”

“ I would not for the world, sir,” replied Oliver. “ Indeed,

you may believe me. Mr. Losberne’s words wore, that she

would live to bless us all for many years to come. I heard

him say so.”

The tears stood in Oliver^s eyes as ho recalled the scene

which was the beginning of so much happiness
;

and the

gentleman turned his face away, and remmned silent, for

some minutes. Oliver thought he heard him sob, more than

once
; but he feared to interrupt him by any hesh remark

—

for he could well guess what his feelings wore—and so stood

apart, feigning to be occupied with his nosegay.

All this time, Mr. Giles, with the white nightcap on, had
been sitting on the steps of the chaise, supporting an elbow
on each knee, and wiping his eyes with a blue cotton pocket-

handkerchief dotted with white spots. That the honest fellow

had not been feigning emotion, was abundantly demonstrated
by the very red eyes with which he regarded the young
gentleman, when he turned round and addressed him.

**
I think you had better go on to my motlier’s in the

chaise, Giles, said he. “ I would rather walk slowly on,

80 as to gain ‘a little time before I see her. You can say I

am coming.”
“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Harry,” said Giles

:
giving a

final polish to his ruffled countenance with the handkerchief

;

but if you would leave the postboy to say that, I should be
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rery much obliged to you. It wouldn’t be proper for the

maids to see me in this state, sir
;

I should never have any

more authority with them if they did.”
** Well,” rejoined Harry Maylie, smiling, '‘you can do as

you like. Let him go on with the luggage, if you wish it,

and do you follow with us. Only first exchange that nightcap

for some more appropriate covering, or we shall be taken for

madmen.”
Mr. Giles, reminded of his unbecoming costume, snatched

off and pocketed his nightcap
;
and substituted a hat, of grave

and sober shape, which he took out of the chaise. This done,

the postboy drove off
;

Giles, Mr. Maylie, and Oliver, followed

at their leisui'e

As they walked along, Oliver glanced from time to time

with much interest and curiosity at the new-comer. He
seemed about five-and-twenty years of age, and was of the

middle height
;

his countenance was frank and handsome
;

and his demeanour easy and prepossessing. Notwithstanding

the difference between youth and age, he bore so strong a

likeness to the old lady, that Oliver would have had no great

difficulty in imagining their relationship, if he had not already

spoken of her as his mother.

Mrs. Maylie was anxiously waiting to receive her son when
lie reached the cottage. The meeting did not take place

without great emotion on both sides.

" Mother !
” whispered the young man

;

" why did you not

write before ?
”

“ I did,” replied Mrs. Maylie; "but on reflection, I deter-

mined to keep back the letter imtil I had heard Mr. Losberne’s

opinion.”

"But why,” said the young man, " why run the chance of

that occurring which so nearly happened ? If Rose had—

I

cannot utter that word now—if this illness had terminated

<lifferently, how could you ever have forgiven yourself ! How
could I ever have known happiness again !

”

"If that had been the case, Harry,” said Mrs. Majdie,
“ I fear your happiness would have been effectually blighted

;

and that your arrival here, a day sooner or a day later, would
have been of very, very little import.”

" And who can wonder if it be so, mother ? ” rejoined the

young man; " or why should I say, if?—It is—it is—^you

know it, mother—you must know it !

”
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I know that she deserves the best and purest love the

heart of man can offer,” said Mrs. Maylie
;

I know that

the devotion and affection of her nature require no ordinary

return, but one that shall be deep and lasting. If I did not

feel this, and know, besides, that a changed behaviour in one

shv' loved would break her heart, I should not feel my task

so difficult of performance, or have to encounter so many
struggles in my own bosom, when I take what seems to me
to be the strict line of duty.”

This is unkind, mother,” said Harry. Do you still

suppose that I am a boy ignorant of my own mind, and

mistaking the impulses of my own soul ?
”

I think, my dear son,” returned Mrs. Maylie, laying her

hand upon his shoulder, **that youth has many generous

impulses which do not last
;
and that among them are some

which, being gratified, become only the more fleeting. Above
all, I think,” said the lady, fixing her eyes on her son’s face,

‘^that if an enthusiastic, ardent, and ambitious man marry a

wife on whose name there is a stain, which, though it

originate in no fault of hers, may be visited by cold and
sordid people upon her, and upon his children also

;
and, in

exact proportion to his success in the world, be cast in his

teeth, and made the subject of sneers against him : he may,
110 matter how generous and good his nature, one day repent

of the conneidon he formed in early life. And she may have
the pain and torture of knowing that he does so.”

Mother,” said the young man, impatiently, '*he would be
a selfish brute, unworthy alike of the name of man and of the

woman you describOj who acted thus.”

You think so now, Harry,” replied his mother.

‘'And ever will !
” said the young man. “The mental

agony I have suffered, during the last two days, wrings from
me the undisguised avowal to you of a passion which, as you
well know, is not one of yesterday, nor one I have lightly

formed. On Rose, sweet, gentle girl! my heart is set as

firmly as ever heart of man was set on woman. I have no
thought, no view, no hope in life, beyond her; and if you
oppose me in tliis great stake, you take my peace and happi-
ness in your hands, and cast them to the wind. Mother,
think better of this, and of me, and do not disregard the
happiness of which you seem to think so little.”

“ Harry,”' said Mrs. Maylie, “ it is because I think so much
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of warm and sensitive hearts, that I would spare them &rom

being wounded. But wo have said enough, and more than

enough, on this matter just now.**

“Let it rest with Bose, then,” interposed Harry. “You
will not press these overstrained opinions of yours, so far, as

to throw any obstacle in my way ?
”

“ I win not,” rejoined Mrs. Maylie
;
“but I would have

you consider— ”

“ I have considered !
” was the impatient reply

;
“ Mother,

I have considered, years and years. I have considered, ever

since I have been capable of serious reflection. My feelings

remain unchanged, as they ever will
;

and why should I

suffer the pain of a delay in giving them vent, which can be

productive of no earthly good ? No ! Before I leave this

place. Rose shall hear me.”
“ She shall,” said Mrs. Maylie.
“ There is something in your manner, which would almost

imply that she will hear me coldly, mother,” said the young

man.

“Not coldly,” rejoined the old lady
; “far from it.”

“ IIow then?” urged the young man. “ She has formed

no other attachment ?
”

“No, indeed,” replied his mother
;
“ you liave, or I mis-

take, too strong a hold on her affections already.”— Wliat

I wotild say,” resumed the old lady, stopping her son as he

was about to speak, “ is this. Before you stake your all on

this chance
;
before you suffer yourself to be carried to the

highest point of hope*; reflect for a few moments, my deal*

n^hild, on Rose’s history, and consider what effect the know-
ledge of her doubtful birth may have on her decision : devoted

as she is to us, yrith all the intensity of her noble mind, and

with that perfect sacrifice of self which, in all matters, great

or trifling, has always been her characteristic.”

“ What do you mean ?
”

“ That I leave you to discover,” replied Mrs. Maylie. “ I

must go back to her. God bless you !

”

“I shall see you again to-night?” said t]ie young man,
eagerly.

“ By and by,” replied the lady
;
“ when I leave Rose.”

“You will tell her I am here ? ” said Hariy.
“ Of course,” replied Mrs. Maylie.
“ And say how anxious I have been, and how much I have
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suffered, and how I long to see her. You will not refuse to

do this, mother ?
**

said the old lady; I will tell her all/^ And
pressing her son’s hand affectionately, she hastened from the

room.

Mr. Losheme and Oliver had remained at another end of

the apartment while this hurried Codversation was proceeding.

The former now held out his hand to Harry Maylie; and

hearty salutations were exchanged between them. Tht^ doctor

then communicated, in reply to multifarious quesLions from

his young friend, a precise account of his patient’s situation
;

which was quite as consolatory and full of promise, as Oliver’s

statement had encouraged him to hope
;
and to the whole of

which, Mr. Giles, who affected to be busy about the luggage,

listened with greedy ears.
** Have you shot anything particular lately, Giles ?

”

inquired the doctor, when he had concluded.

Nothing particular, sfr,” replied Mr. Giles, colouring up
to the eyes.

“Nor catching any thieves, nor identifying any house-

breakers ? ” said the doctor.

None at all, sir,” replied Mr. Giles, with much gravity.

Well,” said the doctor, I am sorry to hear it, because

you do that sort of tiling admirably. Pray, how is Brittles ?
”

The boy is very well, sir,” said Mr. Giles, recovering his

usual tone of patronage; ‘'and sends his respectful duty,

sir.”

“ That’s well,” said the doctor. “ Seeing you here, reminds
me, ]\Ir. Giles, that on the day before that on which I was
called away so hurriedly, I executed, at the request of your
good mistress, a small commission in your favour. Just step

into this corner a moment, will you ?
”

Mr. Giles walked into the corner with much importance,
and some wonder, and was honoured wit^ a short whispering
conference with the doctor, on the termination of which, he
made a great many bows, and retired with steps of unusual
etateliness. The subject matter of this conference was not
disclosed in tlie parlour, but the kitchen was speedily en-

lightened concerning it
;
for Mr. Giles walked straight thither,

aitiu having calle^I for a niug of ule, announced, with an air of
itiujcsty, which liigidy effective, that it had pleased his

‘ii:sire*;s, in. consideiation of his gallant beliavioiu: on the
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occasion of that attempted robbery, to deposit, in the local

savings-bank, the sum of five and twenty pounds, for his sole

use and benefit. At this, the two women-servants lifted up

their hands and eyes, and supposed that Mr. Giles would

begin to be quite proud now
;
whereunto Mr. Giles, pulling

out his shirt-frill, replied, No, no
;

and that if they

observed that he was at all haughty to his inferiors, he would

thank them to tell him so. And then he made a great many
other remaiks, no less illustrative of his humility, which

were received with equal favour and applause, and were,

withal, as original, and as much to the purpose, as the

remarks of great men commonly are.

Above stairs, the remainder of the evening passed cheer-

fully away
;
for the doctor was in liigh spirits

;
and however

fatigued or thoughtful Harry Maylie might have been, at

first, he was not proof against the worthy gentleman’s good

humour, which displayed itself in a great variety of sallies

and professional recollections, and an abundance of small

jokes, which struck Oliver as being the drollest things ho hat I

ever heard, and caused him to laugh proportionately : to the

evident satisfaction of the doctor, who laughed immoderately

at himself, and made Harry laugh almost as heartily, by the

very force of sympathy. So, they were as pleasant a party

as, under the circumstances, they could well have been
;
and

it was late before they retired, with light and thankful

hearts, to take that rest of which, after the doubt and sus-

pense they had recently undergone, they stood so much in

need.

Oliver rose next morning, in better heart, eind went about

his usual early occupations, with more hope and pleasure than

he had known for many days. The birds were once more
hung out, to sing, in their old places

;
and the sweetest wild

flowers that could be found, were once more gathered t(^

gladden Rose with their beauty. The melaticholy which had
seemed to the sad eye^ of the anxious boy to hang, for days

past, over every object, beautiful as all were, was dispelled by
magic. The dew seemed to sparkle more brightly on the

green leaves
;
the air to rustle among them with a sweeter

music; and the sky itself to look more blue and bright.

Such is the influence which the condition of our own thoughts,

exercises, even over the s^pearance of external objects. Men
who look on nature, and their fellow-men, and ciy that all is
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dark and gloomy, are in the right
;
but the sombre colours

are reflections from their own jaundiced eyes and hearts.

The real hues are delicate, and need a clearer vision.

It is worthy of remark, and Oliver did not fail to note it at

the time, that his morning expeditions were no longer made
alone. Harry Maylie, after the very first morning when he

met Oliver coming laden home, was seized with such a passion

for flowers, and displayed such a taste in their arrangement,

as left his young compfmion far behind. If 01i\er were

behindhand in these respects, however, he knew where the

best were to be found
;

and morning after morning they

scoured the country together, and brought home the fairest

that blossomed. The window of the young lady^s chamber
was opened now

;
for she loved to feel the rich summer air

stream in, and revive her with its freshness; but there always

stood in water, just inside the lattice, one particular little

bunch, which was made up with great care, every morning

Oliver could not help noticing that the withered flowers were

never thrown away, although the little vase was regularly

replenished
;
nor, could he help observing, that whenever the

doctor came into the garden, he invariably cast his eyes up
to that particular comer, and nodded his head most ex-

pressively, as he set forth on his morning's walk. Pending
these observations, the days were flying by; and Rose was
rapidly recovering.

Nor did Oliver’s time hang heavy on his hands, although

the young lady had not yet left her chamber, and there were
no evening walks, save now and then, for a short distance,

witii Mrs. Maylie. He applied himself, with redoubled

assiduity, to the instructions of the white-headed old gentle-

man, and laboured so hard that his qrdck progress surprised

even himself. It was while he was engaged in this pursuit,

that he was greatly startled and distressed by a most un-

expected occurrence.

The little room in which he was accustomed to sit, when
busy at his books, was on the ground-floor, at the back of the

house. It was quite a cottage-room, with a lattice-window'

;

around which were clusters of jessamine and honeysuckle,

that crept over the casement, and filled the place with their

delicious perfume. It looked into a garden, whence a wicket-

gate opened into a small paddock; aU beyond, was fiad

meadow-land and wood. There was no other dWilling near
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in that direction
;
and the prospect it commanded was very

extensive.

One heauiaful evening, when the first shades of twilight

were beginning to settle upon the earth, Oliver sat at this

window, intent upon his books. He had been poring over

them for some time
;
and, as the day had been uncommonly

sultry, and he had exerted himself a great deal, it is no

disparagement to the authors, whoever they may have been,

to say, that gradually and by slow degrees, he fell asleep.

There is a kind of sleep that steals upon ils sometimes,

which, while it holds the body prisoner, does not free the

mind from a sense of things about it, and enable it to ramble

at its pleasure. So fhr as an overpowering heaviness, a

prostration of strength, and an utter inability to control our

thoughts or power of motion, can be called sleep, this is it

;

and yet, we have a consciousness of all that is going on about

us, and, if we dream at such a time, words which are really

spoken, or sounds which really exist at the moment, accom-

modate themselves with surprising readiness to our visions,

imtil reality and imagination become so strangely blended

that it is afterwards almost matter of impossibiliiy to separate

the two. Nor is this, the most striking phenomenon inci-

dental to such a state. It is an undoubted fact, that although

our senses of touch and sight be for the time dead, yet our

sleeping thoughts, and the visionary scenes that pass before

us, will be influenced and materially influenced, by the mere

eilent presence of some external object; which may not have

been near, us when we closed our eyes : and of whose vicinity

we have had no waking consciousness.

Oliver knew, perfectly well, that he was in his own little

room
;
that his books were lying on the table before him

;

that the sweet air was stir^g among the creeping plants

outside. And yet he was ^eep. Suddenly, the scene

changed
; the air became dose and confined

;
and he thought,

with a glow of terror, that he was in the Jew’s house again.

There sat the hideous old man, in his accustomed comer,

pointing at him, and whispering to another man, with his

ftce averted, who sat beside him.
** Hush, my dear !

” he thought he heard the Jew say

;

**
it is he, sure enough. Come away.”

He !
” the other man seemed to answer

;
“ could I mis-

take him, think you? If a crowd of ghosts were to put them-
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selves into Kis exact shape, and he stood amongst them, there

is something that would tell me how to point him out. If

you buried him fifty feet deep, and took me across his grave,

I fancy I should knpw, if there wasn’t a mark above it, that

he lay buried there !

”

The man seemed to say this, with such dreadful hatred,

that Oliver awoke with the fear, and started up.

Good Heaven ! what was that, which sent the blopd

tingling to bis heart, and deprived him of hi? voice,. and.of

po^ver to move !
* There—there—at the window—close before

him—so close, that he could have almost touched him before

he started back : with his eyes peering into the room, and

meeting his: there stood the Jew! And beside him, white

with rage or fear, or both, were the scowling features of the

very man who had accosted him in the inn-yaid.

It was but an instant, a glance, a flash, before his eyes

;

and they were gone. But they had recognised him, and he
them; and their look was as fii-mly impressed upon his

memory, as if it had been deeply carved in stoi^e, and set

before him fi:om his birth. He stood transfixed for a moment;
then, leaping Irom the window into the garden, called loudly

for liolp.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

OONTAtWmO ITIE UNSATISFACTORY RESULT OP OLIVER’S ADVENTURE ;
AND

A CONVERSATION OF SOME IMPORTANCE 'BETWEEN HARRY MAYLIE AND

ROSE.

When the inmates of the house, attracted by Oliver’s

cries, hurried to the spot from which they proceeded, they

found him, pale and agitated, pointing in the direction of the

meadows behind the house, and scarcely able to articulate the

words, The Jew ! the Jew !

”

Mr. Giles was at a loss to comprehend what this outcry

meant
;
but Harry Maylie, whose perceptions were something

quicker, and who had heard Oliver’s history from his mother,

understood it at once.

**Wliat direction did he take?” he asked, catching up a

heavy stick which was standing in a comer.

“That,” replied Oliver, pointing out the course the men
had taken

;
“I missed them, in an instant.”

“Then, they are in the ditch!” said Harry. “Follow!
And keep as near me, as you can.” So saying, he sprang

over the hedge, and darted off with a speed which rendered it

matter of exceeding difficulty for the others to keep near him.

Giles followed as well as he could
;
and Oliver followed

too
;
and in the course of a miuute or two, Mr. Losbeme, who

liad been out wallcing,- and just then returned, tumbled over

the hedge after them, and picking himself up wdth more
agility than he could have been supposed to possess, struck

into the same course at no contemptible speed, shouting all

the while, most prodigiously, to know what was the matter.

On they all went; nor stopped they once to breathe, until

the leader, striking off into an angle of the field indicated by
Oliver, began to search, narrowly, the ditch and hedge adjoin-

iug; which afforded time for the remainder of the party to

coiue up
; and for Oliver to eommunicato to Mr. liosbomo the

circumstances tliat liod led to so vigorous a ^utrsuit
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Tlie searcli was all in vain. There were not even the

traces of recent footsteps, to be seen. They stood, now, on

the summit of a little hill, commanding the open fields in

every direction for three or four miles. There was the village

in the hollow on the left
; but, in order to gain that, after

pursuing the track Oliver had pointed out, the men must
have made a circuit of open groimd, which it was hnpossible

they coidd have accomplished in so short a time. A thick

wood skirted the meadow-land in another direction
;
but they

could not have gamed that covert for the same reason.

“ It must have been a dream, Oliver,” said Harry Maylie.

Oh no, indeed, sir,” replied Oliver, shuddering at the

very recollection of the old wretch’s countenance
;

I saw

him too plainly for that. I saw them both, as plainly as I

see you now.”
‘‘ Who was the other? ” inquired Harry and Mr. Losberne,

.together.

The very same man I told you of, who came so suddenly

upon me at the inn,” said Oliver. We had our eyes fixed

full upon each other
;
and I could swear to him.”

'‘They took this way?” demanded Harry; “are you
sure ?

”

“ As I am that the men were at the window,” replied

Oliver, pointing down, as he spoke, to the hedge which divided

the cottage-garden from the meadow. “ The tall man leaped

over, just there
;
and the Jew, running a few paces to th(*

right, crept through that gap.”

The two gentlemen watched Oliver’s earnest face, as he

spoke
;
and, looking from him to each other, seemed to feel

satisfied of the accuracy of what he said. StiU, in no direction

M ere thdre any appearances of the trampling of men in hurried

flight. The grass was long; but it was trodden down
nowhere, save where their own feet had crushed it. The sides

and brinks of the ditches, were of damp clay
;
but in no one

place could they discern the print of men’s shoes, or the

slightest mark which would indicate that any feet had pressed

the ground for horn's before.
“ This is strange !

” said Harry.
“ Strange ? ” echoed the doctor. “ Blathers and Duff,

themselves, could make nothing of it.”

Notwithstanding the evidently useless nature of their search,

they (hd not desist until the coming on of night rendered its



274 OLIVER TWIST,

farther prosecution hopeless
;
and, even then they gave it up

with reluctance. Giles was despatched to the difierent ale-

houses in the village, furnished with the best description

Oliver could give of the appearance and dross of the straiigers.

Of these, the Jew was, at all events, sufficiently remarkable to

be remembered, supposing he had been seen drinking or

loitering about
;
but Giles returned without any intelligence,

calculated to. dispel or lessen the mystery.

On the next day, fresh search was made, and the inquiries

renewed
;
but with no better success. On the day following,

Oliver and Mr. Maylie repaired to the market-town, in the

hope of seeing or hearing something of the men there : but

this effort was equally fruitless. After a few days, the affair

began to be forgotten, as most affairs are, when wonder, having

no fresh food to support it, dies away of itself.

Meanwhile, Rose was rapidly recovering. She had left her

room ,* was able to go out
;
and, mixing once more with the

.family, carried joy into the hearts of aU.

But, although this happy change had a visible effect on the

little circle
;
and although cheerful voices and merry laughter

were once more lieai'd in the cottage
;
there was, at times, an

unwonted restraint upon some there : even upon Rose herself

:

which Oliver could not fail to remark. Mrs. Maylie and her

son were often closeted together for a long time
;
and more

than once Rose appeared with traces of tears upon her face.

After Mr. LosLerne had fixed a day for his departure to

Chertsey, these symptoms increased; and it became evident

that something was in progress which affected the peace of

the young lady, and of somebody else besides.

At length, one morning, when Rose was alone in the

breakfast-parlour, Harry Maylie entered; and, with somo
hesitation, begged permission to speak with her for a few
moments.

A few—a very few—will suffice, Rose,^’ said the young
man, chawing liis chair tow^ai-ds her. ‘‘ WTiat I shall have to

say, has aheady presented itself to your mind; the most
cherislied hopes of my heart are not unknown to you, though
from my lips 3’oa liiuc not yot heard them elated.’’'

Rose had lieoi ^ cry pale from the monicnt of his entrance

;

but that might Imvo Leon the effoct of her recent illness. She;

])o\vcd
,

ajid Lending ovci' toomc plants that stood near,

WaiteJ in silence fur liim lo proceeJ
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I—

I

—ought to have left here, before,’^ said liariy.

'‘You should, indeed,** replied Kose. Forgive me for

saying so, but I wish }'ou had.**

" I was brought here, by the most dreadful and agonising

of aU apprehensions,** said the young man
;
" the fear of

losing the one deax being on whom my every wish and hope

are fixed. You had been djdng: trembling between earth

and heaven. We know that when the young, the beautiful,

and good, are visited with sickness, their pure sj^irits insensibly

turn towards their bright home of lasting rest
;
wo know,

Heaven help us ! that the best and fairest of our kind, too

often fade in blooming.**

There were tears in the eyes of the gentle girl, as these

words were spoken ; and when one fell upon the flower over

which she bent, and glistened brightly in its cup, making it

more beautiful, it seemed as though the outpouring of her

fresh young heart, claimed kindred naturally, with the loveliest

things in nature.
'' A creature,*’ continued the young man passionately; “ a

creature as fair and innocent of guile as one of God’s own
angels, fluttered between life and death. Oh ! who could

hope, when the distant world to which she was akin, half

opened to her view, that she would return to the sorrow and

calamity of this ! Rose, Rose, to know that you were passing

away like some soft shadow, which a light from above, casts

upon the earth
; to have no hope that* you would be spared to

those who linger here
;
hardly to know a reason why you

should be ; to feel that you belonged to tliat bright sphere

whither so many of the fairest and the best have winged their

early flight
;
,and yet to pray, amid all these consolations, that

you might be restored to those who loved you—these were

distractions almost too great to bear. They were mine, by
day and night

;
and with them, came such a rushing torrent

of fears, and apprehensions, and selfish regrets, lest you should

die, and never know how devotedly I loved you, as almost

bore down sense and reason in its course. You recovered,

^^y by day, and ^most hour by hour, some drop of health

came back, ahd mingling with the spent and feeble stream of

life which circulated languidly within you, swelled it again td

a high and rushing tide. I have watched you change almost

from death, to life, with ej^es that turned blind with their

eagerness and deep affection. Do not tell me that you
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wish 1 had lost this; for it has softened my heart to all

mankind/^
I did not mean that/* said Rose, weeping

;
I only wish

you had left here, that you might have turned to high and

noble pursuits again
;
to pursuits well worthy of you.**

** There is no pursuit more worthy of me : more worthy of

the highest natui*e that exists : than the struggle to win such

a heart as yours,’* said the young man, taking her hand.

Rose, my own dear Rose ! For years—for years—I have

loved you
;
hoping to win my way to fame, and then com©

proudly home and tell you it had been pursued only for you to

share
;
thinking in my day-dreams, how I would remind you,

in that happy moment, of the many silent tokens I had given

of a boy’s attachment : and claim your hand, as in redemption

of some old mute contract that had been sealed between us !

That time has not arrived
;
but here, with no fame won, and

no young vision realised, I offer you the heart so long your

own, and stake my all upon the words with which you greet

the offer.”

“ Your behaviour has ever been kind and noble,” said Rose,

mastering the emotions by which she was agitated. As
you believe that I am not insensible or ungrateful, so hear my
answer.”

“ It is, that I may endeavour to deserve you; it is, dear

Rose ?
”

It is,” replied Rose, that you must endeavour to forget

me
;
not as your old and dearly-attached companion, for that

would wound me deeply; but as the object of your love.

Look into the world
;
think how many hearts you would be

proud to gain, are there. Confide some other passion to me,
if you wdU

;
I wiR be the truest, warmest, and most faithful

friend you have.”

There w^as a pause, during which. Rose, who had covered

her face with one hand, gave free vent to her tears. Harry
still retained the other.

And your reasons. Rose,” he said, at length, in a low
voice

;
your reasons for this decision ?

”

You have a right to know them,” rejoined Rose. ** You
can say nothing to alter my resolution. It is a duty that I

uust perform. I owe it, alike to others, and to myself.’* ^

“ To yourseK?”
Yes, Harry. I owe it to myself, that I, a friendless
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portionless girl, with a blight upon niy name, should not

give your* Mends reason to suspect that I had sordidly yielded

to your first passion, and fastened myself, a clog, on all your

hopes and projects. I owe it to you and yours, to prevent

you from opposing, in the warmth of your generous nature,

this great obstacle to your progress in the world/’

If your inclinations chime with your sense oi duty ”

Harry began.
“ They do not,” replied Rose, colouring deeply.

Then you return my love ? ” said Harry. Pay but that,

dear Rose
;
say but that

;
and soften the bitterness of this

hard disappointment

!

If I could have done so, without doing heavy wrong to

him I loved,” rejoined Rose, I could have ”

Have received this declaration very differently?” said

Harry. ** Do not conceal that from me, at least, Rose.”

1 could,” said Rose. ** Stay !
” she added, disengaging

her hand, **why should wo prolong this painful interview?

Most painful to me, and yet productive of lasting hax)pines8

notwithstanding
;
for it will be happiness to know that I once

held the high place in your regard which I now occupy
;
and*

every triumph you achieve in life will animate me with new
fortitude and firmness. Farewell, Harry ! As we have met
to-day, we meet no more

;
but in other relations than those in

which this conversation would have placed us, we may be

long and happily entwined
;
and may every blessing that the

prayers of a true and earnest heart can call down from the

source of all truth and sincerity, cheer and prosper you !

”

Another w'ord. Rose,” said Harry. Your reason in

your own words. From your own lips, let me hear it !

”

The prospect before you,” answered Rose, firmly, ‘‘is a

brilliant one. All the honours to which great talents and

powerful connexions can help men in public life, are in store

for you. But those connexions are proud
;
and I will neither

mingle with such as may hold in scorn the mother who gave
me life

;
nor bring disgrace or failure on the son of l^er who

has so well supplied that mother’s place. In a word,” said

the young lady, turning away as her temporary firmness for-

Book her, “there is a stain upon my name, which the world
visits on innocent heads. I will carry it into no blood but my
own

; and the reproach shall rest alone on me.”
“ One word more, Rose. Dearest Rose ! one more !

” cried
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Harr3% throwing himself before her. If I had been less

—

less fortunate, the world would call it—if some obscure and

peaceful life had been my destiny—if I had been poor, sick,

helpless—would you have turned from tne then? Or has my
probable advancement to riches and honour, given this scruple

birth ?

Do not press me to repty,” answered Rose. “ The

(question does not arise, and never will. It is unfair, almost

unkind, to urge it.*^

If your answer be what I almost dare to hope it is,**

retorted Harry, it will shed a gleam of happiness upon my
lonely way, and light the path before me. It is not an idle

thing to do so much, by the utterance of a few brief words,

for one who loves you beyond all else. Oh, Rose ! in the

name of my ardent and enduring attachment
;
in the name of

all I have suffered for 3^ou, and all you doom me to undergo;

answer me tliis one question !

**

Then, if your lot had been differently cast,** rejoined

Rose
;
“if you had been even a little, but not’ so far above

me
;

if I could have been a help and comfort to you in any

liumble scene of peace and retirement, and not a blot and

drawback in ambitious and distinguished crowds
;

I should

have been spared this trial. I have cv(uy reason to be happy,

very happy now
;
but then, Harry, I own I should have been

happier.”

Busy recollecticns of old hoj)es, cherished as a girl, long

ago, crowded into the mind of Rose, while making this

avowal
;
but tiny brought tears wdlli them, as old hopes will

when they coino bacl<: withered
;
and they relieved her.

“ I cannot help this weakness, and it makes my purpose

stronger,** said Rose, extending her hand. “ I must leave you
now, indeed.’*

I ask one promise,” said Harry. “ Once, and only once

more,—say within a year, hut it may he much sooner,—I may
speak to you again on this subject, fpr the last time.”

“ Not to press me to alter my right determination,” replied

Rose, with a melancholy smile; “it will be useless.”

“No,” said Harry
;
“to hciir you repeat it, if you wiU

—

finally repeat it ! I will lay at your feet, whatever of station

or fort nie I may possess; and if you still adhere to your
pre^< lO resolution, will not seek, by word or act, to

cliai-'gf' it.”
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'^Then let it be so.*’ rejoined Rose; ‘‘it is but oue pang

the more, and by that time I may be enabled to bear it

better.**

She ejwtended her hand again. But the young man caught

her to his bosom
;
and imprinting one kiss on her beautiful

torohead, hurried &om the room.
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CHAPTEB XXXVI.

Xa A. VERY SHORT ONE, AND MAT APPEAR OP NO GREAT IMPORTANCB IN

m PLACE. BUT IT SHOULD BE READ NOTWITHSTANDING, AS A

SEQUEL TO THE LAST, AND A KEY TO ONE THAT WILL FOLLOW WHEN
ITS TIME ARRIVES.

Anb so you are resolved to be my travelling companion

this morning; eh?” said the doctor, as Harry Maylie joined

him and Oliver at the breakfast-table. “ Why, you are not

in the same mind or intention two half-hours together !

”

** You will tell me a different tale one of these days,” said

Harry, colouring without any perceptible reason.
** I hope I may have good cause to do so,” replied Mr.

liosbeme
;

though I confess I don’t think I shall. But
yesterday morning you had made up your mind, in a great

hurry, to stay here, and to accompany your mother, like a

dutiful son, to the sea-side. Before noon, you announce that

you are going to do me the honour of accompanying me as far

as I go, on your road to London, And at night you urge me,

with great mystery, to start before the ladies are stirring
;
the

consequence of which is, that young Oliver here is pinned dowm
to his breakfast when he ought to be ranging the meadows after

botanical phenomena of aU kinds. Too bad, isn’t it, OHver ?”

I should have been very sorry not to have been at home
when you and Mr. Maylie went away, sir,” rejoined Oliver.

That’s a fine fellow,” said the doctor; “you shall come
and see me when you return. But, to speak seriously,

Harry
;
has any communication from the great nobs, produced

this sudden anxiety on your part to be gone ?
”

“The great nobs,” replied Harry :
“ under which designa-

tion, I presume, you include my most stately uncle : have not

communicated with me at all, since I have been here
;
nor, at

this time of the year, is it likely that anything would occur to

render necessary my immediate attendance among them.”
“ Well,” said the doctor, “ you are a queer fellow. But of
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cdurse they will get you into Parliament at the election before

Christmas, and these sudden shiftings and changes are no bad

preparation for political life. There something in that.

Good training is always desirable, whether the race be for

place, cup, or sweepstakes.**

Harry Maylie looked as if he could have followed up this

short dialogue by one or two remarks that would have

staggered the doctor not a little
;
but he contented himself

with saying, **We shall see,** and pursued the subject no

farther. The post-chaise drove up to the door shortly after-

wards
;
and Giles coming in for the luggage, the good doctor

bustled out, to see it packed.

Oliver,’* said Harry Maylie, in a low voice, let me speak

a word with you.**

Oliver walked into the window-rQceSs to which Mr. Maylie

beckoned him
;
much surprised at the mixture of sadness and

boisterous spirits, which his whole behaviour displayed.
** You can write well now ? ** said Harry, laying his hand

upon his arm. •

I hope* so, sir,** replied OKver.
**

I shall not be at home again, perhaps for some time
;

I

wish you would write to me—say once a fortnight : every

alternate Monday; to the General Post Office in London.

WiUyou?**
Oh ! certainly, sir^ I shall be proud to do it,’* exclaimed

Oliver, greatly delighted with the commission.
‘‘ I should like to know how—how my mother and Miss

Maylie are,” said the young man; and you can fill up a

sheet by telling me what walks you take, and what you talk

about—and whether she—they, I mean—seem happy and
quite well. You understand me ?

**

‘‘ Oh ! quite, sir, quite,” replied Oliver.

I would rather you did not mention it to them,” said

Harry, hurrying over his words
;

** because it might make my
mother anxious to write to me oftener, and it is a trouble and
worry to her. Let it be a secret between you and me

;
and

mind you tell me every thing ! I depend upon you.”

Oliver, qui!e elated and honoured by a sense of his impor-

tance, faithfully promised to be secret and explicit in his com-

munications. Mr. Maylie took leave of him, with many
assurances of his regard and protection.

The doctor was in the chaise; Giles (who, it had been
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arranged, should be loft heliind) held the door open in hiu

hand
;
and the Tromen-scrvants were in the garden, looking

on. Harry cast one slight glance at the latticed window, and

jumped into the carriage.

Drive on ! he cried, '' hard, fast, full gallop ! Nothing

short of flying wiU keep pace with me, to-day.”
** Halloa !

” cried the doctor, letting down tibe front glass

in a great hurry, and shouting to the postilion; ''something

very short of flying will keep pace with me. Do you hear ?
”

Jingling and clattering, till distance rendered its noise

inaudible, and its rapid progress only perceptible to the eye,

the vehicle wound its way along the road, almost hidden in a

cloud of dust : now wholly disappearing, and now becoming
visible again : as inter%’'ening objects, or the intricacies of the

way, permitted. It was not imtil even the dusty cloud was
no longer to be seen, that the gazers dispersed.

And there was one looker-on, who remained with eyes fixed

upon the spot where the carriage had disappeared, long after

it was many miles away
;

for, behind the white curtain which
had shrouded her from view w^hen Ilariy raised his eyes

towards the window, sat Rose herself.

" He seems in high spirits and happy,” she said, at length.
" I feared for a time he might be otherwise. I was mistaken.

I am very, very glad.”

Tears are signs of gladness as well as grief; but those

which coursed down Rose’s face, as she sat pensively at the

window, still gazing in the same direction, seemed to tell

more of sorrow than of joy.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

Ilf WHICH THE KEiJDER MAY PERCEIVE A CONTRAST, NOT UNCOMMON IN

MATRIMONIAL CASES.

Mr. Bumble sat in the workhouse parlour, with his eyes

moodily fixed on the cheerless grate, whence, ns it was
summer time, no brighter gleam proceeded, than the reflor-

tion of certain sickly rays of the sun, which were sent back

from its cold and shining surface. A paper fly-cage dangled

from the ceiling, to which he occasionally raised his eyes in

gloomy thought
;
and, as the heedless insects hovered round

the gaudy network, Mr. Bumble would heave a deep sigh,

while a more gloomy shadow overspread his countenance.

Mr. Bumble was meditating; it might bo that the insects

brought to mind, some painful passage in his own past life.

Nor was Mr. Bumble's gloom the only thing calculated to

awaken a pleasing melancholy in the bosom of a spectator.

There were not tranting other appearances, and those closely

connected with his own person, which announced that a great

change had taken place in the position of his aflfairs. Tlio

laced coat, and the cocked hat
;
where were they ? ITe still

wore knee-breeches, and dark cotton stockings on his nofh.ev

limbs
;
but they were not the breeches. The coat was wide-

skirted; and in that respect like the coat, but, oh, how
different ! The mighty-cocked hat was Replaced by a modest

round one. Mr. Bumble was no longer a beadle.

There are some promotions in life, which, independent of

the more substantial rewards they offer, acquire peculiar value

and dignity from the coats and w^aistcoats connected with

them. A field-marshal has his uniform
;
a bishop his silk

apron; a counsellor his silk gown; a beadle his cocked-h»t.

Strip the bishop of his apron, or the beadle of his hat and

lace; what are they? Mon. Mere men. and

holiness too, sometimes, are more questions of cent and waist

coat than some people imagine.
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Mr. Bumble had married Mrs. Comey, and was master of

the workhouse. Another beadle had come into power. On
him the cocked hat, gold-laced coat, and stafP, had all three

descended.
** And to-morrow two months it was done !

” said Mr.

Bumble, wifch a sigh. It seems a age.**

Mr. Bumble might have meant that he had concentrated a

whole existence of happiness into the short space of eight

weeks
;
but the sigh—there was a vast deal of meaning in

the sigh.
**

I sold myself,*’ said Mr. Bumble, pursuing the same train

of reflection, for six teaspoons, a pair of sugar tongs, and a

milk/pot
;
with a small quantity of second-hand furniture, and

twenty pound in money. I went very reasonable. Cheap,

dirt cheap !

**

Cheap !
** cried a shriU voice in Mr. Bumble’s ear : ^^you

would have been dear at any price
;
and dear enough I paid

for you, Lord above knows that !

”

Mr. Bumble turned, and encoimtered the face of his

interesting consort, who, imperfectly comprehending the few

words she had overheard of his complaint, had hazarded the

foregoing remark at a venture.

“ Mrs. Bumble, ma’am !
** said Mr. Bumble, with senti-

mental sternness.

Well ? ’* cried the lady.

“ Have the goodness to look at me,” said Mr. Bumble,

fixing his eyes upon her.

If she stands such a eye as that,” said Mr. Bumble to

himself, “ she can stand anything. It is a eye I never knew
to fail with paupers. Tf it fails with her, my power is gone.”

Whether an exceedingly small expansion of eye be sufficient

to quell paupers, who, being lightly fed, are in no very high

condition
;
or whether the late Mrs. Corney was particularly

proof against eagle glances; are matters of opinion. The
matter of fact is, that the matron was in no way overpowered

by Mr. Bumble’s scowl, but, on the contrary, treated it with

great disdain, and even raised a laugh thereat, which sounded

as though it were genuine.

On hearing this most unexpected sound, Mr. Bumble
looked, first incredulous, and afterwards amazed. He then

relapsed into his former state
;
nor did he rouse himself until

his attention was again awakened by the voice of his partner.
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Are you going to sit snoring there, all day ? inquired

Mrs. Bumble.

I am going to sit here, as long as I think proper,

ma’am,'* rejoined Mr. Bumble; and although I was not

snoring, I shall snore, gape, sneeze, laugh, or cry, as the

humour strikes me
;
such being my prerogative.**

Your prerogative I
** sneered Mrs. Bumble, with ineffable

contempt.
“ I said the word, ma’am,** said Mr. Bumble. ** Tlie

prerogative of a man is to command.**
‘‘ ^d what *8 the prerogative of a woman, in the name of

Goodness ? ** cried the relict of Mr. Comey deceased.

To obey, ma’am,** thundered Mr. Bumble. Your late

unfort’nate husband should have taught it you; and then,

perhaps, he might have been alive now. I wish he was, poor

man !

**

Mrs. Bumble, seeing at a glance, that the decisive moment
had now arrived, and that a blow struck for the mastership

on one side or other, must necessarily be final and conclusive,

no sooner heard this allusion to the dead and gone, than she

dropped into a chair, and with a loud scream that Mr. Bumble
was a hard-hearted brute, fell into a paroxysm of tears.

But, tears were not the things to find their way to Mr.

Bumble’s soul; his heart was waterproof. Like washable

beaver hats that improve with rain, his nerves were rendered

stouter and more vigorous, by showers of tears, which, being

tokens of weakness, and so far tacit admissions of his own
power, pleased and exalted him. He eyed his good lady with

looks of great satisfaction, and begged, in an encouraging

manner, that she should cry her hardest : the exercise being

looked upon, by the faculty, as strongly conducive to health.

“ It opens the lungs, washes the countenance, exercises the

eyes, and softens down the temper,” said Mr. Bumble. So
cry away !

”

As ho discharged himself of this pleasantry, Mr. Bumble
took his hat from a peg, and putting it on, rather rakishly, on
one side, as a man might, who felt he had asserted his

superiority in u becoming manner, thrust his hands into his

pockets, and sauntered towards the door, with much ease and
waggishness depicted in his whole appearance.

Now, Mrs, Comey that was, had tried the tears, because
they were less troublesome than a manual assault ; but, she
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was quite prepared to make txial of the latter mode of pro-

ceeding, as Mr. Bumble was not long in discovering.

The first proof he experienced of the fact, was conveyed in

a hollow sound, imme^ately succeeded by the sudden flying

off of his hat to the opposite end of the room. This prelimi-

nary proceeding laying bare his head, the expert lady, clasp-

ing him tightly round the throat with one hand, inflicted a

shower of blows (dealt with singular vigour and dexterity)

Upon it with the other. This done, she created, a little variety

by scratching his face, and tearing his hair off
;
and, having,

by this time, inflicted as much punishment as she deemed

necessary for the offence, she pushed him over a chair, which

was luckily well situated for the purpose
;
and defied him to

talk about his prerogative again, if he dared.

Get up !
” said Mrs. Bumble, in a voice of command.

And take yourself away from here, unless you want me to

do something desperate.^*

Mr. Bumble rose with a very rueful countenance : wondering

much what something desperate might be. Picking up his

hat, he looked towards the door.

“ Are you going ? ” demanded Mrs. Bumble.

Certainly, my dear, certainly,’* rejoined Mr. Bumble,

making a quicker motion towards the door. I didn’t intend

to—I ’m goixig, my dear ! You are so very violent, that

really I
—

”

At this instant, Mrs, Bumble stepped hastily forward to

replace the Ciirpet, which had been kicked up in the scuffle.

Mr. Bumble immediately darted out of the room, without

bestowing another thought on his unfinished sentence ; leaving

the late Mrs, Comey in full possession of the field.

Mr. Bumble v'as fairly taken by surprise, and fairly beaten.

He had a decided propensity for bullying
;
derived no incon-

siderable pleasure from the exercise of petty cruelty; and,

consequently, was (it is needless to say) a coward. This is by
no means a disparagement to liis character

;
for many official

l)ersonages, who are held in high respect and admiration, are

the victims of similar infirmities. The remark is made,

indeed, rather in his favour than otherwise, ahd with a view

of impressing the reader vdth a just sense of his qualifications

foy office.

But, the measure of his degradation was not yet full. After

making a tour of the house, and thinking, for the first time,
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that the poor-laws really were too hard on people
;
and that

men who ran away from their wives, leaving them chargeable

to the parish, ought, in justice, to be visited with no punish^

ment at all, but rather rewarded as meritorious individuals

who had suJBPered much ;
Mr. Bumble came to a room where

some of the female paupers were usually employed in washing

the parish linen : whence the sound of voices in conversation,

now proceeded.
‘^ Hem! **

said Mr. Bumble, summoning up all his native

dignity. ** These women at least shall continue to respect the

prerogative. HaUo ! hallo there ! What do you mean by

this noisf
,
you hussies ?

”

With these words, Mr. Bumble opened the door, and walked

in with a very fierce and angry manner : which was at onee

exchanged for a most humiliating and cowering air, as his

eyes unexpectedly rested on the form of his lady wife*

My dear,’* said Mr. Bumble, I didn’t know you were
here.’^

Didn’t know I was here !
” repeated Mrs. Bumble. What

do you do here ?
”

“ I thought they were talking rather too much to be doing

their work, propei^ly, my dear,” replied Mr. Bumble
;
glancing

distractedly at a couple of old women at the wash-tub, w'ho

were comparing notes of admiration at the workhouse-master’s

humility.

You thought they were talking too much ? ” said Mrs.

Bumble. What business is it of yours ?
”

“ Why, my dear
—

” urged Mr, Bumble submissively.

What business is it of yours?” demanded Mrs. Bumble,
again.

It ’s very true, you ’re matron here, my dear,” submitted

Mr. Bumble; ‘‘but I thought you mightn’t he in the way
just then.”

“ I ’ll tell you what, Mr. Bumble,” returned his lady.

“We don’t want any of your interference. You ’re a great

deal too fond of ^poking j^our nose into things that don’t

concern you, making everybody in the house laugh, the

moment your back is turned, and making yourself look like a
fool every hour in tho day. Bo off; come !

”

Mr. Bumble, seeing with excruciating feelings, the deliglit

of the two old paupers, who were tittering together most
rapturously, hesitated for an instant. Mrs. Bumble, vhose
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patience brooked no delay, caugbt up a bowl of soap-suds,

and motioning him towards the door, ordered him instantly to

depart, on pain of receiving the contents upon his portly

person.

What could Mr. Bumble do ? He looked dejectedly round,

and slunk away
;
and, as he reached the door, the titterings

of the paupers broke into a shrill chuckle of irrepressible

delight. It wanted but this. He was degraded in their eyes

;

he had lost caste and station before the very paupers
;
he had

fallen from all the height and pomp of beadleship, to the

lowest depth of the most snubbed henpeckery.

All in two months ! said Mr. Bumble, filled with dismal

thoughts. “ Two months ! No more than two months ago, I

was not only- my own master, but everybody else’s, so far as

the porochial workhouse was concerned, and now !

—

It was too much. Mr. Bumble boxed the ears of the boy

who opened the gate for him (for he had reached the portal in

his reverie)
;
and walked, distractedly, into the street.

He walked up one street, and down another, until exercise

had abated the first passion of his grief
;
and then the revul-

sion of feeling made him thirsty. He passed a great ma^y
public-houses

;
but, at length paused before one in a by-way,

whose parlour, as he gathered from a hasty peep over the

blinds, was deserted, save by one solitary customer. It began

to rain, heavily, at the moment. This determined, him. Mr
Bumble stepped in

;
and ordering something to drink, as he

passed the bar, entered the apartment into which he had

looked from the street.

The man who was seated there, was tall and dark, and
^^•ore a large cloak. He had the air of a stranger; and

seemed, by a certain haggardness in his look, as well as by
the dusty soils on his dress, to have travelled some distance.

He eyed Bumble askance, as he entered, but scarcely deigned

to nod his head in aclmowledgment of his salutation.

Mr. Bumble had quite dignity enough for two : supposing

even that the stranger had been more familiar
;

so he drank
his gin-and-water in silence, and read the paper with great

show of pomp and circumstance.

It so liappened, however: as it will happen very often,

when men fail into company under such circumstances : that

Mr. Bumble felt, every now and then, a powerful inducement,

which he could not resist, to steal a look at the stranger : and
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that whenever he did so, he withdrew his eyes, in some
oonft^ion, to find that the stranger was at that moment
stealing a look at him. Mr. Bumble’s awkwardness was
enhanced by the very remarkable expression of the stranger’s

eye, which was keen and bright, but shadowed by a scowl of

distrust and suspicion, unlike anything he had ever observed

before, and repulsive to behold.

When they had encountered each other’s glance several

times in this way, the stranger, in a harsh, deep voice, broke

silence.

“ Were you looking for me,” he said, when you peered

in at the window ?
”

“ Not that I am aware of, unless you ’re Mr. ” Here
Mr. Bumble stopped short ; for he was curious to know the

stranger’s name, and thought in his impatience, he might
supply the blank.

I see you were not,” said the stranger
;
an expression of

quiet sarcasm playing aboTit his mouth
;

or you would have

known my name. You don’t know it. I would recommend
you not to inquire.”

I meant no harm, young man,” observed Mr. Bumble,
majestically.

‘‘ And have done none,” said the stranger.

Another silence suo/ieeded this short dialogue : which was
again broken by the stranger.

I have seen you before, I think?” said he. You were
differently dressed at that time, and I only passed you in the

street, but I should know you again. You were beadle here,

once
;
were ypu not ?

”

“ T was,” said Mr. Bumble, in some surprise
;

** porochial

beadle.”

Just so,” rejoined the other, nodding his head. It was
in that character I saw you. What are you now ?

”

“ Master of the workhouse,” rejoined Mr. Bumble, slowly

and impressively, to check any undue familiarity the stranger

might otherwise assume. ‘‘ Master of the workhouse, young
man !

”

You have the same eye to your own interest, that you
always had, I doubt not?” resumed the stranger, looking

keenly into Mr. Bumble’s eyes, as he raised them in astofiish-

ment at the question. “Don’t scruple to answer freely, man.
1 know you pretty well, 3^011 see.”

O.T. K
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I suppose, a married man,** replied Mr. Bumble, shading
his eyes with his hand, and surveying the stranger, from head
to foot, in evident perplexity, “ is not more averse to turning

an honest penny when he can, than a single one. Porochial

officers are not so well paid that they can afford to refuse any
little extra fee. when it comes to them in a civil and proper
manner.**

The strangei* smiled, and nodded his head again : as much
as to say, he had not mistaken his man

;
then rang the bell.

Fill this glass again,** he said, handing Mr. Bumble’s
empty tumbler to the landlord. “ Let it be strong and hot.

You like it so, I suppose?”
‘‘ Not too strong,*’ replied Mr. Bumble, with a delicate cough.

‘‘You understand what that means, landlord !
** said the

stranger, drily.

The host smiled, disappeared, and shortly afterwards

returned with a steaming jorum : of which, the first gulp
brought the water into Mr. Bumble’s eyes.

“Now listen to me,” said the stranger, after closing the

door and window. “ I came down to this place, to-day, to

find you out
;
and, by one of those chances which the devil

throws in the way of his friends sometimes, you w«dked into

the very room I was sitting in, while you were uppermost in

my mind. I want some information from you. I don’t ask
you to give it for nothing, slight as it is. Put up that, to

begin with.”

As he spoke, he piished a couple of sovereigns across the

table to his companion, carefrilly, as though unwilling that

the chinking of money should be heard without. When Mr.
Bumble had scrupulously examined the coins, to see that they
were genuine : and had put them up, with much satisfaction,

in his waistcoat pocket, he went on

;

“ Carry your memory back—let me see—twelve years, last

winter.**

“It *8 a long time,*' said Mr. Bumble. “Very good.
I *ve done it.**

“ The scene, the workhouse.**
“ Good !

**

“ And the time, night."
“ Yes.”
“ And the place, the crazy hole, wherever it was, in which

miserable drabs ‘brought forth the life and heidth so often



OLITER TWIST. 291

denied to themselves—gave birth to puling children for the

parish to rear
;
and hid their shame, rot ’em, in the grave !

”

/‘The lying-in room, I suppose?” said Mr. Bumble, not

q\iite following the stranger’s excited description.

Yes,” said the stranger. “ A boy was bom there.”

“ A many boys,” observed Mr. Bumble, shaking his head,

despondingly.
“ A murrain on the young devils !

” cried the stranger
;
“I

speak of one
;

a meek-looking, pale-faced boy, v ho was
apprenticed down here, to a cotlin-maker—I wi' h he had
made his coffin, and screwed his body in it—and who after-

wards ran away to London, as it was supposed.”

“Why, you mean Oliver! Young Twist!” said Mr.

Bumble
;
“I remember him, of course. There wasn’t a

obstinater young rascal
”

“It’s not of liim I want to hear; I’ve heard enough of

him,” said the stranger, stopping Mr. Bumble in the very

outset of a tirade on the subject of poor Oliver’s vices. “ It ’s

of a woman
;
the hag that nursed his mother. Where is she?”

“ Where is she ? ” said Mr. Bumble, whom the gin-and-

water had rendered facetious. “ It would be hard to tell.

There ’s no midwifery there, whichever place she *8 gone to

;

so I suppose she ’s out of employment, any way.”

“What do you mean?” demanded the stranger, sternly.

“ That she died last winter,” rejoined Mr. Bumble.

The man looked fixedly at him when he had given this

information, and although he did not withdraw his eyes for

some time afterwards, his gaze gradually became vacant and

abstracted, and he seemed lost in thought. For some time,

he appeared doubtful whether he ought to be relieved or dis-

appointed by the intelligence; but at lengtli he breathed

more freely
;
and withdrawing his eyes, observed that it was

no great matter. With that, he rose, as if to depart.

But Mr. Bumble was cunning enough
;
and he at once saw

that an opportunity was opened, for the lucrative disposal of

somo secret in the possession of his better half. He well

remembered the night of old Sally’s death, which the occur-

rences of thatf day had given him good reason to recollect, as

the occasion on which he had proposed to Mrs. Comey
;
and

although that lady had never confided to him the disclosure of

Inch she had been the solitary witness, he had heard enough
to know that it related to something that had occurred m the
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old woman’s attendance, as workhouse nurse, upon the young
mother of Oliver Twist. Hastily calling this circumstance to

mind, he informed the stranger, with an air of mystery, that

one woman had been closeted with the old harridan shortly

before she died; and that she could, as he had reason to

believe, throw some light on the subject of his inquiry.

‘‘How can I find her?” said the stranger, thrown off his

guard
;
and plainly showing that all his fears (whatever they

were) were aroused afresh by the intelligence.

“ Only through me,” rejoined Mr. Bumble.

“When?” cried the stranger, hastily.

“ To-morrow,” rejoined Bumble.
“ At nine in the evening,” said the stranger, producing a

scrap of paper, and writing down upon it, an obscure address

by tlie water-side, in characters tliat betrayed his agitation
;

“ at nine in the evening, bring her to me there. I needn’t

tell you to be secret. It ’s your interest.”

With these words, he led the way to the door, after stopping

to pay for the liquor that had been drunk. Shortly remarking
that their roads were difierent, lie departed, without more
( eremony than an emphatic repetition of the hour of appoint-

ment for the following night.

On glancing at the address, the parochial functionary

observed that it contained no name. The stranger had not

gone far, so he made after him to ask it.

“What do you want?” cried the man, turning quickly

round, as Bumble touched him on the arm. “Following mel!’
“ Only to ask a question,” said the other, pointing to the

scrap of paper. “ What name am I to ask for ?
”

“ Monks !
” rejoined the man; and strode, hastily, away.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

OOWTAmiNQ AN ACCOUNT OF WHAT PASSED BETWEEN MR. AND MRS.

BUMBLE, AND MR. MONKS, AT THEIR NOCTURNAL INTERVIEW.

It was a dull, close, overcast summer evening. The clouds,

which had been threatening all day, spread out in a dense and

sluggish mass of vapour, already yielded large drops of rain,

and seemed to presage a violent thunder-storm, when Mr. and

Mrs. Bumble, turning out of the main street of the town,

directed their course towards a scattered little colony of ruinous

houses, distant from it some mile and a-half, or thereabouts,

and erected on a low imwholesome swamp, bordering upon
the river.

They were both wrapped in old and shabby outer garments,

which might, perhaps, serve the double purpose of protecting

their persons from the rain, and sheltering them from obser-

vation, The husband carried a lantern, from which, however,

no light yet shone
;
and trudged on, a few paces in front, as

though—the way being dirty—to give his wife the benefit of

treading in his heavy footprints. They went on, in profound

silence
;
every now and then, Mr. Bumble relaxed his pace,

and turned his head as if to make sure that his helpmate wa-s

following
;
then, discovering that she was close at his heels,

he mended his rate of walking, and proceeded at a considerable

increase of speed, towards their place of destination.

This was far from being a place of doubtful character
;
for

it had long been known as the residence of none blit low
ruf5.an8, who, under various pretences of living by their

labour, subsisted chiefly on plunder and crime. It was a

collection of mere hovels: some, hastily built with loose

bricks : otheps, of old worm-eaten ship timber : jumbled
together without any attempt at order or arrangement, and
planted, for the most part, within a few feet of the river’s

bank. A few leaky boats drawn up on the mud, and made
fast to the dwarf wall which skirted it : and here and there an



2«4 OLIVER TWIST.

oar or coil of rope : appeared, at first, to indicate that the

inhabitants of these miserable cottages pursued some avocation

on the river ; but a glance at the shattered and useless con-

dition of the articles thus displayed, would have led a passer-

by, without much difficulty, to the conjecture that they were

disposed there, rather for the preservation of appearances,

than with any view to their being actually employed.

In the heart of this cluster of huts
;
and skirting the river,

which its upper stories overhung; stood a large building,

f)nnerly used as a manufactory of some kind. It had, in its

day, probably furnished employment to the inhabitants of the

surrounding tenements. But it had long since gone to ruin.

Iho rat, the worm, and the action of the damp, had weakened

and rotted the piles on which it stood
;
and a considerable

portion of the building had already sunk down into the water;

v'hile the remainder, tottering and bending over the dark

stream, seemed to wait a favounible opportunity of following

its old Companion, and involving itself in the same fate.

It was before this ruinous building that the worthy couple

])aused, as the first peal of distant tliunder reverberated in the

air, and the rain commenced pouring violently down.

^‘The place should be somewhere here,^^ said Bumble, con-

sulting a scrap of paper he held in his hand.

Halloa there !
” cried a voice from above.

Following the sound, Mr. Bumble raised his head, and

descried a man looking out of a door, breast-high, on the

second story.
** Stand stiU, a minute,” cried the voice

;
I ’U be with you

directly.” With which the head disappeared, and the door

dosed.
“ Is that the man ? ” asked Mr. Bumble’s good lady.

Mr. Bumble nodded in the afiirmative.

Then, mind what I told you,” said the matron :
‘‘ and he

ciaroful to say as little as you can, or you ’U betray us at once.”

Mr. Bumble, who had eyed the building with very rueful

looks, was apparently about to express some doubts relative to

the advisability of proceeding any further with the enterprise

just then, when he was prevented by the appearance of

Monks : who opened a small door, near which they stood, and

beckoned them inwards.

Come in !
” he cried impatiently, stamping his foot upon

the ground. Don’t keep me here !

”
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The woman, who had hesitated at first, walked boldly iii,

without any other invitation. Mr. Bumble, who was ashamed

or afi’aid to lag behind, followed
;
obviously very ill at ease,

and with scarcely any of that remarkable dignity which was

usually his chief characteristic.

MTiat the devil made you stand lingering there, in the

wet?” said Monks, turning round, and addressing Bumble,

after he had bolted the door beliind them.

We—we were only cooling ourselves,” stammered Bumble,

looking apprehensively about him.

^‘Cooling yourselves!” retorted Monks. “Not all tlu'

rain that ever fell, or ever will fall, will put as miicli of hell's

lii-e out, as a man can carry about with him. You won’t cool

yourself so easily
;
don’t think it !

”

With this agreeable speech, Monks turned short upon tlje

matron, and Lent his gaze ui)on her, till even she, wlio vais

not easily cowed, was fain to withdraw her eyes, and turn

tliem towards the ground.
“ This is the woman, is it?” demanded Monks.
“ Hem ! That is the woman,” replied Mr. Bumble, mind-

ful of his wife’s caution.

“You think women never can keep secrets, I suppose?”
said the matron, interposing, and returning, as she spoke, the

searching look of Monkst
“ I know they will alwavs keep one till it ’s found out,”

said Monks.
“ And what may that be ? ” asked the matron.
“ The loss of tlieir own good name,” replied Monks. “ So,

by the same rule, if a woman ’s a party to a secret that might
hang or transport her, I ’m not afraid of her telling it to any-

body
;
not I ! Do you understand, mistress ?

”

“ No,” rejoined the matron, slightly colouring as she spoke.

“ Of course you don’t !
” said Monks. “ How should

you ?
”

Bestowing something half-way between a smile and a frown
upon his two companions, and again beckoning them to follow

him, the man hastened across the apartment, whicli was of

considerable ^tent, but low in the roof. He was preparing
to ascend a steep staircase, or rather ladder, leading to anotlier

floor of warehouses above : when a bright flash of lightning

fitreamed down the aperture, and a peal of thimder followed,

which shook the crazy building to its centre.
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** Hear it ! he cried, shrinking hack. ** Hear it ! Rolling

and crashing on as if it echoed through a thousand caverns

where the devils were hiding from it. I hate the sound

!

He remained silent for a few moments
;
and then, removing

his hands suddenly from his face, showed, to the unspeakable

discomposure of Mr. Bumble, that it was much distorted, and

discoloured.

“These fits come over me, now and then,” said Monks,

observing his alarm
;
“ and thunder sometimes brings them

on. Don’t mind me now; it’s all over for this once.”

Thus speaking, he led the way up the ladder
;
and hastily

closing the window-shutter of the room into which it led,

lowered a lantern which hung at the end of a rope and pulley

passed through one of the heavy beams in the ceiling : and

vdiich cast a dim light upon an old table and three chairs that

were placed beneath it.

“Now,” said Monks, when they had all three seated them-

selves, “ the sooner we come to our business, the better for all.

'I'he woman knows what it is
;
does she ? ”

The question was addressed to Bumble
;
but his wife antici-

pated the reply, by intimating that she was perfectly acquainted

with it.

“ He is right in saying that you were with this hag the

night she died
;
and that she told you something— ”

“ About the motlier of the boy you named,” replied the

matron interrupting liiin. “Yes.”
“ The first question is, of what nature was her communi-

cation?” said Monks.
“ That ’s the second,” observed the woman with much

deliberation. “ The first is, what may the commmiication be
worth ?

”

“Who the devil can tell that, without knowing of what
kind it is ? ” asked Monks.

“ Nobody better than you, I am persuaded,” answered Mrs.

Bumble : who did not want for spirit, as her yokefellow could

abundantly testify.

“ Humph !
” said Monks significantly, and with a look of

eager inquiry
;
“ there may be money’s worth to get, eh ?

”

“ Pe^rhaps there may,” was the composed reply.

“ Something that was taken from her,” said Monks
* S6mething that she wore. Something that ”

“You had better bid,” interrupted Mrs. Bumble. “I have
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heard enough, already, to assure me that you are the man I

ought to talk to.”

Mr. Bumble, who had not yet been admitted by his better

half into any greater sliare of the secret than he had originally

possessed, listened to this dialogue with outstretched neck and

distended eyes : which he directed towards his wife and Monks,

by turns, in undisguised astonishment
;

increased, if possible,

when the latter sternly demanded what sum was required for

the disclosure.

What ^8 it worth to you?” asked the woman, as col-

lectedly as before.

It may be nothing; it maybe twenty pounds,” replied

Monks. Speak out, and let me know which.”

^‘Add five pounds to the sum you have named; give me
five-and-twenty pounds in gold,” said the woman

;
and I ’U

tell you all I know. Not before.”

*^Five-and-twenty pounds! ” exclaim'ed Monks, drawing back.
‘‘ I spoke as plainly as I could,” replied Mrs. Bumble.

It ’s not a large sum, either.”

Not a large sum for a paltry secret, that may be nothing

when it ’s told !
” cried Monks impatiently; “ and which has

been lying dead for twelve years past, or more !

”

Such matters keep well, and, like good wune, often double

their value in C'ourse of time,” answered the matron, still

preserving the resolute indifference slie had assumed. As
to lying dead, there are those who will lie dead for twelve

thousand years to come, or twelve million, for anything you
or I know, who will tell strange tales at last !

”

What if I pay it for nothing ? ” asked Monks, hesitating.

'‘You can easily take it away again,” replied the matron.
“ I am but a woman

;
alone here

;
and unprotected.”

“Not alone, my dear, nor unprotected neither,” submitted

Mr. Bumble, in a voice tremulous with fear; “/ am here, my
dear. And besides,” said Mr. Bumble, his teeth chattering

as he spoke, “ Mr. Monks is too much of a gentleman to

.attempt any violence on porochial persons. Mr. Monks is

aware that I am not a young man, my dear, and also that

1 am a little .run to seed, as I may say
;
but he has heerd

:

I say I have no doubt Mr. Monks has heerd, my dear : that

1 am a very determined officer, with very uncommon strength,

if I ’m once roused. I only want a little rousing, that 's all.’

As Mr. Bumble spoke, he made a melancholy feint of



298 OLIVER TWIST

grasping his lantern with fierce determination; and plainly

showed, by the alarmed expression of every feature, that he

did want a little rousing, and not a little, prior to making any

very warlike demonstration ; unless, indeed, against paupers,

or other person or persons trained down for the purpose.

You are a fool,” said Mrs. Bumble, in reply
;

and had

better hold your tongue.”

He had better have cut it out, before he came, if he can't

speak in a lower tone,” said Monks, grimly. So ! He
your husband, eh ?

”

“ He my husband !
” tittered the matron, parrying the

question.

“ I thought as much, when you came in,” rejoined Monks,

marking the angry glance which the lady darted at her spouse

as she spoke. “So much the better; I have less hesitation

in dealing witli two people, when I find that there ’s only one

will between tliem. I 'm in earnest. See here !

”

He tlirust his hand into a side-pocket
;
and producing a

canvas bag, told out tw^enty-five sovereigns on the table, and

pushed them over to the woman.
“Now,” he said, “gather them up; and when this cursed

peal of tliunder, which I feel is coming up to break over the

house-top, is gone, let 's hear your story.”

The thunder : wdiicli seemed in fact much nearer, and to

sliiver and break almost over their lieads : having Subsided,

Monks, raising his face from the table, bent forward to listen

to w^hat the wmman should say. The faces of the tiiree nearly

touched, as the two men leant over the small table in tlieir

eagerness to hear, and the w'oinan also leant forward to

render her whisper audible. The sickly rays of the suspended

lantern falling directly upon them, aggravated the paleness

and anxiety of their countenances ; which, encircled by the

deepest gloom and darkness, looked ghastly in the extreme.
“ When this woman, that we called Old, Sally, died,” the

matron began, “she and I were alone.”

“Was there no one by?” asked Monks, in the same
hollow whisper

;
“no sick wretch or idiot in some other bed ?

No one who could hear, and might, by possibility, under-

stand ?
”

“Not a souk” replied the woman; “we were alone, i

stood alone beside the body when death came over it.”

“ Good,” said Monks, regarding her attentively “ Go on/
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Slie spoke of a young creature,’’ resumed the matron,

who had brought a child into the world some years before

;

not merely in the same room
; but in the same bed in which

she then lay dying.’’

Ay ? ” said Monks, with quivering lip, and glancing ov^*’*

his shoulder. Blood ! How thin^ come about !

”

The child was the one you named to him last night,” said

the matron, nodding carelessly towards her husband
;

the

mother this nurse had robbed.”

In life ? ” asked Monks.

In death,” replied the woman, with something like a

shudder. She stole from the corpse, when it had hardly

turned to one, that which the dead mother had prayed her,

with her last breath, to keep for the infant’s sake.”

“She sold it ?” cried Monks, with desperate eagerness;

“ did slie sell it ? Wliere ? When ? To whom ? How long

before ?
”

“ x\s she told me, with great difdculty, that she had done

this,” said the matron
;
“ she fell back and died.”

“ Without saying more? ” cried Monks, in a voice which,

from its very suppression, seemed only the more furious.

“ It ’s a lie ! I ’U not be played with. She said more. I ’ll

tear the life out of you both, but I ’ll know what it was.”
“ She didn’t utter another word,” said the woman, to all

appearance unmoved (as Mr. Bumble was very far from being)

by the strange man’s violence; “ but she clutched my gown
violently, with one hand, which was partly closed

;
and when

I saw that she was dead, and so removed the hand by force,

I found it clasped a scrap of dirty paper.”

“Which contained
—

” interposed Monks, stretching

forward.

“Nothing,” replied the woman; “it was a pawnbroker’s

duplicate.”

“For what? ” demanded Monks.
“ In good time, I ’U teU you,” said the woman. “ I judge

tliat she had kept the trinket, for some time, in the hope of

turning it to better account
;
and then, had pawned it

;
and

had saved or*scraped together, money to pay the pawnbroker’s
interest year by year, and prevent its running out

;
so that if

anytiling came of it, it could still be redeemed. Nothing had
come of it; and, as I tell you, she died with the scrap of

paper, all worn and tattered, in her hand. The time was out
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in two days
;

I thought something might one day come of it

too, and so redeemed the pledge.”
** Where is it now ? ” asked Monks quickly.
‘‘ There” replied the woman. And, as if glad to be relieved

of it, she hastily threw upon the table, a small kid hag scarcely

large enough for a French watch, which Monks pouncing upon,

tore open with trembling hands. It contained a little gold

locket : in which were two locks of hair, and a plain gold

wedding-ring.

It has the word ^Agnes’ engraved on the inside,” said

the woman. There is a blank left for the surname; and

then follows the date
;
which is within a year before the child

was bom. I found out that.”

“ And this is aU ? ” said Monks, after a close and eager

scrutiny of the contents of the little packet.

All,” replied the woman.
Mr. Bumble drew a long breath, as if he were glad to find

that the story was over, and no mention made of taking the

five-and-twenty pounds back again
;
and now he took courage

to wipe off the perspiration, which had been trickling ovei

his nose, unchecked, during the whole of the previous dialogue.
**

I know nothing of the story, beyond what I can guess at,”

said his wife, addressing Monks, after a short silence
; and

I want to know nothing
;
for it ^s safer not. But I may ask

you two questions, may I ?
”

You may ask,” said Monks, with some show of surprise;
** but whether I answer or not is another question.”

—Which makes three,” observed Mr. Bumble, essaying

a jstroke of facetiousness.
** Is that what you expected to get from me ? ” demanded

the matron.
** It is,” replied Monks. The other question ? ”
** What you propose to do with it ? Can it be used against

me?”
“ Never,” rejoined Monks

;
“ nor against me eith^. See

here 1 But don’t move a step forward, or your life not

worth a bulrush !

”

With these words, he suddenly wheeled the table aside

and pulling an iron ring in the boarding, threw back a large

trap-door, which opened close at Mr. Bumble’s feet, and

caused that gentleman to retire several paces backward, with

great precipitation.
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Look down/* said Monks, low'erinp^ the lantern into the
** Don’t fear me. I could have let you dovm, quietly

enough, when you were seated over it, if that had been my
game.”

Thus encouraged, the matron drew near to the brink
;
and

even Mr. Bumble himself, impelled by curiosity, ventured to

do the same. The turbid water, sw^ollen by the heavy rain,

was rushing rapidly on below
;
and all other sounds were lost

in the noise of its plashing and eddying, against the green

and slimy piles. There had once been a water-n.iil beneath
;

and the tide, foaming and chafing round the few rotten stakes,

and fragments of machinery that yet remained, seemed to

dart oiiAvard, with a new impulse, when freed from the

obstacles which had unavailingly attempted to stem its head-

long course.

If you flung a man’s body dovm there, where would it

be to-morroAv morning ? ” said Monks, swinging the lantern

to and fro in the dark well.

“ TAvelve miles down the river, and cut to pieces besides,”

replied Bumble, recoiling at the very thought.

Monks drew the little packet from his breast, where he

had hurriedly thrust it
;

and tying it to a leaden weight,

which had formed a part of some pulley, and was I}dng on

the floor, dropped it into the stream. It fell straight, and
true as a die

;
clove the water Avitli a scarcely audible splash

;

and was gone.

The three looking into each other’s faces, seemed to breathe

more freely.

There!” said Monks, closing the trap -door, which fell

heavily back into its former position. If the sea ever gives

up its dead, as books say it will, it will keep its gold and
silver to itself, and that trash among it. We have notliing

more to say, and may break up our pleasant part3^”

By all means,” observed Mr. Bumble, with great alacrity.

You ’ll keep a quiet tongue in 3'our head
;

will 3’ou ?
”

said Monks, with a threatening look. “ I am not afraid of

3^our wife.”

You m«iy depend upon me, young man,” answered Mr.

Bumble, bowing himself gradually toAvards the ladder, with

excessive politeness. ** On everybody’s account, young man
;

on my OAvn, you know, Mr. Monks.”
” I am glad, for your sake, to hear it," remarked JMonks.
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** Light joxvr lantern ! And get away frOln here, as fast as

you can/*

It was fortunate that the conversation terminated at this

point, or Mr. Bumble, who had bowed himself to within six

inches of the ladder, would infallibly have pitched headlong

into the room below. He lighted his lantern from that which

Monks had detached from the rope, and now carried in his

hand; and, making no effort to prolong the discourse, de-

scended in silence : followed by his wife. Monks brought up
the rear, after pausing on the steps to satisfy himself that

there were no other sounds to be heard, than the beating of

the rain without, and the rushing of the water.

They traversed the lower room slowly and with caution

;

for Monks started at every shadow
;
and Mr. Bumble, holding

his lantern a foot above the ground, walked not only with

remarkable care, but with a marvellously light step for a

gentleman of his figure : looking nervously about him, for

hidden trap-doors. The gate at which they had entered was
softly imfastened and opened by Monks

;
and, merely ex-

changing a nod with their mysterious acquaintance^ the

married couple emerged into the wet and darkness outside.

They were no sooner gone, than Monks, w ho appeared to

entertain an invincible repugnance to being left alone, called

to a boy who had been hidden somewhere below; and bidding

him go first, and bear the light, returned to the chamber he

had juet quitted.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

INTRODUCES SOME RESPECTABLE CHARACTERS WITH WHOM THE READEft 18

ALREADY ACQUATNTfED, AND SHOWS HOW MONK.8 AND THE JEW LAID

THEIR WORTHY HEADS TOGETHER.

On the evening following that upon wliicln the three

worthies mentioned in the last chapter, disposed of their httle

matter of business as therein narrated, Mr. William Sikes,

awakening from a nap, drowsily growled forth an inquiry

what time of nighi it was.

The room in which Mr. Sikes propounded tliis question,

was not one of those he had tenanted, previous to the C'hertsey

expedition, although it was in the same quarter of the town,

and was situated at no great distance from his former

lodgings. It was not, in appearance, so desirable a habita-

tion as his old quarters : being a mean and badly-furnislied

apartment, of very hijiited .size
;
lighted only by one small

window in the shelving roof, and abutting on a close and

dirty lane. Nor were there wanting other indications of the

good gentleman’s having gone down in the w^oiid of Jatc
;
for

a great scarcity of furniture, and total absence of comfort,

together with the disappearance of all such small moveables

as spare clothes and linen, bespoke a state of extreme poverty

;

while the meagre aJtid attenuated condition of Mr. Sikes him-

self would have fully confirmed these symptoms, if they had
stood in any need of corroboration.

The housebreaker was lying on the bed, wrapped in his

white great-coat, by way of dressing-gown, and displaying a
set of features in np degree improved by the cadaverous hue
of illness, and the addition of a soiled nightcap, and a stiff,

black beard of a week’s growth. The dog sat at the bedside

:

Uow eyeing his master with a wistful look, and now pricking

kis ears, and uttering a low growl as some noise in the street,

or in the lower part of the house, attracted his attention.

Seated by the window, busily engaged in patching an old
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waistcoat whicli formed a portion of the robber’s ordinary

dress, was a female : so pale and reduced with watching and

privation, that there would have been considerable difficulty

in recognising her as the same Nancy who has already figured

in this tale, but for the voice in which she repHed to Mr.

Sikes’s question.

Not long gone seven,” said the gill.
** How do you feel

to-night, Bill ?
”

As weak as water,” replied Mr. Sikes, with an impreca-

tion on his eyes and limbs. ^‘Here; lend us a hand; and let

me get ofP this thundering bed, anyhow.”

Illness had not improved Mr. Sikes’s temper
;

for, as the

girl raised him up, and led him to a chair, he muttered

various curses on her awkw^ardness : and struck her.

Whining, are you ? ” said Sikes. Come ! Don’t stand

snivelling there. If you can’t do anything better than that,

cut off altogether. D’ ye hear me ?
”

** I hear you,” replied the girl, turning her face aside, and

forcing a laugh. What fancy have you got in your head

now ?
”

‘^Oh! you’ve thought better of it, have you?” growled

Sikes, marldng the tear which trembled in her eye. *‘A11

the, better for you, you have.”

Why, you don’t mean to say, you’d be hard upon me to-

night, BiU,” said the girl, laying her hand upon his shoulder.

No !
” cried Mr. Sikes. Why not ?

”

Such a number of nights,” said the girl, with a touch of

woman’s tenderness, which communicated something like

sweetness of tone, even to her voice
;

‘‘ such a number of

nights as I’ve been patient with you, nursing and caring for

you, as if you had been a child : and this the first that I ’ve

seen you like yourself
;
you wouldn’t have served me as you

did just now, if you ’d thought of that, would you ? Come,
come

;
say you wouldn’t.”

Well, then,” rejoined Mr. Sikes, “ I wouldn’t. Why,
damme, now, the girl ’s whining again !

”

It ’s nothing,” said the girl, throwing herself into a chair.

Don’t you seem to mind me. It’ll soon be over.”

‘'What’ll be over?” demanded Mr. Sikes in a savage
voice. “ Wliat foolery are you up to, now, again ? Get up,

and bustle about, and don’t come over me with your womsqi's

nonsense.”
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At any other time, this remonstrance, and the tone in

which it was delivered, would have had the desired effect

but the girl being really weak and exhausted, dropped her

head over the back of the chair, and fainted, before Mr, Sikes

could get out a few of the appropriate oaths with which, on

similar occasions, he was accustomed to garnish his threats. Not
knowing, very well, what to do, in this uncommon emergency

;

for Miss Nancy^8 hysterics were usually of that violent kind

which the patient fights and struggles out of, without much
assistance ;

Mr. Sikes tried a little blasphemy : and finding

that mode of treatment wholly ineffectual, called for assistance.

“What's the matter here, my dear?” said the Jew, look-

ing in.

“Lend a hand to the girl, can't you?” replied Sikes im-

patiently. “ Don't stand chattering and grinning at me !

”

With an exclamation of surprise, Fagin hastened to the

girl’s assistance, while Mr. John Dawkins (otherwise th(}

Artful Dodger), who had followed his venerable friend into

the room, hastily deposited on the floor a bundle with which
he was laden; and snatching a bottle from the gi’asp of

Master Charles Bates who came close at his heels, uncorked it

in a twinkling with his teeth, and poured a portion of its

contents down the patient's throat
:
previously taking a taste,

himself, to prevent mistakes.
“ Give her a whiff of fresh air with the bellows, Charley,”

said Mr. Dawkins; “and you slap her hands, Fagin, while

Bill undoes the petticuts.”

These united restoratives, administered with great energy

:

especially that department consigned to Master Bates, who
appeared to consider his share in the proceedings, a piece of

unexampled pleasantry : were not long in producing the

desired effect. The girl gradually recovered her senses
;
and,

staggering to a chair by the bedside, hid her face upon the

pillow : leaving Mr. Sikes to confront the new-comers, in

some astonishment at their unlooked-for appearance.
“ Why what evil wind has biowed you here ? ” he asked of

Fagin.

“No evil v*ind at all, my dear,” replied the Jew; “for
evil winds bbnv nobody any good

;
and I 've brought some

thing good with me, that you 'll be glad to see. Dodger, my
dear, open the bundle

;
and give Bill the little trifles that we

^pent all our money on, tliis morning.”
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In compliance with Mr. Fagin’s requ^, the Artful untied

his bundle, which was of large size, and formed of an old

tablecloth ;
and handed the articles it contained one by one,

to Charley Bates : who placed them on the table, with vfCrious

encomiums on their rarity and excellence.

Sitch a rabbit pie, Bill,** exclaimed that young gentle-

man, disclosing to view a huge pasty; sitch delicate

creeturs, with sitch tender limbs, Bill, that the wery bones

melt in your mouth, and there’s no occasion to pick ’em;

half a pound of seven and sixpenny green, so precious strong

that if you mix it with biling water, it *11 go nigh to blow the

lid of the tea-pot off
; a pound and a half of moist sugar that

the niggers didn’t work at all, at, afore they got it up, to

sitch a pitch of goodness,—oh no ! Two half-quartern brans ;

pound of best fresh
;
piece of double Glo’ster

;
and, to wind

up alk some of the richest sort you ever lushed !

”

Uttering this last panegyric. Master Bates produced, from

one of his extensive pockets, a full-sized wine-bottle, carefully

corked
;
while Mr. Dawkins, at the same instant, poured out

a wine-glassful of raw spirits from the bottle he carried

:

which the invalid tossed down his throat without a moment’s

hesitation.

Ah !
” said the Jew, rubbing his hands with great satis-

faction. ** You ’ll do, Bill
;
you ’ll do now.”

Do !
” exclaimed Mr. Sikes

;
I might have been done

for, twenty times over, afore you *d have done anything to

help me. What do you mean by leaving a man in this state,

three weeks and more, you false-hearted wagabond ?
”

‘^Only hear him, boys!” said the Jew, shrugging his

shoulders. ** And us come to bring him all these beau-ti-ful

things.”

The things is well enough in their way,” observed Mr.

Sikes a little soothed as he glanced over the table
;

but

what have you got .to say for yourself, why you should leave

me here, down in the mouth, health, blunt, and everything

else; and take no more notice of me, all this mortal time,

than if 1 was that ’ere dog.—Drive him down, Charley !
**

I never see such a jolly dog as that,” cried Master Bates,

doing as he was desired. Smelling the grub like a old lady

a going to market ! He *d make his fortun on the stage that

dog would, and rewive the drayma besides.”

Hold your din,” cried Sikes, as the dog retreated under
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the bed : still growling angrily. ** What have you got to

say for yourself, you withered old fence, eh ?
”

I was away from London, a week and more, my dear, on

a plant,*’ replied the Jew.

And what about the other fortnight ? ** demanded Sikes.
** What about the other fortnight that you *ve left me lying

here, like a sick rat in hi& hole?

”

“I couldn’t help it, Bill,” replied the Jew. I can’t go
into a long explanation before company

;
but I couldn’t help

It, upon my honour.”

Upon your what?” growled Sikes, with excessive disgust.

Here ! Cut me off a piece of that pie, one of you boys, to take

the taste of that out of my mouth, or it ’ll choke me dead.”

Don’t be out of temper, my dear,” urged the Jew, sub*

missively. I have never forgot you. Bill
;
never once,”

“No ! I ’ll pound it that you han’t,” replied Sikes, with

a bitter grin. “You’ve been scheming and plotting away,

eveiy hour that I have laid shivering and burning here
;
and

Bill was to do this
;
and Bill was to do that

;
and Bill was to

do it all, dirt cheap, as soon as he got well : and was quite

poor enough for your work ! If it hadn’t been for the girl, I

might have died.”

“ There now, Bill,” remonstrated the Jew, eagerly catching

at the word. “ If it hadn’t been for the girl ! Who but poor

ould Fagin was the means of your having such a handy girl

about y6u ?
”

“ He says true enough there !
” said Nancy, coming hastily

forward. “ Let him be
;

let him be.”

Nancy’s appearance gave a new turn to the conversation

;

for the boys, receiving a sly wink from the wary old Jew,

began to ply her with liquor: of which, however, she took

very sparingly
;
while Fagin, assuming an unusual flow of

spirits, gradually brought Mr. Sikes into a better temper, by
affecting to regard his threats as a little pleasant banter;

and, moreover, by laughing very heartily at one or two rough
jokes, which, after repeated applications to the spirit-bottle,

he condescended to make.
‘‘It’s all vdry well,” said Mr. Sikes; “but I must have

some blunt from you to-night.”
“ I haven’t a piece of coin about me,” replied the Jew
“ Then you ’ve got lots at home,” retorted Sikes

;
“ and 1

must have some from there.”
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“ Lots!^’ cried the Jew, holding up his hands. I haven't

BO much as would "

I don’t know how much you ’ve got, and I dare say you

hardly know yourself, as it would take a pretty long time to

count it,” said Sikes; ^‘but I must have some to-night; and

that ’s flat.”

‘‘Well, well,” said the Jew, with a sigh, “ T ’ll send the

Artful round presently.”

“You won’t do nothing of the kind,” rejoined Mr. Sikes.

“ The Artful’s a deal too artful, and would forget to come, or

lose his way, or get dodged by traps and so be perwented, or

anything for an excuse, if you put him up to it. Nancy shall

go to the ken and fetch it, to make all sure
;
and I ’ll lie

down and have a snooze while she 's gone.”

After a great deal of liaggling and squabbling, the Jew

beat down the amount of the required advance from five

pounds to three pounds four and sixpence
:
protesting with

inany solemn asseverations that that would only leave him
eighteenpenco to keep house with

;
Mr. Sikes sullenly re-

in arlciug that if he couldn’t got anj" more he must be content

vdth that. Nancy prepared to accompany him homo
;
while

tlie Dodger and Master Bates put the eatables in the cup-

board. The J(3W then, talcing leave of his affectionate friend,

returned homewards, attended by Nancy and the boys: Mr.

Sikes, meanwhile, flinging himself on the bed, and composing

liimself to sleep away tho time until tlio young lady’s

return.

In due course, they arrived at the Jew’s abode, where they

found To\)y Crackit and Mr. Chitling intent upon their

fifteenth game at cribbago, wliich it is scarcely necessary to

say tho latter gentleman lost; and with it, his fifteenth and

last sixpence : much to the amusement of his young friends.

Mr. Crackit, apparently somewhat ashamed at being found

relaxing himself with a gentleman so much his inferior in

station and mental endowments, yawned, and inquiring after

Sikes, took up hio hat to go.

“Has nobody been, Toby?” asked the Jew.

“Not a living leg,” answered Mr. Crackit, ‘pulling up his

collar
;

“ it ’s been as dull as swipes. You ought to stand

something handsome, Fagin, to recompense me for keeping

house so long. Damme, I ’m a« flat as a juryman
;

and

should have gone to sleep, as fast as Newgate, if I hadn’t had
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the good natur’ to amuse this youngster. Horrid dull, I

blessed if I an’t !

**

With these and other ejaculations of the same kind, Mr
Toby Crackit swept up his winnings, and crammed them into

his waistcoat pocket with a haughty air, as though such

small pieces of silver were whoUy beneath the cousideration

of a man of his figure
;
this done, he swaggerer* out of the

room, with so much elegance and gentility, that Mr. Chitling,

bestowing numerous admiring glances on his legs and boots

till they were out of sight, assured the company that h«

considered his acquaintance cheap at fifteen sixpences an

interview, and that he didn't value his losses the snap of his

little finger.

Wot a rum chap you are, Tom !
” said Master Bates,

highly amused by this declaration.

Not a bit of it," replied Mr. Chitling. Am I Fagin ?"

A very clever fellow, my dear," said the Jew, patting him
on the shoulder, and winking to his other pupils.

“And Mr. Crackit is a heavy swell; an’t he Fagin?"
asked Tom.

“ No doubt at all of that, my dear," replied the Jew.

“And it is a creditable thing to have his acquaintance;

an’t it Fagin ? " pursued Tom.
“ Very much so, indeed, my dear," replied the Jew.

“ They ’re only jealous, Tom, because he won’t give it to them."
“ Ah ! " cried Tom, triumphantly, “ that ’s where it is ! He

has cleaned me out. But I can go and earn some more, when
I like; can’t I Fagin?"
“To be sure you can," replied the Jew; “and the sooner

you go the better, Tom
;
so make up your loss at once, and

don’t lose any more time. Dodger! Charley! It’s time

you were on the lay. Come! It’s near ten, and nothing

done yet."

In obedience to this hint, the boys, nodding to Nancy, took-

up their hats, and left the room
;

the Dodger and his

vivacious friend indulging, as they went, in many witticisms

at the expense of Mr. Chitling ; in whose conduct, it is but

justice to say,.there was nothing very conspicuous or peculiar

:

inasmuch as there are a great number of spirited young
bloods upon town, who pay a much higher price than Mr.

Chitling for being seen in good society : and a great number
of fine gentlemen (composing the good society aforesaid) who
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estabJash their reputation upon very much the same footing

as flash Toby Crackit.
** Now/^ said the Jew, when they had left the room, I ^11

go and get you that cash, Nancy. This is only the key of a

little cupboard where I keep a few odd things the boys get,

jny dear, I never lock up my money, for I ’ve got none to

lock up, my dear—ha ! ha ! ha !—none to lock up. It ^s a

j>oor trade, Nancy, and no thanks; but I’m fond of seeing

the young people about me
;
and I bear it all

;
I bear it all.

Hush!” he said, hastily concealing the key in his breast;

“ who ’s that ? Listen !

”

The girl, who was sitting at the table with her arms folded,

appeared in no way interested in the arrival : or to care

whether the person, whoever he was, came or went : until the

murmur of a man’s voice reached her ears. The instant she

c'aught the sound, she tore off her bonnet and shawl, with the

rapidity of lightning, and thrust them under the table. The
Jew, turning round immediately afterwards, she muttered a

cjomplaint of the heat : in a tone of languor that contrasted,

very remarkably, with the extreme haste and violence of tliis

action : which, however, had been unobserved by Fagin, who
had his back towards her at the time.

Bah !
” whispered the Jew, as though nettled by the

interruption; “it’s the man I expected before: he’s coming
down stairs. Not a Avord about the money while he ’s here.

Nance. He won’t stop long. Not ten minutes, my dear.”

Laying his skinny forefinger upon his lip, the Jew carried

a candle to the door, as a man’s step was heard upon the

stairs without. He reached it, at the same moment as the

visiter, who, coming hastily into the room, was close upon the

girl before he observed her.

It was Monks.
“ Only one of my young people,” said the Jew, observing

that Monks drew back, on beholding a stranger. Don’t

move, Nancy.”

The girl drew closer to the table, and glancing at Monks
wdth an air of careless levity, withdrew her eyes

;
but as he

turned his towards the Jew, she stole another look: so keen
and searching, and full of purpose, that if there had been
any bystander to observe the change, he could hardly have

believed the two looks to have proceeded from the same person.

Any news ? ” inquired the Jew.
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Great/'

And—^and—good?" asked the Jew, hesitating as though
he feared to vex the other man by being too sanguine.

“ Not bad., any way," replied Monks, with a smile. ‘‘ I

have been prompt enough this time. Let me have a word
with you."

The girl drew closer to the table, and made no offer to

leave the room, although she could see that Monks was
pointing to her. The Jew

:
perhaps fearing she might say

something aloud about the money, if he endeavor.red to get

rid of her : pointed upwards, and took Monks out of the room.

Not that infernal hole we were in before," she could hear

the man say as they went up-stairs. The Jew laughed
;
and

making some reply which did not reach her, seemed, by the

creaking of the boards, to lead his companion to the second

story.

Before the sound of their footsteps had ceased to eclio

through the house, the girl had slipped off her shoes; and

drawing her gown loosely over her head, and muffling her

anns in it, stood at the door, listening with breathless interest,

The moment the noise ceased, she glided from the room
;

ascended the stairs with incredible softness and silence
;
and

was lost in the gloom above.

The room remained deserted for a quarter of an hoiu’ or

more
;
the girl glided back with the same unearthly tread

;

and, immediately afterwards, the two men were heard de-

scending. Monks went at once into the street; and the Jew
crawled up-stairs again for the money. When he returned,

the girl was adjusting her shawl and bonnet, as if preparing

to be gone.
** Why, Nance," exclaimed the Jew, starting back as he

put down the candle, “ how pale you are !

"

** Pale !
" echoed the girl, shading her eyes with her hands

as if to look steadily at him.

Quite horrible," said the Jew. “ What have you been

doing to yourself? "

“ Nothing that I know of, except sitting in this close place

for I don’t kndw how long and all," replied the girl carelessly.

“ Come ! Let me get back
;
that ’s a dear."

With a sigh for every piece of money, Fagin told the amount
into her hand. They parted without more conversatioiig

merely interchanging a good night."
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’When the girl got into the open street, she sat down upon

a doorstep
;
and seemed, for a few moments, wholly bewildered

and unable to pursue her way. Suddenly, she arose; and

hurrying on, in a direction quite opposite to that in which

Sikes was awaiting her return, quickened her pace, until it

gradually resolved into a violent run. After completely

exhausting herself, she stopped to take breath; and, as if

suddenly recollecting herself, and deploring her inability to

do something she was bent upon, wrung her hands, and burst

into tears.

It might be that her tears relieved her, or that she felt the

full hopelessness of her condition
;
but she turned baek

;
and

hurrying with nearly as great rapidity in the contrary direc-

tion :
partly to recover lost time, and partly to keep pace with

the violent current of her own thoughts: soon reached the

dwelling where she had left the house-breaker.

If she betrayed any agitation, when she presented herself

to Mr. Sikes, he did not observe it
;
for merely inquiring if

she had brought the money, and receiving a reply in the

affirmative, he uttered a growl of satisfaction, and replacing

his head upon the pillow, resumed the slumbers which her

arrival had interrupted.

It was fortunate for her that the possession of money
occasioned him so much employment ;iext day in the way of

eating and drinking
;
and withal had so beneficial an effect in

smoothing down the asperities of his temper; that he had
neither time nor inclination to be very critical upon her

>)ehaviour and deportment. That she had all the abstracted

and nervous manner of one who is on the eve of some bold

and hazardous step, which it has required no common struggle

to resolve upon, would have been obvious to the lynx-eyed

Jew, who would most probably have taken the alarm at once

;

but Mr. Sikes lacking the niceties of discrimination, and being
troubled with no more subtle misgivings than those which
resolve themselves into a dogged roughhess of behaviour

towards eveiybody
;
and being, furthermore, in an imusually

amiable condition, as has been already observed
;
saw nothing

unusual in her demeanour, and indeed, troubled himself so

little about her, that, had her agitation been far more percep-

tible than it was, it would have been very unlikely to have
awakened his suspicions.

As that day closed in, the girl’s excitement increased ;
and,
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when night came on, and she sat by, watching until the

house-breaker should drink himself asleep, there was an

unusual paleness in her cheek, and a fire in her eye, that even

Sikes observed with astonishment.

Mr. Sikes, being weak from the fever, was lying in bed,

taking hot water with his gin to reiidei* it less indammatory

;

and had pushed his glass towards Nancy to be replenished for

the third or fourth time, when these symptoms first struck him.

Why, bum my body !

**
said the man, raising I’imself on

his hands as he stared the girl in the face. Yo’' look like a

corpse come to life again. What ’s the matter ?
”

‘^Matter!” replied the girl. ‘‘Nothing. What do you

look at me so hard for ?

“ What foolery is this ? demanded Sikes, grasping her by

the arm, and shaking her roughly. “ What is it ? What do

you mean ? W’^hat are you thinking of ?
”

“ Of many things, Bill,’* replied the girl, sliivoring, and as

he did so, pressing her hands upon her eyes. “ But, Lord !

what odds in that ?
”

The tone of forced gaiety in which the last words were

spoken, seemed to produce a deeper impression on Sikes than

tlie wild and rigid look which had preceded them.
“ I tell you wot it is,” said Sikes

;
“if you haven’t caught

the fever, and got it cornin’ on, now% there ’s something more
than usual in the wind, and something dangerous too. You ’re

not a-going to No, damme
!
you wouldn’t do that !

”

“ Do what ? ” asked the girl.

“ There ain’t,” said Sikes, fixing his eyes upon her, and

muttering the words to himself; “there ain’t a stauncher-

hearted gal going, oi I’d have cut her throat three months
ago. She ’s got the fever coming on

;
that ’s it.”

Fortifying himself with this assurance, Sikes drained the

glass to the bottom, and then, with many grumbling oaths,

called for his physic. The girl jumped up, with great alacrity

;

poured it quicldy out, but with her back towards him
;
and

held the vessel to his lips, while he drank off the contents.

“Now,” said the robber, “come and sit aside of me, and
put on your Own face

;
or I ’ll alter it so, that you won’t know

it again when you do want it.”

The girl obeyed. Sikes, locking her hand in his, fell back
upon the pillow : turning his eyes upon Her face. They
closed

; opened again
;
closed once more

;
again opened. He
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shifted his position restlessly
;
and, afte^ dozing again, and

again, for two or three minutes, and as often springing up
with a look of terror, and gazing vacantly about him, was

suddenly stricken, as it were, while in the very attitude of

rising, into a deep and heavy sleep. I’he gi’aep of his hand
relaxed

;
the upraised arm fell languidly by his side

;
and he

lay like one in a profound trance.

^'The laudanum has taken effect at last,’’ murmured the

girl, as she rose from the bedside. I may be too late, even

now.”

She hastily dressed herself in her bonnet and shawl : look-

ing fearfully round, from time to time, as if, despite the

sleeping drauglit, she expected every moment to feel the

pressure of Sikes’s heavy hand upon her shoulder
;

then,

stooping softly over the bod, she kissed the robber’s lips
;
and

then opening and closing the room-door with noiseless touch,

hurried from the house.

A watchman was crying half-past nine, down a dark passage

through which she had to pass, in gaining the main
thoroughhire.

Has it loug gone the half-hour? ” asked the girl.

It ’ll strike the hour in another quarter,” said the man:
raising his lantern to her face.

And I cannot get there in less than an hour or more,”

muttered Nancy : brushing swiftly past him, and gliding

rapidly dowm the street.

Many of the shops were already closing in the back lanes

and avenues through which she tracked her way, in making
from Spitalhelds towards the West-End of London. The
clock struck ten, increasing her impatience. Slie tore along

the narrow pavement : elbowing the passengers from side to

side; and darting almost under the horses’ heads, crossed

crowded streets, where clusters of persons were eagerly

watching their opportunity to do the like.

The woman is mad! ” said the people, turning to look

after her as she rushed away.

When she reached the more wealthy quarter of the towm,

the streets were comparatively deserted
;
and h^e her head-

long progress e3^cited a still greater curiosity in the stragglers

whom she hurried past. Some quickened their pace behind,

as though to see whither she was hastening at such an

imusual rate; and a few made head upon her^ and looked
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hack : surprised at her undiminished speed ; but they fell off

one by one
;
and when she neared her place of destination,

she was alone.

It was a family hotel in a quiet but handsome street near

Hyde Park. As the brilliant light of the lamp which burnt

before its door, guided her to the spot, the clock struck

eleven. She had loitered for a few paces as though irresolute,

and making up her mind to advance; but the sound deter-

mined her, and she stepped into the haU. The poi ter’s seat

v as vacant. She looked round with an air of incertitude, and

advanced towards the stairs.

‘^Now, young woman said a smartly-di’ossed female,

looking out from a door behind her, “who do you want

here ?

“ A lady who is stopping in tliis house,’’ answered the girl.

“ A lady !
” was the reply, accompanied with a scornful

look. “What lady?”
“Miss Maylie,” said Nancy.

The young woman, who had, by this time, noted her

appearance, replied only by a look of virtuous disdain
;
and

summoned a man to answer her. To liim, Nancy repeated her

request.

“ What name am I to say ? ” asked the waiter.

“ It ’s of no use saying any,” replied Nancy.
“ Nor business ? ” said the man.
“No, nor that neither,” rejoined the girl. “ I must see

the lady.”
“ Come !

” said the man, pushing her towards the door.

“ None of this ! Take yourself off.”

“ I shall be carried out, if I go !
” said the girl violently

;

‘ and I can make that a job that two of you won’t like to do.

Isn’t there anybody here,” she said, looking round, “that will

Bee a simple message carried for a poor wretch like me ?
”

This appeal produced an effect on a good-tempered-faced

man-cook, who with some other of the servants was looking

on, and who stepped forward to interfere.

“ Take it up for her, Joe
;
can’t you ? ” said this person.

“What ’s the good?” replied the man. “You don’t sup-

pose the young lady will see such as her
;
do you ?

”

This allusion to Nancy’s doubtful character, raised a vast

fjuantity of chaste wrath in the bosoms of four housemaids,

who remtirked, with great fervour, that the creature was a
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disgrace to her sex
;
and strongly advocated her being thrown,

ruthlessly, into the kennel.

Do what yon like with me,’* said the girl, turning to the

men again; ** but do what I ask you first, anl I ask you to

give this message for God Almighty’s sake.”

The soft-hearted cook added his intercession, and tne result

was that the man, who at first appeared, undertook its

delivery..

What’s it to be ? ” said the man, with one foot on the

stairs.

“ That a young woman earnestly asks to speak to Miss

Maylie alone,” said Nancy; and that if the lady will only

hear the first word she has to say, she will know whether to

hear her business, or to have her turned out of doors as an
impostor.”

I say,” said the man, you ’re coming it strong !

”

You give the message,” said the girl firmly; “ and let me
hear the answer.”

I'he man ran up-staira. Nancy remained, pale and almost

breathless, listening with quivering lip to the very audible

expressions of scorn, of which the chaste housemaids were
very prolific

;
and of which tliey became still more so, when

the man returned, and said the young woman was to walk
up-stairs.

It ’s no good being proper in this world,” said the first

housemaid.*

Brass can do better tlian the gold what has stood the fire,”

said the second.

The third contented herself with wondering what ladies

was made of
;

” and the fourth took the first in a quartette of
“ Shameful !

” with which the Dianas concluded.

Regardless of all this: for she had weightier matters at

heart : Nancy followed the man with trembling limbs, to a
small antechamber, lighted by a lamp from the ceiling. Here
he left hor, and retired.
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CHAPTER XL.

A 8TEANGE INTERVIEW, WHICH IS A SEQUEL TO THE LAST CHAFTEB.

The girl’s life had been squandered in tlie streets, and

among the most noisome of the stews and dens of London, but

there was something of the woman’s original nature left in her

still
;
and when she heard a liglit stej) approaching the door

opposite to that by which she had entered, and thought of the

wide contrast which the small room would in anotlnn* moment
contain, she felt burdened with the sense of her owm deep

shame; and shrunk as though she could scarcely b(iar the

presence of her with whom she had sought this interview.

But struggling with these better feelings was pride,—the

vice of the lowest and most debased (;r(;atures no less than of

the high and self-assured, Tlie miserable companion of

thieves and ruffians, the fallen outcast of low haunts, the

associate of the scourings of the jails and hulks, living within

tlie shadow of the gallows itself,—even tliis degraded being

felt too proud to betray a feeble gleam of the womanly feeling

which she thought a weakness, but which alone connected her

with that humanity, of which her wasting life had obliterated

so many, many traces when a very child.

She raised her eyes sufficiently to observe that the figure

which presented itself was that of a slight and beautiful girl

;

and then, bending them on the ground, tossed her head with

affected carelessness as she said :

**
It ’s a hard matter to get to see you, lady. If I had taken

offence, and gone away, as many would have done, you ’d have
been sorry for it one day, and not without reason, either.”

I am very sorry if any one has behaved harshly to you,”

replied Rose. * Do not think of that. Tell me why you
wished to see me. I am the person you inquired for.”

The kind tone of this answer, the sweet voice, the gentle

manner, the absence of any accent of haughtiness or displeasure,

took the girl completely by surprise, and she burst into tears.
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** Oh, lady, lady !
” she said, clasping her hands passionately

before her face, ** if there was more like you, there would he

fewer like me,—there would—^there would !

**

Sit down,’^ said Rose earnestly; “you distress me. If

you are in poverty or affliction I shall be truly glad to relieve

you if I can,—I shall indeed. Sit down.^’

“ Let me stand, lady,^’ said the girl, still weeping, “ and do

not speak to me so kindly till you know me better. It is

growing late. Is—is—that door shut ?
”

“Yes,” said Rose, recoiling a few steps, as if to be nearer

assistance in case she should require it. “ Why ?
”

“ Because,” said the girl, “ I am about to put my life, and

the lives of others in your hands. I am the girl that dragged

little Oliver back to old Pagin’s the Jew’s, on the night he

went out from the house in Pentonvillo.”

“ You I
” said Rose Maylie.

“I, lady !
” replied the girl. “ I am the infamous creature

you have heard of, that lives among the thieves, and that never

from the first moment I can recollect my eyes and senses

opening on London streets have known any better life, or

kinder words than they have given me, so help me God ! Do
not mind shrinking openly from me, lady. I am younger

than you would tliink, to look at me, but I am well used to it.

The poorest women fall back, as I make my way along tlie

crowded pavement.”
“ What dreadful things ai’e these !

” said Rose, involuntarily

falling from her strange companion.
“ Thank Heaven upon your knees, dear lady,” cried t]«e

girl, “ that you had friends to care for and keep you in your

childhood, and that you were never in the midst of cold and

hunger, and riot and drunkenness, and—and something worse

than all—as I have been from my cradle
;

I may use the

word, for the alley and the gutter were mine, as they will be

my deathbed.”

“I xhty you!” said Rose in a broken voice. “ It wrings

my heart to hear you !

”

“ Heaven bless you for your goodness !
” rejoined the girl.

** If you knew what I am sometimes, you v^ould pity me,

indeed. But I have stolen away from those who wmuld surely

murder me, if they knew I had been here, to teU you what I

have overheard. Do you know a man named Monks ?
”

“ No,” said Rose.
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knowB you/' replied the girl; ^'and knew you were

here, for it was by hearing him tell the place that I found

you out."
‘‘ I never heard the name," said Rose.
** Then he goes by some other amongst us," rejoined the

girl, “ which I more than thought before. Sometime ago,

and soon after Oliver was put into your house on the night of

the robbery, I—suspecting this man—listened to a conver-

sation held between him and Fagin in tlig dark. I found out,

from what I heard, that Monks—the man I asked you about,

you know—

"

*^Yes," said Rose, ‘‘I understand."—^That Monks," pursued the girl, “had seen him acci-

dentally with two of our boys on the day we first lost him, and

had known him directly to be the same child that he was
watching foi*, though I couldn’t make out why. A bargain was

struck with Fagin, that if Oliver was got back he should have

a certain sum
;
and he was to have more for making him a

thief, which this Monks wanted for some purpose of his own.
“ For what purpose ? " asked Rose.
“ He caught sight of my shadow on the wall as I listened,

in the hope of finding out," said the girl
;

“ and there are not

many people besides me that could have got out of their way
in time to escape discovery. But I did

;
and I saw him no

more till last night."
“ And what occurred then ?

"

“ I ’U tell you, lady. Last night he came again. Again
they went up-stairs, and I, wrapping ipyself up so that my
shadow should not betray me, again listened at the door. The
first words I heard Monks say were these :

* So the only proofs

of the boy's identity lie at the bottom of the river, and the old

hag that received them from the mother is rotting in her

coffin.' They lauglied, and talked of his success in doing

this
;
and Monks, talking on about the boy, and getting very

wild, said, that though he had got the young devil’s money
safely now, he 'd rather have had it the other way ;

for, what
a game it would have been to have brought down the boast

of the father*^ wiU, by driving him through every jail in

town, and then hauling him up for some capital felony which
Fagin could easily manage, after having made a good profit of

him besides."
“ What is all this !

" said Rose.
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The truth, lady, though it comes from my lips,^^ replied

the girl.
** Then, he said, with oaths common enough in my

ears, but strange to yours, that if he could gratify his hatred

by taking the boy’s life witliout bringing his own neck in

danger, he would
;
but, as he couldn’t, he ’d be upon the

watch to meet him at every turn in life; and if he took

advantage of his birth and history, he might harm him yet.

‘In short Fagin,’ he says, ‘Jew as you are, you never laid

such snares as I ’ll contrive for my young brother, Oliver.’
”

“ His brother !
” exclaimed Rose.

“Those were his words,” said Nancy, glancing imeasily

round, as she had scarcely ceased to do, since she began to

speak, for a vision of Sikes haunted her perpetually. “ And
more. When he 8X)oke of you and the other lady, and said it

seemed contrived by Heaven, or the devil, against him, that

Oliver should come into your hands, he laughed, and said

there was some comfort in that too, for how many thousands

and hundreds of thousands of pounds would you not give, if

you had them, to know who your two-legged spaniel was.”

“You do not mean,” said Rose, turning very pale, **to

tell me that this was said in earnest ?
”

“ He spoke in hard and angry earnest, if a man ever did,”

replied the girl, shaking her head. “ He is an earnest man
when his hatred is up, I know many who do worse things

;

but I ’d rather listen to them all a dozen times, than to that

Monks once. It is growing late, and 1 have to reach home
without suspicion of having been on such an errand as this.

I must get back quickly.”

“But what can I do?” said Rose. “To what use can I

turn this communication without you ? Back ! Why do you

wish to return to companions you paint in such terrible

colours? If you repeat this information to a gentleman

whom I enn summon in an instant from the next room, you

can be consigned to some place of safety without half an

hour’s delay.”

“ I wish to go back,” said the girl. “ I must go back,

because—how can I tell such things to an innocent lady like

you?—because among the men I have told you of, there is

one : the most desperate among them all : that I can’t leave

;

no, not even to be saved from the life I am leading n(fW.”

“ Your having interfered in this dear boy’s behalf before,”

«nid Rose; “your coining here, at so great a risk, to tell me
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what you have heard
;
your manner, which convinces me of

the truth of what you say
;
your evident contrition, and sense

of shame; all lead me to believe that you might be yet

reclaimed. Oh !
” said the earnest girl, folding her hands

as the tears coursed down her face, do not turn a deaf ear to

tlie entreaties of one of your own sex
;
the first- -the first, 1

do believe, who ever appealed to you in the voice of pity and
compassion. Do hear my words, and let me save you yet,

for better things.”-

“Lady,” cried the girl, sinking on her knees, “dear,

sweet, angel lady, you are tJie first tliat ever blessed me with

such words as tliese, and if I had heard them years ago, they

might have turned me from a life* of sin and sorrow
;
but it is

too late—it is too late !

”

“It is never too late,” said Rose, “for penitence and

atonement.”

“It is,” cried the girl, writhing in the agony of her mind
“ I cannot leave liim now ! I could not be his death.”

“ Why shoidd you be ? ” asked Rose.
“ Nothing could save him,” cried the girl. “ If I told others

what I have told you, and led to» their being taken, he would

be sure to die. He is the boldest and has been so cruel !

”

“Is it possible,” cried Rose, “ that for such a man as this,

you can resign every future hope, and the certainty of imme-
diate rescue ? It is madness.”

“ I don t know what it is,” answered the girl: “I only

know that it is so, and not wdth me alone, but with hundreds

of others as bad and wretched as myself. I must go back.

Whether it is God’s wrath for the wrong 1 have done, 1

do not know
;
but I am drawn back to him through every

suffering and ill-usage : and should be, T believe, if I knew
that I was to die by his hand at last.”

“ What am I to do ? ” said Rose. “ I should not let you
depart from me thus.”

'‘You should, lady, and I know you will,” rejoined the

rising. “ You will not stop my going because 1 ha\'e

trusted in your goodness, and forced no promise from you, a.s

I might have done.”
“ Of what use, then, is the communication you have

made ? ” said Rose. “ This mj^stery must be investigated, oi

how Avill its disclosure to me benefit Oliver, whom you are

anxious to serve? ”

O.T. L
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** You must have some kind gentleman about you that will

hear it as a secret, and advise you what to do,’^ rejoined the

girl.

** But where can I find you again when it is necessary ?
**

asked Rose. **
I do not seek to know where these dreadful

people live, but where will you be walking or passing at any

settled period from this time ?
**

** Will you promise me that you will have my secret strictly

kept, and come alone, or with the only other person that

knows it; and that I shall not be watched or followed?’*

asked the girl.

“ I promise you solemnty,” answered Rose.

“ Every Sunday night, from eleven until the clock strikes

twelve,** said the girl, without hesitation, ‘‘ I will walk on

London Bridge, if I am alive.**

“Stay another moment,’* interposed Rose, as the girl

moved hurriedly towards the door. “ Think once again on

your own condition, and the opportunity you have of escaping

from it. You have a claim on me : not only as the voluntary

bearer of this intelligence, but as a woman lost almost beyond

redemption. WiU you return to this gang of robbers, and to

this man, when a word can save you ? What fascination is it

that can take you back, and make you cling to wickedness

and misery ? Oh ! is there no chord in your heart that I can

touch ! Is there nothing left to which I can appeal against

this terrible infatuation !

”

“When ladies as young, and good, and beautiful as you

are,’* replied the girl steadily, “ give away your hearts, love

will carry you all lengths—even such as you, who have home,

friends, other admirers, everything to fill them. When
such 85 I, who have no certain roof but the coffin-lid, and no

friend in sickness or death but the hospital nurse, set our

rotten hearts on any man, and let him fill the place that has

been a blanlc through aU our wretched lives, who can hope to

cure us ? Pity us, lady—pity us for having only one feeling

of the woman left, and for having that turned, by a heavy
judgment, from a comfort and a pride, into a, new means of

violence and suffering.”

“You M-iU,’* said Rose, after a pause, “ take some money
from me which may enable you to live without dishonesty

—

at all events until we meet again ?
”

“ Not a penny,” replied the girl, waving her hand.
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“ Do not close your heart against all my efforts to help

you” said Rose^ stepping gently forward. I wish to serve

you indeed.”

You would serve me best, lady,” replied the girl, wring-

ing her hands, “ if you could take my life at once ;
for I have

felt more grief to think of what I am to-night, than I ever

did before, and it would be something'not to die m the same
hell in which I have lived. God bless you, sweet lady, and
send as much happiness on your head as I have brought
shame on mine !

”

Thus speaking, and sobbing aloud, the unhappy creature

turned away
;
while Rose Maylie, overpowered by this extra-

ordinary interview, which had more the semblance of a rapid

dream than an actual occurrence, sank into a chair, and
endeavoured to collect her wandering thoughts.



324 OLiySfi TWIST.

CHAPTER XLI.

CONTAINING FRESH DISCOVERIES, AND SHOWING THAT SUBFRIBBS, LOUS

MISFORTUNES, SELDOM COMB ALONE.

Her situation was, indeed, one of no common trial and

difficulty. While she felt the most eager and burning desire

to penetrate the mystery in which Oliver’s history was

enveloped, she could not but hold sacred the confidence which

tlie miserable woman with whom she had just conversed, had

reposed in her, as a young and guileless girl. Her words

a lid manner had touched Rose Maylie’s heart
;
and, mingled

with her love for her young charge, and scarcely less intense

ill its truth and fervour, was her fond wish to win the out-

cast back to repentance and hope.

They only proposed remaining in London three days, prior

to departing for some weeks to a distant part of the coast. It

was now midnight of the first day. What course of action

could she determine upon, which could be adopted in eight-

and-forty hours? Or how could she postpone the journey

without exciting suspicion ?

Mr. Losberne was with them, and would be for the next

two days; but Rose was too well acquainted with the

excellent gentleman’s impetuosity, and foresaw too clearly the

V rath with w^hich, in the first explosion of his indignation, he

would regfird the instrument of Oliver’s re-capture, to trust

him with the secret, when her representations in the girl’s

behalf could be seconded by no experienced person. These

were all reasons for the greatest caution and most circumspect

behaviour in communicating it to Mrs. Maylie, whose first

impulse w^ould infallibly be to hold a conference with the

worthy doctor on the subject. As to resorting to any legal

adviser, even if she had known how to do so, it w^ scarcely

to be thought of for the same reasons. Once the thought
occurred to her of seeking assistance from Harry

;
but this

awakened the recollection of their last parting, and it seemed
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unworthy of her to call him hack, when—the tears rose to her

eyes as she pursued this train of reflection—^lie might have by
this time learnt to forget her, and to be happier away.

Disturbed by these diflfiorent reflections : inclining, now to

one course and then to another, and again recoiling from all,

as each successive consideration presented itself to her mind

;

Rose passed a sleepless and anxious night. After more com-

imming with herself next day, she arrived at the desperate

conclusion of consulting Harry.

If it be painful, to him,^^ she thought, ^'to come bacK

here, how painful will it be to me ! But perhaps he will not

come
;
he may write, or he may come himself, and studiously

abstain from meeting me—he did when he went away. I

hardly thought he would; but it was better for us both.’'

And here Rose dropped the pen, and turned away, as though

the very paper which was to be her messenger should not see

her weep.

She had taken up the same pen, and laid it down again

fifty times, and had considered and reconsidered the first line

of her letter without writing the first word, when Oliver, who
had been walking in the streets, with Mr. Giles for a body-

guard, entered the room in such breathless haste and violent

agitation, as seemed to betoken some new cause of alarm.

What tnakes you look so flurried?" asked Rose, advancing

to meet him.

I* hardly know how; I feel as if I should be choked,"

replied the boy. Oh detir ! to think that I should see him
at last, and you should be able to know that I have told you
all the truth !

"

I never thought you had told us anything but the truth,"

said Rose, soothing him. ‘‘ But what is tliis ?—of whom do

you speak?

"

**
I have seen the gentleman," replied Oliver, scarcely able

to articulate, ** the gentleman who was so good to me—Mr.

Brownlow, that we have so often talked about."

Where ? " asked Rose.

Getting out of a coach," replied Oliver, shedding tears of

delight, and i^oing into a house. I didn’t speak to him—

I

couldn’t speak to him, for he didn’t see me, and I trembled so

that I was not able to go up to him. But Giles asked, for

ine, whether he lived there, and they said he did. Look
bere," said Oliver, opening a scrap of paper, here it is ;
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hevB *8 where he lives—I going there directly ! Oh, dear

me, dear me ! what shall I do when I come to see him and

hear him speak again !

**

With her attention not a little Retracted by these, and a

great many other incoherent exclamations of joy. Rose read

the address, which was Craven-street, in the Strand, and

very soon determined upon turning the discovery to account.

“ Quick !
” she said, tell them to fetch a hackney-coach,

and be ready to go with me. I will take you there directly,

without a minute’s loss of time. I will only tell my aunt that

we are going out for an hour, and be ready as soon as you

jire.”

Oliver needed no prompting to despatch, and in little more

bhan five minutes they were on their way to Craven-street.

When they arrived there. Rose left Oliver in the coach, undei

pretence of preparing the old gentleman to receive him
;
and

sending up her card by the servant, requested to see Mr.

Brownlow on very pressing business. The servant soon

returned, to beg that she would walk up stairs
;
and following

him into an upper room, Miss Maylie was presented to an

elderly gentleman of benevolent appearance, in a bottle-green

coat. At no great distance from whom, w^as seated another

old gentleman, in nankeen breeches and gaiters
;
who did

not look particularly benevolent, and who was sitting with his

hands clasped on the top of a thick stick, and his chin propped

thereupon.
** Dear me,” said the gentleman, in the bottle-green coat,

hastily rising with great politeness, I beg your pardon,

young lady—I imagined it was some importunate person who
-—I beg you will ex(U8e me. Be seated, pray,”

Mr. Brownlow, I believe, sir ? ” said Rose, glancing from

the other gentleman to the one who had spoken.

That is my name,” said the old gentleman. This is

my friend, Mr. Grimwig. Grimwig, will you leave us for a
few minutes ?

”

“ I believe,” interposed Miss Maylie, “ that at this period

of our interview, I need not give that gentleman the trouble

of going away. If I am correctly informed, he is cognizant of

the business on which I wish to speak to you.”
Mr. Brownlow inclined his head. Mr. Grimwig, who had

made one very stiff bow, and risen from his chair, made
anotlmr very stiff bow, and dropped into it again.
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“ I shall surprise you very much, I have no doubt, said

Rose, naturally embarrassed; ‘‘but you once showed great

benevolence and goodness to a very dear young friend of

mine, and I am sure you will take an interest in hearing of

him again.

“ Indeed ! said Mr. Brownlow.
“ Oliver Twist you knew him as,'’ replied Rose.

The words no sooner escai)ed her lips, than Mr. Grimwig,

who had been affecting to dip into a large book that lay on

tlie table, upset it with a great crash, and falling back in his

chair, discharged from his features every expression but one

of the most unmitigated wonder, and indulged in a prolonged

and vacant stare
;
then, as if asliamed of liaving betrayed so

much emotion, he jerked himself, as it were, by a convulsion

into his former attitude, and looking out straiglit before him
emitted a long, deep whistle, which seemed, at last, not to ]>b

discharged on empty air, but to die away in the innermost

i*ecesses of his stomach.

Mr. Brownlow was no lesr surprised, although his astonish-

ment was not expressed in the same eccentric manner. He
drew his chair nearer to Miss Maylie’s, and said,

“ Do me the favour, my dear young lady, to leave entindv

out of the question that goodness and benevolence of whicli

you speak, and of which nobody else knows anything
;
and if

you have it in your power to produce any evidence which will

alter the unfavourable opinion I was once induced to entertain

of that poor child, in Heaven’s name put me in possession

of it.”

“ A bad one ! I ’ll eat my head if he is not a bad one,”

growled Mr. Grimwig, speaking by some ventriloquial power,

without moving a muscle of his face,

“ He is a child of a noble nature and a warm heart,” said

Rose, colouring; “and that Power which has thought fit to

try him beyond his years, has planted in his breast affections

and feelings which would do honour to many who have num-
bered his days six times over.”

“I’m only sixty-one,” said Mr. Grimwig, with the same
rigid face. And, as the devil ’s in it if this Oliver is

not twelve years old at least, I don’t see the application of

that remark.”
“ Do not heed my friend, Miss Maylie,” said Mr. Brown

low
; “he does not mean what he says.”
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‘‘ Ye8, he does/* growled Mr. Grimwig.
•'No, he does not/* said Mr. Brownlow, obviously rising in

wrath as he spoke.

“ He *11 eat his head, if he doesn’t,** growled Mr. Grimwig

He would deserve to have it knocked off, if he does,** said

Mr. Brownlow.

And he *d uncommonly like to see any man offer to do

it,*’ responded Mr. Grimwig, knocking his stick upon the floor.

Having gone thus far, the two old gentlemen severally took

snuff, and afterwards shook hands, according to their invari-

able custom.
** Now, Miss Maylie,” said Mr. Brownlow, ** to return to

the subject in which your humanity is so much interested.

Will you let me know what intelligence you have of this poor

child : allowing me to premise that I exhausted every means

in my power of discovering him, and that since I have been

absent from this country, my first impression that he had

imposed upon me, and had been persuaded by his former

associates to rob me, has been considerably shaken.”

Rose, who had had time to collect her thoughts, at once

related, in a few natural words, all that had befallen Oliver

since he left Mr. Brownlow’ s house
;
reserving Nancy’s infor-

mation for that gentleman’s private ear, and concluding with

the assurance that his only sorrow, for some months past, had

been the not being able to meet with his former benefactor

and friend.
** Thank God !

” said the old gentleman, This is great

happiness to me
;
great happiness. But you have not told me

where he is now. Miss Maylie. You must pardon my finding

fault with you,—but why not have brought him ?
”

‘‘ He is waiting in a coach at the door,” replied Rose.

At this door ’ ” cried the old gentleman. With which he
hurried out of the room, down the stairs, up the coach-steps,

and into the coach, without another word.

When the room-door closed behind him, Mr. Grimwig lifted

up his head, and converting one of the hind legs of his chair

into a pivot, described three distinct circles with the assistance

of his stick and the table : sitting in it all the time. After

performing this evolution, he rose and limped as fast as he

could up and down the room at least a dozen times, and then

stopping suddenly before Rose, kissed her without the slightest

preface.



OLIVER IVTIST. 329

** Hush ! he said, as the young lady rose in some alarm

at this unusual proceeding. ''Don’t be afraid. I’m old

enough to be your grandfather. You ’re a sweet girl. I like

you. Here they are !

”

In fact, as he threw himself at one dexterous dive into his

former seat, Mr. Brownlow returned accompanied by Oliver,

whom Mr. Grimwig received very graciously * and if the

gratification of that moment had been the only reward for all

her anxiety and care in Oliver’s behalf, Rose Maybe would
have been well repaid.

" There is somebody else wlio should not be forgotten, by
the by,” said Mr. Brownlow, ringing the beU. " Send Mrs.

Bedwin here, if you please.”

The old housekeeper answered the summons with all

despatch; and dropping a curtsey at the door, waited for

orders.

" Why, you get blinder every day, Bedwin,” said Mr.

Brownlow, rather testily.

" Well, that I do, sir,” replied the old lady. " People’s

eyes, at my time of life, don’t improve with age, sir.”

"I could have told you that,” rejoined Mr. Brovnlow;
" but put on your glasses, and see if you can’t find out what

you were wanted for, will you ?
”

The old lady began to rummage in her pochet for her

spectacles. But Oliver’s patience was not proof against this

new trial
;
and yielding to his first impulse, he sprung into

her arms.
" God be good to me !

” cried the old lady, embracing him;

"it is my innocent boy !

”

“ My dear old nurse !
” cried Oliver.

” He would come back—I knew he would,” said the old

lady, holding him in her arms. ” How well he looks, and

how like a gentleman’s son he is dressed again ! Where have

you been, this long, long while ? Ah ! the same sweet face,

but not so pale
;
the same soft eye, but not so sad. I have

never forgotten them or his quiet smile, but have seen them

every day, side by side with those of my own dear children,

dead and gc/ie since I was a lightsome young creature
”

Running on thus, and now holding Oliver from her to mark
how he had grown, now clasping him to her and passing her

fingers fondly through his hair, the good soul laughed and

Vrept upon his neck by turns.
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Leaving her and Oliver to compare notes at leisure, Mr.

Brownlow led the way into another room
;
and there heard

jErom Rose a full narration of her interview with Nancy, which

occasioned him no little surprise and perplexity. Rose also

explained her reasons for not making a confident of her friend

Mr. Losbeme in the first instance; the old gentleman con-

sidered that she had acted prudently, and readily undertook

to hold solemn conference with the worthy doctor Hmself. To
afford him an early opportunity for the execution of this

design, it was arranged that he should call at the hotel at

eight o’clock that evening, and that in the mean time Mrs.

Maybe should be cautiously informed of all that had

occurred. These preliminaries adjusted, Rose and Oliver

returned home.

Rose had by no means overrated the measure of the good

doctor’s wrath. Nancy’s history was no sooner unfolded to

him, than he poured forth a shower of mingled threats and

execrations
;
threatened to make her the first victim of the

combined ingenuity of Messrs. Blathers and Duff; and actually

put on his hat preparatory to sallying forth immediately to

obtain the assistance of those wortliies, And, doubtless, he

would, in this first outbreak, have carried the intention into

effect without a moment’s consideration of the consequences,

if he had not been restrained, in part, by corresponding

violence on the side of Mr. Brownlow, who was himself of an

irascible temperament, and partly by such arguments and

representations as seemed best calculated to dissuade him from

his hotbrained purpose.
** Then what the devil is to be done ? ” said the impetuous

doctor, when they had rejoined the two ladies. “ Are we to

pass a vote of thanks to all these vagabonds, male and female,

and beg them to accept a hundred pounds, or so, apiece, as a

trifling Aark of our esteem, and some slight acknowledgment
of their kindness to Oliver ?

”

Not exactly that,” rejoined Mr. Brownlow laughing

;

‘‘ but we must proceed gently and with great care.”

Gentleness and care,” exclaimed the doctor.
**

I ’d send

them one and all to ”

Never mind where,” interposed Mr. Brownlow. ** But
reflect whether sending them any where is likely to attain the

object we have in view.”

What object ? ” asked the doctor.
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Simply, the discovery of Oliver’s parentage, and regaining

for him the inheritance of which, if story be true, he has

been fraudulently deprived.”

Ah !
” said Mr. Losbeme, cooling himself with his pocket-

handkerchief
;

** I almost forgot that.”

‘‘ You see,” pursued Mr. Brownlow
;

placing this poor

girl entirely out of the question, and supposing it were

possible to bring these scoundrels to justice without com-

promising her safety, what good should we bring a^out?”
** Hanging a few of them at least, in all probability,”

suggested the doctor, “ and transporting the rest.”

“Very good,” replied Mr. Brownlow smiling; “but no

doubt they will bl’ing that about for themselves in the fulness

of time, and if we step in to forestal them, it seems to 'me that

we shall be peiforming a very Quixotic act, in direct opposi-

tion to our own interest—or at least to Oliver’s, which is the

same thing.”
“ How? ” inquired the doctor.

“ Thus. It is quite clear that we shall have extreme

difficulty in getting to the bottom of this mystery, unless we
can bring this man, Monks, upon his knees. That can only

be done by stratagem, and by catching him when he is not

surrounded by these people. For, suppose he were appre-

hended, we have no proof against him. He is not even (so

far as' we know, or as the facts appear to us) concerned with

the gang in any of their robberies. If he were not discharged,

it is very unlikely that he could receive any further punish-

ment than being committed to prison as a rogue and

vagabond
;
and of course ever afterw^ards his mouth is so

obstinately closed that he might as w^eU, for our purposes, be

deaf, dumb, blind, and an idiot.”

“ Then,” said the doctor impetuously, “ I put it to you
again, whether you think it reasonable that this promise to

the girl shoiild be considered binding
;
a promise made with

the best and kindest intentions, but really— ”

“ Do not discuss the point, my dear young lady, pray,”

said Mr. Brownlow, interrupting Rose as she was about to

speak. “ The promise shall be kept. I don’t think it will,

in the slightest degree, interfere with our proceedings. But,

before we can resolve upon any precise course of action, it

’^'ill be necessary to see the girl
;

to ascertain from her

whether she will oohit out this Monks, on the understanding
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that he is to he dealt with by us, and not by the law
;

or, if

she will not, or cannot do that, to procure from her such an

account of his haunts and description of his person, as will

enable us to identify him. She cannot be seen until next

Sunday night
;
this is Tuesday. I would suggest that in the

mean time, we remain perfectly quiet, and keep these matters

secret even from Oliver himseK.’*

Although Mr. Losberne received with many wry faces a

proposal involving a delay of five whole days, he was fain to

admit that no better course occurred to him just then ; and as

both Rose and Mrs. Maylie sided very strongly with Mr.

Brownlow, that gentleman’s proposition was carried unani-

mously.
‘‘ I should like,” he said, to call in the aid of my friend

Grimwig. He is a strange creature, but a shrewd one, and

might prove of material assistance to us
;

I should say that he

w’as bred a lawyer, and quitted the bar in disgust because

he had only one brief and a motion of course in twenty years,

though whether that is a recommendation or not, you must

determine for yourselves.”

“ I have no objection to your calling in your friend if I

may call in mine,” said the doctor.

“ We must put it to the vote,” replied Mr. Brownlow,

who may he be ?
”

That lady’s son, and this young lady’s—^very old friend,”

said the doctor, motioning towards Mrs. Maylie, and con-

cluding with an expressive glance at her niece.

Rose blu^ed deeply, but she did not make any audible

objection to this motion (possibly she felt in a hopeless

minority)
;
and Harry Maylie and Mr. Grimwig were accord-

ingly added to the committee.

We stay in to\\Ti, of course,” said Mrs. Maylie, while

there remains the slightest prospect of prosecuting this inquiry

with a chance of success. I will spare neither trouble nor

expense in behalf of the object in which we are all so deeply

interested, and I am content to remain here, if it be for

twelve months, so long as you assure me that any hope
remains.” •

Good !
” rejoined Mr. Brownlow. ** And as I see on the

faces about me, a disi^osition to inquire how it happened that

I was not in the way to corroborate Oliver’s tale, and had so

suddenly left the kingdom, let me stipulate that I shall be
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asked no questions until such time as I may deem it expedient

to forestal them by telling my own story. Believe me, I

make this request with good reason, for X might otherwise

excite hopes destined never to be realised, and only increase

difficulties and disappointments already quite numerous

enough. Come ! Supper has been announced, and young

Oliver, who is all alone in the next room, will h^vo begun to

tliink, by this time, that we have wearied of his company,

and entered into some dark conspiracy to thrust him forth

upon the world.

With these words, the old gentleman gave his hand to Mrs.

Maylie, and escorted her into the supper-room. Mr. Losberne

followed, leading Rose
;
and the council was, for the present

effectually broken up.
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CHAPTER XLU.

iW OLD AOQUA.INTANCB OF OLIVIB's, EXHIBITINO DECIDED HARKS Of

GENIUS, BECOMES A FDBLIO CHABACTER IN THE METROPOLIS.

Upon the very same night when Nancy, having lulled Mr.

Sikes to sleep, hurried on her self-imposed mission to Rose

MayHe, there advanced towards London, by the Great North

Road, two persons, upon whom it is expedient that this history

should bestow some attention.

They were a man and woman
; or perhaps they would be

better described as a male and female
;
for the former was

one of those long-limbed, knock-kneed, shambling, bony

people, to whom it is difficult to assign any precise age,

—

looking as they do, when they are yet boys, Like undergrown

men, and when they are almost men, like overgrown boys.

The woman was yoimg, but of a robust and hardy make, as

she need have been to bear the weight of the heavy bundle

which was strapped to her back. Her companion was not

encumbered with much luggage, as there merely dangled

from a stick, which he carried over his shoulder, a small

parcel wrapped in a common handkerchief, and apparently

light enough. This circumstance, added to the length of his

legs, which were of unusual extent, enabled him with much
ease to keep some half-dozen paces in advance of his com-

panion, to whom he occasionally turned with an impatient

jerk of the head ; as if reproaching her tardiness, and urging

her to greater exertion.

Thus, they toiled along the dusty road, taking little heed

of any object within sight, save when they stepped aside to

allow a wider passage for the mail-coaches which were whirl-

ing out of town, until they passed through Highgate archway;

when the foremost traveller stopped, and called impatiently to

his companion.

Come on, can^t yer ? What a lazybones yer are

Charlotte."
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a heavy load, I can tell you,’* said the female*

coining up, almost breathless with fatigue.

Heavy! What are yer talking about? "What are yer

made for ? ” rejoined the male traveller, changing his own
little bundle as he spoke, to the other shoulder. ‘‘ Oh, there

yer are, resting again I Well, if yer ain’t enough to tire any

body’s patience out, I don’t know what is !

”

‘‘Is, it much farther?” asked the woman, resting herself

against a bank, and looking up with the perspiration streaming

from her face.

“Much farther! ‘Yer as good as there,” said the long-

legged tramper pointing out before him. “ Look there I

Those are the lights of London.”

“They’re a good two mile off, at least,” said the woman
despondingly.

“Never mind whether they’re two mile off, or twenty,”

said Noah Claypole; for he it was; “but get up and come

on, or I ’ll kick yer, and so I give yer notice.”

Aj8 Noah’s red nose grew redder with anger, and as he

crossed the road while speaking, as if fully prepared to put

his threat into execution, the woman rose without any further

remark, and trudged onward by his side.

“ Where do you mean to stop for the night, Noah ? ” she

asked, after they had walked a few hundred yards.

^'How should I know? ” replied Noah, whose temper had

been considerably impaired by walking.
“ Near, I hope,” said Charlotte.

“No, not near,” replied Mr. Claypole. “ There ! Not

near; so don’t think it.”

“ Why not ?
”

“ When I teU yer that I don’t mean to do a thing, that ’s

enough, without any why, or because either,” replied Mr.

Claypole with dignity.

“ Well, you needn’t be so cross,” said his companion.
“ A j)retty thing it would be, wouldn’t it, to go and stop at

the very first public-house outside the town, so that Sower-

berry, if he come up after us, might poke in his old nose,

and have us taken back in a cart with handcuffs on,” said

Mr. Claypole in a jeering tone. “ No ! I shall go and lose

myself among the narrowest streets I can find, and not stop

till we come to tlie veiy out-of-the-wayest house I can set eyes
on. ’Cod, yer may thank yer stars I ’ve got a head; for if
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we hadn^t gone, at first, the wrong road a purpose, and come

hack across country, yer ’d have been locked up hard and fast

a week ago, my lady. And serve yer right for being a fool.”

** I know I ain^t as cunning as you are,” replied Charlotte

;

** but don’t put all the blame on me, and say I should have

been locked up. You would have been if I had been, any

way.”
** Yer took the money from the till, yer know yer did,” said

Mr. Clayj^ole.

I took it for you, Noah, dear,” rejoined Charlotte.

“ Did I keep it? ” asked Mr. Claypole.

“ No
;
you trusted in me, and let me carry it, like a dear,

and so you are,” said the lady, chucking him under the chin,

and drawing her arm through his.

This was indeed the case
;
but as it was not Mr. Claypole’

s

liabit to repose a blind and foolish confidence in anybody, it

should be observed, in justice to that gentleman, that he had

trusted Charlotte to this extent, in order that, if they were

pursued, the money might be found on her : which would

leave him an opportunity of asserting his utter innocence of

any theft, and would greatly facilitate his chances of escape.

Of course, he entered at this juncbore, into no explanation of

his motives, and they w^alked on very lovingly together.

In pursuance of this cautious plan, Mr. Claypole went on,

without halting, until he arriyed at the Angel at Islington,

whore he wisely judged, from the crowd of passengers and

number of vehicles, that London began in earnest. Just

pausing to observe which appeared the most crowded streets,

and consequently the most to be avoided, he crossed into Saint

John's Road, and was soon deep in the obscurity of the intri-

cate and dirty w^ays which, lying between Gray’s-Inn Lane
and Smithfield, render that part of the town one of the lowest

and worst that improvement has left in the midst of London.

Tlirough these streets, Noah Claypole walked, dragging

Charlotte after him
;
now stepping into the kennel to embrace

at a glance the whole external character of some small public-

house
;
and now jogging on again, as some fancied appear-

ance induced him to believe it too public for his purpose. At
length, he stopped in front of one, more humble in appearance

and more dirty than any he had yet setui
;
and, having crossed

over and surveyed it from the opposite paven\entr^ graciously

announced nis intention of putting up there for the night.
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So give us the bundle/’ said Noah, unstrapping it from

the woman’s shoulders, and slinging it over ins own; '‘and

don’t yer speak, except when yer spoke to. What ’s the name
of the house—t-h-r—three what ?

”

“ Cripples,” said Charlotte.

“Three Cripples,” repeated Noah, “and a very good sign

too. Now, then. Keep close at my heels, and come along.”

With these injunctions, he pushed the rattling door with his

shoulder, and entered the house, followed by Lis companion.

There was nobody in the bar but a young Jew, who, witli

his two elbows on the counter, was reading a dirty news-

paper. He stared very hard at Noah, and Noah stared very

hard at him.

If Noah had been attired in his charity-boy’s dress, there

might have been some reason for the Jew opening his eyes so

wide
;
but as he had discarded the coat and badge, and wore

a short smock-frock over his leathers, there seemed no par-

ticular reason for his appearance exciting so much attention in

a public-house.

“ Is this the Three Cripples?” asked Noah.
“ That is the dabe of this ouse,” rej)lied the Jew.
“ A gentleman we met on the road, coming up from the

country, recommended us here,” said Noah, nudging Char-

lotte, perhaps to call her attention to this most ingenious device

for attracting respect, and perhaps to wmrn her to betray no

surprise. “ Wo want to sleep here to-night.”

“ I ’b dot (!ertaid you cad,” said Barney, who was the

attendant sprite
;

“ but I ’U idquire.”

“ Show us the tap, and give us a bit of cold meat and a

drop of beer wdiile yer inquiring, will yer? ” said Noah.

Barney complied by Tishering them into a small back-room,

and sotting the required viands before them
;

having done

which, he informed the travellers that they could be lodged

that night, and left the amiable couple to their refreshment.

Now, this back-room was immediately behind the bar, and
some steps lower, so that any person connected with the house,

undrawing a small curtain whicli concealed a single pane of

glass fixed in the wall of the last-named apartment, about liv(3

feet from its flooring, could not only look down upon any
guests in the back-room witliout any great hazard of being

observed (the glass being in a dark angle of the wall, Ijetwe^u

which and a largo upright beam the observer had to thrust
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himself)^ but could, by applying bis ear to the partition,

ascertain with tolerable distinctness, their subject of conver-

sation. The landlord of the house had not withdrawn his eye

from this place of espial for five minutes, and Barney had

only just returned from making the communication ^bove

related, when Fagin, in the course of his evening’s business,

came into the bar to inquire after some of his young pupils.

Hush !
” said Barney : stradegers id the next roob.”

Strangers !
” repeated the old man in a whisper.

^‘Ah! Ad rub uds too,” added Barney. ^‘Frob the

cuttry, but subthig in your way, or T ’b bistaked.”

Fagin appeared to receive this communication with great

interest. Mounting on a stool, he cautiously applied his eye

to the pane pf glass, from which secret post he could see Mr.

Claypole taking cold beef from the dish, and porter from the

pot, and administering homoeopathic doses of both to Charlotte,

who sat patiently by, eating and drinking at his pleasure.

Aha! ” whispered the Jew, looking round to Barney, I

like that fellow’s looks. He ’d be of use to us
;
he knows how

to train the girl already. Don’t make as much noise as a

mouse, my dear, and let me hear ’em talk—let me hear ’em.”

The Jew again applied his eye to tlie glass, and turning his

ear to the partition, listened attentively: with a subtle and
eager look upon his face, that might have appertained to some
old goblin.

So I mean to be a gentleman,” said Mr. Claypole, kicking

out his legs, and continuing a conversation, the commencement
of which Fagin had arrived too late to hear. No moro joUy
old coffins, Charlotte, but a gentleman’s life for me : and, if

yer like yer shall be a lady.”
“ I should like that well enough, dear,” replied Charlotte

;

but tills ain’t to be emptied every day, and people to get

clear off after it.”

Tills be blowed !
” said Mr. Claypole

j
^‘there’s more

things besides tills to be emptied.”

What do you mean ? ” asked his companion.

Pockets, women’s ridicules, houses, mail-coaches, banks
said Mr. Claypole, rising with the porter.

‘‘ But you can’t do all that, dear,” said Charlotte.

I shall look out to get into company with them as can,”

replied Noah. They ’U be able to make us useful some way
or another. Wliy, you yourself are worth fifty women ;

I
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never see sudi a precious sly and deceitful creetur as yer ctui

he when I let yer/'
** Lor, how nice it is to hear you say so ! exclaimed Char

lotte, imprinting a kiss upon his ugly face.

** There, that’ll do: don’t yer be too affectionate, in caso

I ’m cross with yer,” said Noah, disengaging himself with
great gravity.

**
I should like to be the captain ci some band,

and have whopping of ’em, and foUering ’em about,

unbeknown to themselves. That would suit me, if there was
good profit

;
and if we could onfy get in with some gentlemen

of this sort, I say it would be cheap at thattwenty-pound note

you ’ve got,—especially as we don’t very well know how to get

rid of it ourselves.” ^

After expressing this opinion, Mr. Claypole looked into the

porter-pot with an aspect of deep wisdom
;
and having well

shaken its contents, nodded condescendingly to Charlotte, and

took a draught, wherewith he appeared greatly refreshed. He
was meditating another, when the sudden opening of the door,

and the appearance of a stranger, interrupted him.

The stranger was Mr. Fagin. And very amiable he looked,

and a very low bow he made, as he advanced, and setting

Iximself down at the nearest table, ordered something to drink

of the grinning Barney.

A pleasant night, sir, but cool for the time of year,” said

Fagin, rubbing his hands. From the country, I see, sir ?
”

How do yer see that ? ” asked Noah Claypole.

“We have not so much dust as that in London,” replied

the Jew, pointing from Noah’s shoes to those of his companion,

and from them to the two bimdles.

“ Yer a sharp feller,” said Noah. “ Ha ! ha ! only hear

that, Charlotte !

”

“ Why, one need be sharp in this town, my dear,” replied

the Jew, sinking his voice to a confidential whisper; “ and

that *s the truth.”

The Jew followed up this remark by striking thu side of

his nose with his right forefinger,—a gesture which Noah

attempted to imitate, though nok with complete success, in

consequence of his own nose not being large enough for the

purpose. However, Mr. Fagin seemed to interpret the en-

deavour as expressing a perfect coincidence with his opinion,

and put about the liquor which Barney reappeared with, in a

very friendly manner.
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** Good stuff that/’ observed Mr. Clayp'ole, smacking his lips,

“ Dear !
” said Fagin. A man need be always emptying

a till, or a pocket, or a woman’s reticule, or a house, or a

mail-coach, or a bank, if he drinks it regularly.”

Mr. Cla3rpole no sooner heard this extract from his own
remarks than he fell back in his chair, and looked from the

Jew to Charlotte with a coimtenance of ashy paleness and

excessive terror.

Don’t mind me, my dear,^’ said Fagin, drawing his chair

closer. Ha ! ha 1 it was lucky it was only me that heard

you by chance. It was very lucky it was only me.”

I didn’t take it,” stammered Noah, no longer stretching

out his legs like an independent gentleman, but coiling them

up as well as he could under his chair; it was all her

doing
:
yer Ve got it now, Charlotte, yer know yer have.”

No matter who ’s got it, or who did it, my dear !
” replied

Fagin, glancing, nevertheless, with a hawk’s eye at the girl

and the two bundles. ‘‘I’m in that way myself, and I like

you for it.”

“ In what way? ” asked Mr. Claypole, a little recovering.

“In that way of business,” rejoined Fagin
;
“and so are

the people of the house. You ’ve hit the right nail upon the

head, and are as safe here as you could be. There is not a

safer place in all this town than is the Cripples; that is,

when I Kke to make it so, and I ’ve taken a fancy to you and

the young woman
;

so I ’ve said the word, and you may make
your minds easy.”

Noah Claypole’s mind might have been at ease after this

assurance, but his body certainly was not
;
for he shuffled and

writhed about, into various uncouth positions : eyeing his new
friend meanwhile with mingled fear and suspicion.

“ I ’U tell you more,” said the Jew, after he had reassured

the gii'l, by dint of friendly nods and muttered encourage-

ments. “ I hove got a friend that I think can gratify your

darling wish, and put you in the right way, where you can

take whatever department of the business you think will suit

you best at first, and be taught all the others.”

“Yer speak as if yer were in earnest,” replied Noah.
“ What advantage would it be to me to be anything else?”

inquired the Jew, shrugging his shoulders. “Here! Let me
have a word with you outside

”

“Thare’sno occasion to trouble ourselves* to move/’ said
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Noah, getting his legs by gradual degrees abroad again.
‘‘ She ’ll take the luggage up-stairs the while. Charlotte, see

to them bundles !

”

This mandate, which had been delivered with great majesty,

was obeyed without the slightest demur
;
and Charlotte made

the best of her way off with the packages while Noah held the

door open and watched her out.

She ’s kept tolerably well under, ain’t she?” he asked as

he resumed his seat : in the tone of a keejjer who has tamed
some wild animal.

Quite perfect,” rejoined Fagin, clapping him on the

shoulder. “ You’re a genius, my dear.”

“ Why, I suppose if I wasn’t, I shouldn’t be here,” replied

Noah. But I say, she ’ll be back if yer lose time.”

Now, what do you think ? ” said the Jew. “ If you was

to like my friend, could you do better than join him ?
”

^
‘ Is he in a good way of business

;
that ’s where it is !

responded Noah, winking one of his little eyes.

“ The top of the tree,” said the Jew
;
“ employs a power of

hands
;
and has the very best society in the profession.”

Regular town-maders ? ” asked M”**. Claypole.

“Not a countryman among ’em; and I don’t think he ’d

take you, even on my recommendation, if he didn’t run rather

short of assistants just now,” replied the Jew.
“ Should I have to hand over?” said Noah, slapping his

breechos-pocket.
“ It couldn’t possibly be done without,” replied Fagin, in a

most decided manner.
“ Twenty pound, though,—it ’s a lot of money !

”

“Not when it ’s in a note you can’t get rid of,” retorted

Fagin. “Number and datie taken, I suppose? Pa3unent

stopped at the Bank ? All ! It ’s not worth much to liim.

It ’ll have to go abroad, and he couldn’t sell it for a great deal

in the market.”
“ When could I see him ? ” asked Noah doubtfully.

“ To-morrow morning,” replied the Jew.

“Where?”
“ Heie.” •

“ Urn !
” said Noah. “ Wliat ’s the wages ?

”

“ Live like a gentleman—board and lodging, pipes and

spirits, free—half of all you earn, and haK oi all the young

woman earns,” replied Mr. Fagin.
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Whether Noah Claypole, whose rapacity was none of the

least comprehensive, would have acceded even to these glowing

terms, had he been a perfectly free agent, is very doubtful

;

but as he recollected that, in the event of his refusal it was in

tlie power of his now acquaintance to give him up to justice

immediately (and more unlikely things had come to pass), he

gradually relented, and said he thought that would suit him.

“ But, yer see,” observed Noah, “ as she will be able to do a

good deal, I should like to take something very light.”

“ A little fancy work? ” suggested Fagin.

Ah ! something of that sort,” replied Noah. What do

you think would suit me now ? Something not too trying for

the sti'ength, and not very dangerous, you know. That ’s the

sort of thing !

”

I heard you talk of something in the spy way upon the

others, my clear,” said the Jew. “My friend wants some-

body who would do that well, very much.”
“ Why, I did mention that, and I shouldn’t mind turning

my hand to it sometimes,” rejoined ^Ir. Claypole slowly

;

but it wouldn’t pay by itself, you know.”
“ That ’s true !

” observed the Jew, ruminating or pretending

to ruminate. “No, it might not.”

“ Wliat do you think, tlien ? ” asked Noah, anxiously

regarding him. “ Something in the sneaking wajy where it

was pretty sure work, and not much more risk than being

at home.”

“What do you tliink of the old ladies!” asked the Jew.
“ There ’s a good deal of money made in snatching their bags

and parcels, and ruuning round the corner.”

“ Don’t tliey holler out a good deal, and scratch sometimes ?”

asked Noah, shaking liis head. “ I don’t think that would
answer my purpose. Ain’t there any other line open ?

”

“Stop!” said the Jew, laying his hand on Noah’s knee.
“ The kinchin lay.”

“ Mliat ’s that?” demanded Mr. Claypole.

“The kinchins, my dear,” said the Jew, “is tlie young
children that ’s sent on errands by their mothers, with six-

pences and shillings
;
and the lay is just to take’ their money

away—they ’ve always got it ready in their hands,—then

knock ’em into th.i kennel, and walk ofl‘ very slov% as if there

was nothing else the matter but a diild fallen down and hui’t

itself. Ha ! ha ! ha !
”
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** Ha ! lia !
” roared Mr. Cla3^ole, kicking up his legs in

an ecstacy.
** Lord, that the very thing ’

**

** To ^ sure it is,’* replied Fagin
;

‘‘ and you can have a

few good beats chalked out in Cainden-town, and Battle-bridge,

and neighbourhoods like that, where they ’re always going
errands

;
and you can upset as many kinchins as you want,

any hour in the day. Ha ! ha ! ha !

”

With this, Fagin poked Mr. Claypole in the side, and they

joined in a burst of laughter both long and loud.

Well, that’s aU right !” said Noah, when he had recovered

himselfi and Charlotte had returned. What time to-morrow

shall we say ?
”

“ Will ten do ? ” asked the Jew, adding, as Mr. Claypole

nodded assent, What name shall I teU my good friend ?
”

** Mr. Bolter,” replied Noah, who had prepai'ed himseK for

such an emergency. ‘^Mr. Morris Bolter. This is Mrs.

Bolter.”

Mrs. Bolter’s humble servant,” said Fagin, bowing with

grotesque politeness. ** I hope I shall know her better ^?ery

shortly.”

Do you hear the gentleman, Charlotte?” thundered Mr.

Claypole.

‘‘Yes, Noah, dear!” replied Mrs. Bolter, extending her

hand.
“ She calls me Noah, as a sort of fond way of tallying,”

said Mr. Morris Bolter, late Claypole, turning to the Jew.

“You understand ?
”

“ Oh yes, I understand—^perfectly,” replied Fagin, telling

the truth for once. “ Good night ! Good night !

”

With many adieus and good wishes, Mr. Fagin went his

way. Noah Claypole, bespeaking his good Tady’s attention,

proceeded to enlighten her relative to the arrangement he had

made, with all that haughtiness and air of superiority,

becoming, not only a member of the sterner sex, but a gentle-

man who appreciated the dignity of a special appointment on

the kinchin lay, in London and its vicinity.
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CHAPTER XLIIL

WHERBIK IS SStOWN HOW THE ARTFUL DODGER GOT INTO TROUBLE.

And so it was you that was your own friend, was it ?

asked Mr. Claypole, otherwise Bolter, when, by virtue of the

compact entered into between them, he had removed next

day to the Jew’s house. ** ’Cod, I thought as much last

night !

”

Every man ’s his own friend, my dear,” replied Fagin,

with his most insinuating grin. He hasn’t as good a one

as liimself anywhere.”
“ Except sometimes,” replied Morris Bolter, assuming the

air of a man of the world. Some people are nobody’s

enemies but their own, yer know.”
Don’t believe that !

” said the Jew. ** When a man ’s his

own enemy, it ’s only because he ’s too much his own friend
;

not because he ’s careftd for everybody but himself. Pooh

!

pooh ! There ain’t such a thing in nature.”

There oughtn’t to be, if there is,” replied Mr. Bolter.

That stands to reason,” said the Jew. ‘‘ Some conjurers

say that number three is the magic number, and some say

number seven. It ’s neither, my friend, neither. It ’s number
one.”

Ha ! ha !
” cried Mr. Bolter. Number one for ever.”

In a little community like ours, my dear,” said the Jew,

who felt it necessary to qualify this position, ** we have a

general number one; that is, you can’t consider yourself as

number one, without considering me too as the same, and all

the other young people.”

Oh, the devil !
” exclaimed Mr. Bolter.

You see,’' pursued the Jew, affecting to,disregard this

mterruption, we are so mixed up together, and identified in

our interests, that it must be so. For instance, it’s your object

to take care of number one—meaning yourseK.”

Certainly,” replied Mr. Bolter. ‘‘ Yer about right there.”
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“Well'. You can't take care of yourself, number one,

without taking care of me, number one."

“Number two, you mean," said Mr. Bolter, who was
largely endowed with the quality of selfishness.

“No, I don't!" retorted the Jew. “I’m of the same

importance to you, as you are to youiseK."

“I say," interrupted Mr. Bolter, “ yer a v^ry nice man,

and I ’m very fond of yer
;
but we ain’t quite so thick together,

as all that comes to."

“ Only think," said the Jew, shrugging his shoulders, and

stretching out his hands; “only consider. You’ve done

what ’s a very pretty thing, and what I love you for doing

;

but what at the same time would put the cravat round your

throat that ’s so very easily tied and so very difiicult to unloose

—in plain English the halter !

"

Mr. Bolter put his hand to his neckerchief, as if he felt it

inconveniently tight
;
and murmured an assent, qualified in

tone but not in substance.

“ The gallows," continued Fagin, the gallows, my dear,

is an ugly finger-post, which points out a very short and

sharp turning that has stopped many a bold fellow’s career on

the broad highway. To keep in the easy road, and keep it at

a distance, is object number one with you."

“ Of course it is," replied Mr. Bolter. '' What do yer talk

about such things for ?
"

“Only to show you my meaning clearly," said the Jew,

raising his eyebrows. “ To be able to do that, you depend

upon me. To keep my little business all snug, I depend upon

you. The first is your number one, the second my number

one. The more you value your number one, the more carefu]

you must be of mine
;

so we come at last to what I told you

at first—that a regard for number one holds us all together,

and must do so, unless we would aU go to pieces in company-

“That’s true," rejoined Mr. Bolter, thoughtfully. “Oh!

yer a cunning old codger
!

"

Mr. Fagin saw, with delight, that this tribute to his powers

was no mere compKment, but that he had really impressed his

recruit, with, a sense of his wily genius, which it was most

important that he should entertain in the outset of their

acquaintance. To strengthen an impression so desirable and

useful, he followed up the blow by acquainting him, in some

detail, with the magnitude and extent of his operations j
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blending truth and hction together, as best served his purpose

;

and bringing both to bear, with so much art, that Mr. Bolter’s

respect visibly increased, and became tempered, at the same

time, with a degree of wholesome fear, which it was highly

desirable to awaken.

It ’s this mutual trust we have in each other that consoles

n\e under heavy losses,” said the Jew. ‘‘ My best hand was

taken from me, yesterday morning.”

‘‘You don’t mean to say he died? ” cried Mr. Bolter.

“No, no,” replied Fagin, “ not so bad as that. Not quite

so bad.”
“ What, I suppose he was—

”

“ Wanted,” interposed the Jew. “Yes, he was wanted.”
“ Very particular ? ” inquired Mr. Bolter.

“No,” replied the Jew, “not very. He was charged with

attempting to pick a pocket, and they found a silver snuff-box

on him,—^his own, my dear, his own, for he took snuff him-

self, and was very fond of it. They remanded him tiU to-day,

for they thought they knew the owner. Ah ! he was worth

fifty boxes, and I ’d give the price of as many to have him
back. You should have known the Dodger, my dear; you
should have known the Dodger.”

“ Well, but I shall know him, I hope ? don’t yer think

BO ? ” said Mr. Bolter.

“I’m doubtful about it,” replied the Jew, with a sigh.

“ If they don’t get any fresh evidence it ’ll only be a summary
conviction, and we shall have him back again after six weeks
or so

;
but, if they do, it ’s a case of lagging. Th(^ know

what a clever lad he is
;
he ’U be a lifer. They ’ll make the

Artful nothing less than a lifer.”

“ What do yer mean by lagging and a lifer ? ’^ demanded
Mr. Bolter. “ What ’s the good of talking in that way to me

;

why don’t yer speak so as I can understand yer ?
”

Fagin was about to translate these mysterious expressions

into the vulgar tongue
;
and being interpreted, Mr. Bolter

would have been informed that they represented that combina-
tion of words, “transportation for life,” when the dialogue

was cut short by the entry of Master Bates, with* his hands in

his breeches’ pockets and his face twisted into a look of semi-

comical woe.
“ It ’s all up, Fagin,” said Charley, when he and his new

companion had been made known to other.
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*‘What do you mean?’' asked the Jew witk tremLiiiig

lips.

'^They’ve found the gentleman as owns the box; two or

three more 's a coming to 'dentify him
;

and the Artful ’s

booked for a passage out,” replied Master Bates. “ I must
have a full suit of mourning, Fagin, and a hatband, to wisit

]um in, afore he sets out upon his travels. To tiiink of Jack
Dawkins—lummy Jack—the Dodger—the Artful Dodger

—

going abroad for a common twopenny-halfp('Tmy tneeze -box

!

I never thought he ’d a done it under a gold watch, chain,

and seals at the lowest. Oh, why didn’t he rob some rich old

gentleman of all his walables, and go out us a gentleman, and

not like a common prig, witliout no honour nor glory !

”

With this expression of feeling for his unfortunate friend,

Master Bates sat himself on the nearest chair with an aspect

of chagrin and despondency.

What do you talk about his having neither honour nor

glory for !
” exclaimed Fagin, darting an angry look at his

pupil. Wasn’t he always top-sawyer among you aU? Is

there on© of you. that could touch him or come near him on

any scent ! Eh ?
”

Not one,” replied Master Bates, in a voice rendered husky

by regret
;

“ not one.”

‘‘Then what do you talk of?'” replied the Jew, angi’ily;

“ what are you blubbering for?
”

“ ’Cause it isn’t on the rec-ord, is it?” said Charley, chafed

into perfect defiance of his venerable friend by the current of

his regrets
;

“ ’cause it can’t come out in the ’dictment,

’cause nobody will never know lialf* of what lie was. Ilow

vdll he stand in the Newgate Cahmdar ? P’raps not be there

at all. Oh, my eye, my eye, wot a blow it is !

”

“Ha! ha !
” cried the Jew extending his right hand, and

turning to Mr. Bolter in a fit of chuckling which shook him

as though he had the palsy; “ see ^^]iat a pride they take in

tlieir profession, my dear. Ain't it boaiitifiil ?”

Mr. Bolter nodded assent; and the Jew, after contemplating

the grief of Charley Bates for some seconds with evident satis-

faction, stepf3ed up to that young gentleman and patted him

on the shoulder.
“ Never mind, Charley,” said Fagin soothingly ;

“ it ’ll

come out, it ’ll be sure to come out. They ’ll all know what a

olever fellow he was
,
he ’ll show it himself, Jind not disgriice
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bis old pals and teachers. Think how young he is too

!

What a distinction, Charley, to be lagged at his time of

life!»»

Well, it is a honour, that is ! said Charley, a little con

soled.

** He shall have all he wants/’ continued the Jew. ** He
shall be kept in the Stone Jug, Charley, like a gentleman.

Like a gentleman ! With his beer every day, and money in

his pocket to pitch and toss with, if he can’t spend it.”

No, shall he though ? ” cried Chai'ley Bates.

Ay, that he shall,” replied the Jew, and we ’ll have a

big-wig, Charley : one that ’s got the greatest gift of the gab :

to carry on his defence
;
and he shall make a speech for him-

self too, if he likes
;
and we ’ll read it all in the papers

—

‘ Artful Dodger—shrieks of laughter—here the court was

convulsed ’—eh, Charley, eh ?
”

‘*Ha! ha!” laughed Master Bates, ‘‘what a lark that

would be, wouldn’t it, Fagin ? I say, how the Artful would

bother ’em, wouldn’t he ?
”

“ Would !
” cried the Jew. “ He shall—he will !

”

** Ah, to be sure, so he wiU,” repeated Charley, rubbing

his hands.
“ I think I see him now,” cried the Jew, bending his eyes

upon liis pupil.

“ So do I,” cried Charley Bates. “ Ha ! ha ! ha ! so do I.

1 see it all afore me, upon my soul I do, Fagin. What a

game ! What a regular game ! All the big-wigs trying to

look solemn, and Jack Dawkins addressing of ’em as intimate

and comfortable as if he was the judge’s own son making a

speech arter dinner—ha ! ha ! ha !

”

In fact, the Jew had so well humoured his young friend’s

eccentric disposition, that Master Bates, who had at first been

disposed to consider the imprisoned Dodger rather in the

light of a victim, now looked upon him as the chief actor in

a scene of most uncommon and exquisite humour, and felt

quite impatient for the arrival of the time when his old

companion should have so favourable an opportunity of

displaying his abilities.
'

“We must know how he gets on to-day, by some handy
means or other,” said Fagin. “ Let me think.”

“ Shall I go ? ” asked ChEirley,

“Not for the world,” replied the Jew. “Are you mad,
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my dear
;

stark Ttiad, that you *d walk into the vary ])lac0

where—No, Charley, no. One is enough to lose at a time.”
'' You don’t mean to go yourself, I suppose ? ” said Charley

with a humorous leer.

That wouldn’t quite fit,” reifiied Fagin shaking his head.
‘‘ Then why don’t you send this new cove ? ” asked Master

Bates, laying his hand on Noah’s arm. ^‘Nobody knows him.”
Why, if he didn’t mind— ” observed the Jew.
Mind !

” interposed Charley. What should he have to

mind ?
”

‘'Really nothing, my dear,” said Fagin, turning to Mr.
Bolter, " really nothing.”

" Oh, I dare say about that, yer know,” observed Noah,
backing towards the door, and shaking his head with a kind

of sober alarm. “No, no—^none of that. It ’s not in my
department, that ain’t.”

“Wot department has he got, Fagin?” inquired Mastei

Bates, surveying Noah’s lank form with much disgust. “The
cutting away when there ’s anything wrong, and the eating

all the wittles when there’s everything right; is that his

branch ?
”

“Nevermind,” retorted Mr. Bolter; “and don’t yer take

liberties with yer superiors, little boy, or yer ’ll find yerself in

the wrong shop.”

Master Bates laughed so vehemently at this magnificent

threat, tliat it was some time before Fagin could interpose, and

represent to Mr. Bolter that he incurred no possible danger in

visiting the police-office
;

that, inasmuch as no account of the

little afiPair in wliich he had been engaged, nor any descrip-

tion of his person, had yet been forwarded to the metropolis,

it was very probable that he was not even suspected of having

resorted to it for shelter
;
and that, if he were properly dis-

guised, it would be as safe a spot for him to visit as any in

London, ineismuch as it would be, of all places, the very last,

to which he could be supposed likely to resort of his own free

will.

Persuaded, in part, by these representations, but overborne

in a much gjieater degree by his fear of the Jew, Mr. Bolter

at length consented, with a very bad grace, to undertake the

expedition. By Fagin’s directions, he immediately substituted

for his own attire, a waggoner’s frock, velveteen breeches, and

leather leggings : all of which articles the Jew had at hand.
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He was likewise furnished with a felt hat well gami^ed with

turnpike tickets; and a carter’s whip. Thus equipped, he

was to saunter into the office, as some countiy fellow from

Covent Garden market might be supposed to do for the grati-

fication of his curiosity
;
and as he was as awkward, ungainly,

and raw-boned a fellow as need be, Mr. Fagin had no fear

but that he would look the part to perfection.

These arrangements completed, he was informed of the

necessary signs and tokens by which to recognise the Artful

Dodger, and was conveyed by Master Bates through dark and

winding ways to within a very short distance of Bow-street.

Having described the precise situation of the office, and

accompanied it with copious directions how he was to walk
straight up the,passage, and when he got into the yard take

the door uj) the steps on the right-hand side, and pull off his

hat as he went into the room, Charley Bates bade him hurry

on alone, and promised to bide his return on the spot of their

parting.

Noah Claypole, or Morris Bolter as the reader pleases,

punctually followed the directions he had received, which

—

Master Bates being pretty well acquainted with the locality

—

were so exact that he was enabled to gain the magisterial

presence without asking any question, or meeting with any

interruption by the way. He found himself jostled among a

crowd of people, chiefly women, who were huddled together

in a dirty frowsy room, at the upper end of which was a

raised platform railed off fr'om the rest, with a dock for the

prisoners on the left hand against the waU, a box for the

witnesses in the middle, and a desk for the magistrates on
the right; the awful locality last named, being screened off

by a partition which concealed the bench from the common
gaze, and left the vulgar to imagine (if they could) the full

majesty of justice.

There were only a couple of women in the dock, who were
nodding to their admiring friends, while the clerk read some
depositions to a couple of policemen and a man in plain

clothes who leant over the table. A jailer stood reclining

against the dock-rail, tapping his nose listlessly with a large

key, except when he repressed an undue tendency to conver-

sation among the idlers, by proclaiming silence ; or lookc^d

sternly up to bid some woman “ Take that baby out,” when
the gravily of justice was distiubed by feeble cries, half
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emothered in the mother’s shawl, from some meagre infant.

Tlie room smelt close and unwholesome
;
the walls were dirt-

discoloured ;
and the ceiling blackened. There was an old

smoky bust over the mantel-shelf, and a dusty clock above the

dock—^the only thing present, that seemed to go on as it

Vaught
;
for depravity, or poverty, or an habitual acquaintance

with both, had left a taint on all the animate matter, hardly

less unpleasant than the thick greasy scum on every inanimate

object that frowned upon it.

Noah looked eagerly about him for the Dodger ; but

although there were several women who would have done

very well for that distinguished character’s mother or sister,

and more than one man who might be supposed to bear a
strong resemblance to his father, nobody at all answering the

description given him of Mr. Dawkins was to be seen. He
waited in a state of much suspense and uncertainty until the

women, being committed for trial, went flaunting out; and

then was quickly relieved by the appearance of another

prisoner who he felt at once could be no other than the object

of his '^sit.

It was indeed Mr. Dawkins, who, shuJfflling into the office

vath the big coat sleeves tucked up as usual, his left hand in

his pocket, and liis hat in his right liand, preceded the jailer,

vdth a rolling gait altogether indescribable, and, taking his

place in the dock, requested in an audible voice to Liiow what

he was placed in that ’ere disgraceful sitivation for.

“ Hold youi’ tongue, will you ? ” said the jailor.

*'I’m an Englishman, ain’t I?” rejoined the Dodger,

Where are my priwileges ?
”

You ’ll get your privileges soon enough,” retorted the

jailer, and pepper with ’em.”

We’ll see wot the Secretary of State for the Home AfPaira

lias got to say to the beaks, if I don’t,” replied Mr Dawkins.

“Now then ! Wot is this here business? I shall thank the

madg’strates to dispose of this here little affair, and not to keep

me while they read the paper, for I ’ve got an appointment

with a genelman in the city, and as I ’m a man of my word

and wery punctual in business matters, he ’ll go away if I

ain’t there to my time, and then pr’aps there won’t be an

action for damage against them as kept me away. Oh, no,

certainly not !

”

M this point, the Dodger, with a show of being very
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partictilar with a view to proceeding’s to lie had thereafter,

desired the jailer to communicate the names of them two

files as was on the bench/* which so tickled the spectators,

that they laughed almost as heartily as Master Bates could

have done if he had heard the request.

‘‘ Silence there !
” cried the jailer.

What is this ? ” inquired one of the magistrates.

A pick-i^ocketing case, your worship.’*

Has the boy ever been here before ?
**

He ought to have been, a many times,** replied the jailer.

He has been pretty well everywhere else. I know him well,

your worship.”

Oh
!
you know me, do you ? ” cried the Artful, making a

note of the statement. Wery good. That ’s a case of

deformation of character, any way.”

Here there was another laugh, and another cry of silence.

^*Now then, where are the witnesses?” said the clerk.

'^Ah! that’s right,” added the Dodger. Where are

they ? I should like to see ’em.”

Tliis wish was immediately gratified, for a policeman

stepped forward who had seen tJie prisoner attempt the

pocket of an unknown gentleman in a crowd, and indeed take

a handkerchief tlierefrom, which, being a very old one, he

deliberately put back again, after trying it on his own coun-

tenance. For this reason, he took the Dodger into custody

as soon as he could get near him, and the said Dodger, being

searched, had upon his person a silver snuff-box, with the

owner’s name engraved upon the lid. This gentleman had

been discovered on reference to the Court Guide, and being

then and there present, swore that the snuff-box was his,

and that he had missed it on the previous day, the moment
he had disengaged himself from the crowd before referred to.

He had also remarked a young gentleman in the throng,

particularly active in making his way about, and that young
gentleman was the j>risoner before him.

‘^Have you anything to ask this witness, boy?” said the

magistrate.

I wouldn’t abase myself by descending to hold no conver-

sation with him,” replied the Dodger.

Have you anything to say at all ?
”

“ Do you liear his w orship ask if you *ve anything to say?*^

inquired the jailer, nudging the silent Dodger with his elbow.
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'' I beg your pardon,” said the Dodger, looking up with an
air of abstraction. ‘^Did you redress yourself to me, my
man?”

I never see such an out-and-out young wagabond, your
worship,” observed the officer with a grin. Do you mean
to say anything, you young shaver ?

”

''No,” replied the Dodger, "not here, for this ain’t the

shop for justice
;
besides which, my attorney is a-breakfast-

ing this morning with the Wice President of the House of

Commons
;
but I shall have something to say elsewhere, and

so will he, and so will a wery numerous and ’spectable circle

of acquaintance as ’ll make them beaks wish they ’d never

been bom, or that they ’d got their footmen to hang ’em up
to their own hat-pegs, ’afore they let ’em come out this

morning to try it on upon me. I ’ll
”

"There! He’s fully committed!” interposed the clerk.

"Take him away.”
" Come on,” said the jailor.

" Oh ah ! I ’ll come on,” replied the^ Dodger, brushing

his hat with the palm of his hand. " Ah
!

(to the bench)

it ’s no use your looking frightened
;

I won’t show you no

mercy, not a ha’porth of it. You HI pay for this, my fine

fellers. I wouldn’t be you for something ! I wouldn’t go
free, now, if you was to fall down on your knees and ask me.

Here, carry me off to prison ! Take me away !

”

With these last words, the Dodger suffered himself to be

led off by the coUar
;
threatening, till he got into the yard,

to make a parliamentary business of it
;
and then grinning in

the officer’s face, with groat glee and self-approval.

Having seen him locked up by himself in a little cell, Noah
made the best of his way back to where he had left Master

Bates. After waiting here some time, he was joined by that

young gentleman, who had prudently abstained from showing

himself until he had looked carefully abroad from a snug
retreat, and ascertained that his new friend had not been

followed by any impertinent person.

The two hastened back together, to hear to Mr. Fagin the

animating news that the Dodger was doing full justice to

Ids bringing-uf>, and e8tal>lishir.g for himself a glorious

reputation.

O.T.
M
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CHAPTER XLIV.

THE TIME ARRIVES FOR NANCY TO REDEEM HER PLEDGE TO ROSE MaYLLE

SHE FAILS.

Adept as she was, in all the arts of cunning and dissinm*

lation, the girl Nancy could not wholly conceal the effect

which the knowledge of the step she had taken, worked upon

her mind. She remembered that both the crafty Jew and the

brutal Sikes had confided to her schemes, which had been

hidden from all others : in the full confidence that she was

trustworthy and beyond the reach of their suspicion. Vile as

those schemes wefe, desperate as were their originators, and

bitter as were her feelings towards the Jew, who had led her,

step by step, deeper and deeper down into an abyss of crime

and misery, whence was no escape ;
still, there were times

when, even towards him, she felt some relenting, lest her

disclosure should bring him within the iron grasp he had so

long eluded, and he should fall at last—^richly as he merited

such a fate—by her hand.

But, these were the mere wanderings of a mind unable

wholly to detach itself from old companions and associations,

though enabled to fix itself steadily on one object, and

resolved not to be turned aside by any consideration, fler

fears for Sikes would have been more powerful inducements

to recoil while there was yet time
;
but she had stipulated

that her secret should be rigidly kept, she had dropped no

clue which could lead to his discovery, she had refused, even

for his sake, a refuge from all the guilt and wretchedness

that encompassed her:—and what more could she do ! She

was resolved.

Though all her mental struggles terminated in this con-

clusion, they forced themselves upon her, again and again,

and left their traces too. She grew pale and thin, even within

a few days. At times, she took no heed of what was passing

before her or no part in conversations where once she would
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have been tbe loudest. At other limes, she laughed mthout
merriment, and was noisy without cause or meaning. At
others—often within a moment afterwards—she sat silent and
dejecfted, brooding with her head upon her hands, while the

very effort by which she roused herself, told, more forcibly

than even these indications, that she was ill at ease, and that

her thoughts were occupied with matters very different and dis-

tant from those in course of discussion by her coinpanions.

It was Sunday night, and the beU of tiie nearest church
struck the hour. Sikes and the Jew were talking, but they

paused to listen. Tlie girl looked up from the low seat on
which she crouched, and listened too. Eleven.

An hour this side of midnight,” said Sikes, raising the

blind to look out and returning to his seat. Dark and
heavy it is too. A good night for business this.”

Ah !
” replied the Jew. What a pity, Bill, my dear,

that there ^8 none quite ready to be done.”

You ’re right for once,” replied Sikes gruffly. It Is a

pity, for I ’m in the humour too.”

The Jew sighed, and shook his head despondingly.

We must make up for lost time when we Ve got things

into a good train. That ’s all I know,” said Sikes.

“That’s the way to talk, my dear,” replied the Jew,

venturing to pat him on the shoulder. “ It does me good to

hear you.”
“ Does you good does it ? ” cried Sikes. “ WeU, so be it.”

“ Ha ! ha ! ha !
” laughed the Jew, as if he were relieved

by even this concession. “ You ’re like yoiu’self to-night, Bill

!

Quite like yourself.”
“ I don’t feel like myself when you lay that withered old

claw on my shoulder, so take it away,” said Sikes, casting off

the Jew’s hand.
“ It makes you nervous, Bill,—^reminds you of being nabbed,

does it?” said the Jew, determined not to bo offended.

“ Reminds me of being nabbed by the devil,” returned

Sikes. “ There never was another man with such a face as

yours, unless it was your father, and I suppose he is singeing

his grizzled red beard by this time, unless you came straight

from the old ’iin without any father at aU betwixt you
;
which

I shouldn’t wonder at, a bit.”

Eagin offered no reply to this compliment ;
but, pulhng

Sikes by the sleeve, pointed his ffnger towards Nancy, who
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had taken advantage of the foregoing conversation to put on

her bonnet, and was now leaving the room.
** Halloa ! cried Sikes. ** Nance. Where the gal going

to at this time of night ?
”

Not far.^^

^“What answer’s that?” returned Sikes. “Where are

you going ?
”

“ I say, not far.”

“ And I say where ? retorted Sikes. “ Do you hear me ?
”

“ I don’t know where,” replied the girl.

“ Then I do,” said Sikes, more in the spirit of obstinacy

than because he had any real objection to the girl going where

she listed. “ Nowhere. Sit down.”
“ I am not well. I told you that before,” rejoined the girl.

“ I want a breath of air.”

“ Put your head out of the winder,” replied Sikes.

“ There ’s not enough there,” said the girl. “ I want it in

the street.”

“ Then you won’t have it,” replied Sikes. With which

assurance he rose, locked the door, took the key out, and

pulling her bonnet from her head, flung it up to the top of an

old press. “There,” said the robber. “Now stop quietly

where you are, will you.”
“ It ’s not such a matter as a bonnet would keep me,” said

the girl turning very pale. “ What do you mean, Bill ? Do
you know what you ’re doing ?

”

“ Know what I ’m Oh! ” cried Sikes turning to Fagin,
“ she ’s out of her senses, you know, or she daren’t talk to

me in that way.”
“ You T1 drive mo on to something desperate,” muttered

the girl placing both hands upon her breast, as though to

keep down by force some violent outbreak. “Let me go,

will you,—^this minute—this instant— ”

“ No !
” said Sikes.

“ Tell him to let me go, Fagin. He had better. It be
better for liim. Do you hear me ? ” cried Nancy stamping
her foot upon the ground.

“ Heax you !
” repeated Sikes turning roundm his chair to

confront her. “ Aye ! And if I hear you for half a minute
longer, the dog shall have such a grip on your throat as ’U

tear some of that screaming voice out. Wot has come over

you, you jade ! Wot is it ?
”
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<^Let me said the girl with great earnestness
;
then

sitting herself down on the floor, before the door, she said,

Bill, let me go
;
you don’t know what you ’re doing. You

don% indeed. For only one hour—do—do.”

Cut my Hmbs off one by one !
” cried Sikes, seizing her

roughly by the arm, “if I don’t think the gal’s stai-k raving

mad. Get up.”

‘‘Not till you let me go—not till you let me go—Never

—

never !
” screamed the girl. Sikes looked on, for a minute,

watching his opportunity, and suddenly pinioning her hands
dragged her, struggling and wi'estling with him by the way,

into a small room adjoining, where he sat himself on a bench,

and thrusting her into a chair, held her down by force. She
stri4ggled and implored by turns until twelve o’clock had
struck, and then, wearied and exhausted, ceased to contest the

point any further. With a caution, backed by many oaths, to

make no more efforts to go out that night, Sikes left her to

recover at leisure and rejoined the Jew.

“Whew!” said the housebreaker wiping the perspiration

from his face. “Wot a precious strange gal that is 1

”

“You may say that, BiU,” replied the Jew, thoughtfully.

“You may say that.”

“Wot did she take it into her head to go out to-night for,

do you think ? ” asked Sikes. “ Come
j
you should know her

better than me. Wot does it mean ?
”

“ Obstinacy
;
woman’s obstinacy, I suppose, my dear,”

I’eplied the Jew, shrugging his shoulders.
“ Well, I suppose it is,” growled Sikes. “ I thought I had

tamed her, but she ’s as bad as ever.”
“ Worse,” said the Jew thoughtfully. “ I never knew her

like this, for such a little cause.”

“Nor I,” said Sikes. “I think she’s got a touch of that

fever in her blood yet, and it won’t come out—eh ?
”

“ Like enough,” replied the Jew.
“ I ’ll let her a little blood, without troubling the doctor, if

she ’s took that way again,” said Sikes.

Ihe Jew nodded an expressive approval of this mode of

treatment. •

“She was hanging about me all day, and night too, when
I was stretched on my back; and you, like a black-hearted

woM as you are, kept yourself aloof,” said Sikes. “We was
very poor too all the time, and I think, one way or other, it ’s
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worried and fretted her, and that being shut up here so long

has made her restless—eh ?
**

That ^8 it, my dear,*^ replied the Jew in a whisper.
‘‘ Hush !

**

As he uttered these words, the girl herself appeared and

resumed her former seat. Her eyes were swollen and red

;

she rocked herself to and fro
;
tossed her head

;
and after a

little time, burst out laughing.

Why, now she ’s on the other tack !

” exclaimed Sikes,

turning a look of excessive surprise on his companion.

The Jew noddad^o him to take no further notice just then

;

and, in a few minutes, the girl subsided into her accustomed

demeanour. Whispering Sikes that there was no fear of her

relapsing, Fagin took up his hat and bade him good-night.

He paused when he reached the room-door, and looking

round, asked if somebody would light him down the dark

stairs.
** Light him down,^’ said Sikes, who was filling his pipe.

It ’s a pity he should break his neck himself, and disappoint

the sight-seers. Show him a light.^*

Nancy followed the old man down stairs, with a candle.

When they reached the passage, he laid his finger on his lip,

and drawing close to the girl said, in a whisper,
** What is it, Nancy, dear ?

What do you mean ? replied the girl, in the same tone.
** The reason of aU this,” replied Fagin. ‘‘If he ”—he

pointed with his skinny fore-finger up the stairs—“ is so hard

with you, (he’s a brute, Nance, a brute-beast) why don’t

you—

”

“Well!” said the girl, as Fagin paused, with his mouth
almost touching her ear, and his eyes looking into hers.

“ No matter just now,” said the Jew, “ We'll talk of this

again. You have a friend in me, Nance; a staunch friend.

I have the means at hand, quiet and close. If you want
revenge on those that treat you like a dog—like a dog ! worse

than his dog, for he humours him sometimes—come to me.-

I say, come to me. He is the mere hound of a day, but you
know me of old, Nance.” .

“I know you well,” replied the girl, without manifesting

the least emotion. “ Good night.”

She shrunk back, as Fagin offered to lay his hand on hers,

but said good night again, in a steady voice^ and, answering
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his parting look with a nod of intelligence, closed the door

between them.

Fagin walked towards his own home, intent upon the

thoughts that were working within his brain. He had con-

ceived the idea—not from what had just passed, though that

had tended to confirm him, but slowly and by degrees - that

Nancy, wearied of the housebreaker’s brutality, luid conceived

an attachment for some new friend. Her altered manner, her

repeated absences from home alone, her cumpaiative indif-

ference to the interests of the gang for which she had once

been so zealous, and, added to those, her desperate lm^)atieiice

to leave home that night at a particular hour, all favoured the

supposition, and rendered it, to him at least, almost matter of

certainty. The object of this new lildng was not among his

myrmidons. He would be a valuable acquisition with such

an assistant as Nancy, and must (thus Fagin argued) be

secured without delay.

There was another, and a darker object, to be gained.

Sikes knew too much, and his ruffian taunts had not galled

the Jew the loss, because the wounds were hidden. The girl

must know, well, that if she shook him off, she could nev'^r

be safe from his fury, and that it would be surely wreaked

—

to the maiming of limbs, or perhaps the loss of life—on the

object of her more recent fancy. With a little persuasion,”

thought Fagin, what more likely than that she would con-

sent to poison him ! Women have done such things, and
worse, to secure the same object before now. There would bo

the dangerous viUain : the man I. hate
:
gone

;
another secured

in his place
;
and my influence over the giid, with a knowledge

of this crime to back it, unlimited.”

These things passed through the mind of Fagin, during the

short time he sat alone, in the housebreaker’s room
;
and witli

them uppermost in his thoughts, he had taken the opportunity

afterwards afforded him, of sounding the girl in the broken

hints he threw out at parting. There was no expression of

surprise, no assumption of an inability to understand his

meaning. The girl clearly comprehended it. Her glance at

parting showed’ that.

But perhaps she would recoil from a plot to take the life of

Sikes, and that was one of the chief ends to be attained.

How,” thought the Jew, as he crept homewards, can I in-

crease my influence 'wdth her ? what new power can I acquire?”
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Such brains are fertile in expedients. If, without ex-

tracting a confession from herself, he laid a watch, discovered

the object of her altered regard, and threatened to reveal the

whole history to Sikes (of whom she stood in no common fear)

unless she entered into his designs, could he not secure her

compliance ?

I can,” said Fagin, almost aloud. She durst not refuse

me then. Not for her life, not for her life ! I have it all.

riie means are ready, and shall be set to work. I shall have

you yet !

”

He cast back a dark look, and a threatening motion of the

Jiand, towards the spot where he had left the bolder villain
;

and went on his way : busying his bony hands in the folds of

his tattered garment, which he wrenched tightly in his grasp,

as though there were a hated enemy crushed with every

motion of his fingers.



OLIVER TWIST. 361

ClIAPTETl XLV,

NOAH CLAYPOLE IS EMPLOYED BY FAOIiV ON SECRET MISSION.

The old man was up, betimes, next morning, and waited

impatiently for tlie ajipcmrauce of his new associate, who after

a delay that seemed interminable, at Icngfh presented himself,

and commenced a voracious assault on the breakfast.

Bolter,” said the Jew, di'awing up a chair and seating

himself opposite Morris Bolter.

Well, here I am,” returned Noah. ‘ AWiat’s the matter ?

Don’t 3^er ask mo to do anytJiing till I have done eating.

That ’s a great fault in this place. Yer never get time enough
over yer meals.”

You can talk as you eat, can’t you?” said Fagin, cursing

his dear young friend’s greediness from the very bottom of

his heart.

Oh yes, I can talk. I get on better when I talk,” said

Noah, cutting a monstrous slice of bread. Where ’s

Charlotte ?
”

Out,” said Fagin. I sent her out this morning with

the other 3"oung woman, because I wanted us to be alone.”

Oh !
” said Noah. ‘‘ I wish yer ’d ordered her to make

some buttered toast first. Well. Talk away. Yer won’t

interrupt ine.”

There seemed, indeed, no great fear of anything interrupt-

ing him, as he had evidently sat down with a determination

to do a great deal of business.

‘‘You did well yesterday, my dear,” said the Jew. “ Beau-

tiful ! Six shillings and ninepence halfpenny on the very

first day ! The kinchin lay will be a fortune to you.”

“ Don’t yop forget to add three pint-pots and a milk-can,”

said Mr. Bolter.

“No, no, my dear,” replied the Jew. “The pint-pots

were great strokes of genius ; but the milk-can was a perfect

masterpiece.”
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‘• Pretty well, I think, for a beginner,^' remai-ked Mr
Bolter complacently. “ The pots I took off airy railings, and

the milk-can was standing by itself outside a pubHc-house.

I thought it might get rusty with the rain, or catch cold, yer

know. Eh? Ha! ha! ha!”
The Jew affected to laugh very heartily; and Mr. Bolter

having had his laugh out, took a series of large bites, which

finished his first hunk of bread and butter, and assisted him-

self to a second.

“ I want you, Bolter,” said Fagin, leaning over the table,

“to do a piece of work for me, my dear, that needs great care

and caution.”

“I say,” rejoined Bolter, “don’t yer go shoving me into

danger, or sending me to any more o’ yer perlice-offices.

/Fhat don’t suit me, that don’t
;
and so I toll yer.”

“ There ’s not the smallest danger in it—not the very

smallest,” said the Jew; “it’s only to dodge a woman.”
“ An old woman ? ” demanded Mr. Bolter.

“ A young one,” replied Fagin.
“ I can do that pretty well, I know,” said Bolter. “ I was

a regular cunning sneak when I was at school. What am I

to dodge her for ? Not to— ”

“Not to do an^iihing,” interrupted the Jew, “but to teU

me where she goes, who she sees, and, if possible, what she

says
;
to remember the street, if it is a street, or tho house,

if it is a house
;
and to bring me back all tho information

you »ian.”

“ What’U yer give me?” asked Noah, setting down his

cup, and looking his employer eagerly, in the face.

“ If you do it well, a pound, my dear. One pound,” said

Fagin, washing to interest him in the scent as much as pos-

sible. “And that’s what I never gave yet, for any job of work
where there wasn’t valuable consideration to be gained.”

“ Who is she ? ” inquired Noah.
“ One of us.”

“Oh Lor!” cried Noah, curling up his nose, “Yer
doubtful of her, are yer ?

”

“ She has found out some new friends, my dear, and I must
know who they are,” replied the Jew.

“ I see,” said Noah. “ Just to have the pleasure of know-
ing them, if they ’re respectable people, eh ? Ha ! ha ! ha !

I ‘m your man.”
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I knew you would be,” cried Fagin, elated by tbe success

of bis proposal.

‘‘Of course, of course,” replied Noab. “Where is she?
Where am I to wait for ber ? Where am I to go ?

”

“ All that, my dear, you shall hear from me. I 'll point

her out at the proper time,” said Fagin. “ You keep ready,

and leave the rest to me.”

That night, and the next, and the next again, the spy sat

booted and equipped in his carter's dress : ready to turn out

at a word from Fagin. Six nights passed— -six long wear>'

nights—and on each, Fagin came home with a disappointed

face, and briefly intimated that it was not yet time. On the

seventh, he returned earlier, and with an exultation he could

not conceal. It was Sunday.
“ She goes abroad to-night,” said Fagin, “ and on the

right errand, I 'm sure
;
for she has been alone all day, and

tlie man she is afraid of, will not be back much before day-

break. Come with me. Quick !

”

Noah started up without saying a word : for the Jew was
in a state of such intense excitement that it infected him.

They left the house stealtliily, and, hurrying through a

labyrinth of streets, arrived at length before a public-house,

which Noah recognised as the same in which he had slept, on

the night of his arrival in London.

It was past eleven o’clock, and the door was closed. It

opened softly on it^ hinges as the Jew gave a low whistle.

They entered, without noise
;
and the door was closed behind

them.

Scarcely venturing to whisper, but substituting dumb show

for words, Fagin, and the young Jew who bad admitted them,

pointed out the pane of glass to Noah, and signed to him to

climb up and observe the person in the adjoining room.

“ Is that the woman ? ” he asked, scarcely above his breath.

The Jew nodded yes.

“ I can’t see her face well,” whispered Noah. “ She is

looking down, and the candle is behind her.”

“ Stay there,” whispered Fagin. He signed to Barney,

who withdrew. lu. an instant, the lad entered the room

adjoining, and, under pretence of snufBng the candle, moved

it in the required position, and, speaking to the girl, caused

her to raise her face.

I see her now,” cried the spy.
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Plainly ? '' asked the Jew.
**

I should know her among a thousand/'

He hastily descended, as tlie room-door opened, and the girl

came out, Fagin drew him behind a small partition which
was curtained off, and they held their breaths as she passed

within a few feet of their place of concealment, and emerged

by tbe door at which they had entered.

Hist 1 cried the lad who held the door. Dow.”
Noah exchanged a look with Fagin, and darted out.

To the left,” whispered the lad; take the left had, and

keep od the other side.”

He did so
;
and, by the light of the lamps, saw the girl’s

retreating figure, ali^eady at some distance before him. He
advanced as near as he considered prudent, and kept on the

opposite side of the street, the better to observe her motions.

She looked nervously round, twice or thrice, and once stopped

to let two men who were following close behind her, pass on.

She seemed to gather courage as she advanced, and to walk

with a steadier and firmer step. The spy preserved the same

relative distance between them, and followed : with his eye

upon her.
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CHAPTER XLYl.

THE APPOINTMENT KEPT.

The church, clocks chimed three quarters past eleveu, a?

two figures emerged on London Bridge. One, which advanced

with a swift and rapid step, was that of a woman, who looked

eagerly about her as though in quest of some expected object;

the other figure was that of a man, who slunk along in the

deepest shadow he could find, and, at some distance, accom-

modated his pace to hers : stopping when she stopped : and
as she moved again, creeping stealthily on: but never

allowing himself, in the ardour of his pursuit, to gain upon
her footsteps. Thus, they crossed the bridge, from the

Middlesex to the Surrey shore : vdien the woman, apparently

disappointed in her anxious scrutiny of the foot-passengers,

turned back. The movement; was sudden
;

but he who
watched her, was not thrown off his guard by it

;
for shrink-

ing into one of the recesses which surmount the piers of the

bridge, and leaning over the parapet the better to conceal his

figure, he suffered her to pass by on tho opposite pavement.

Wlien she was about the same distance in advance as she had

been before, he slipped quietly down, and followed her again.

At nearly the centre of the bridge, she stopped. The man
stopped too.

It was a very dark night. Tho day had been unfavourable,

and at that hour and place there were few people stirring.

Such as there were, hurried quickly past : very possibly

without seeing, but certainly without noticing, either the

woman, or the man who kept her in view Their appearance

was not calculated to attract the importunate regards of such

of London’s destitute population, as chanced to take their way
over the bridge that night in search of some cold arch or

doorless hovel wherein to lay their heads
;
they stood there in

silence
: neither speaking nor spoken to, by any one who

passed.
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A mist liimg over the river, deepening the red glare of tiie

fires that burnt upon the small craft moored off the different

wharfs, ap.d rendering darker and more indistinct the murky
buildings on the banks. The old smoke-stained storehouses

on either side, rose heavy and dull from the dense mass of

roofs and gables, and frowned sternly upon water too black to

reflect even their lumbering shapes. The tower of old Saint

Saviour’s church, and the spire of Saint Magnus, so long the

giant-warders of the ancient bridge, were visible in the gloom

;

but the forest of shipping below bridge, and the thickly

scattered spires of churches above, were nearly all hidden

from the sight.

The girl had taken a few restless turns to and fro—closely

watched meanwhile by her hidden observer—when the heavy

bell of St. Paid’8 tolled for the death of another day. Mid-

night had come upon the crowded city. The palace, the

night-cellar, the jail, the madhouse : the chambers of birth

and death, of health and sickness : the rigid face of the

corpse and the calm sleep of the child : midnight was upon
them all.

The hour had not struck two minutes, when a young lady,

accompanied by a gray-haired gentleman, alighted from a

hackney-carriage within a short distance of the bridge, and

liaving dismissed the vehicle, walked straight towards it.

Tliey had scarcely set foot upon its pavement, when the girl

started, and immediately made towards tliem.

They walked onward, looking about them with the air of

persons who entertained some very slight expectation which

had little chance of being realised, when they were suddenly

joined by this new associate. They halted vith an exclama-

tion of surprise, but suppressed it immediately
;
for a man in

the garments of a countryman came close up—brushed against

them, indeed—at that precise moment.
Not here,” said Nancy hurriedly, “ I am afraid to speak

to you here. Como away—out of the public road—down the

steps yonder !

”

As she uttered these w'ords, and indicated with her hand,

the direction in which she wished them to • proceed, the

countryman looked round, and roughly asking what they took

up the whole pavement for, passed on.

The steps to which the girl had pointed, were those which

on the Surrey bank, and on the same side of the bridge as
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Samt Saviour’s church, form a landing stairs from the river.

To this spot, the man bearing the appearance of a coxmtry-

man, hastened unobserved ; and after a moment’s survey of the

place, he began to descend.

These stairs are a part of the bridge
;
they consist of three

flights. Just below the end of the second, going down, the

stone wall on the left terminates in an ornamental pilaster

facing towards the Thames. At this point the lower steps

widen : so that a person turning that angle of the wall, is

necessarily unseen by any others on the stairs who chance to

be above him, if only a step. The countryman looked hastily

round, when he reached this point
;
and as there seemed no

better place of concealment, and, the tide being out, there was

plenty of room, he slipped aside, with his back to the pilaster,

and there waited
:
pretty certain that they would come no

lower, and that even if he could not hear what was said, he

could follow them again with safety.

So tardily stole the time in this lonely place, and so eager

was the spy to penetrate the motives of an interview so

different from what he had been led to expect, that he more
than once gave the matter up for lost, and persuaded himself,

either that they had stopped far above, or had resorted to

some entirely different spot to hold their mysterious conversa-

tion. He was on the very point of emerging from his hiding-

place, and regaining the road above, when he heard the sound
of footsteps, and directly afterwards of voices almost close at

his ear.

He drew himself straight upright against the wall, and,

scarcely breathing, listened attentively.

This is far enough,” said a voice, which was evidently

that of the gentleman. **
I will not suffer the young lady to

go any farther. Many people would have distrusted you too

much to have come even so far, but you see I am willing to

humour you.”

To humour me !
” cried the voice of the girl whom he

had followed. You ’re considerate indeed, sir. To humour
me ! Well, weU, it ’s no matter.”

Why, foifwhat,” said the gentleman in a kinder tone,
**
for what purpose can you have brought us to this strange

place? WTiy not have let me speak to you, above there,

whore it is light, and there is something stirring, instead of
bringing ua to this dark and dismal hole ? ”
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** I told you before,” replied Nancy, ^ that I was afraid to

epeals: to you there. I don’t know why it is,” said the girl,

shuddering, ** but I have such a fear and dread upon me to-

night that I can hardly stand.”

A fear of what ?” asked the gentleman, who seemed to

pity her.

I scarcely know of what,” replied the girl. wish I

did. Horrible thoughts of death, and shrouds with blood

upon them, and a fear that has made me bum as if I was on

fire, have been upon me aU day. I was reading a book to-

night, to wile the time away, and the same things came into

the print.”
** Imagination,” said the gentleman, soothing her.

No imagination,” replied the girl in a hoarse voice. '*I’ll

swear I saw ‘coffin’ written in every page of the book in

large black letters,—aye, and they carried one close to me, in

the streets to-night.”

“ There is nothing unusual in that,” said the gentleman.
“ They have passed me often.”

**Real ones,^* rejoined the girl. “ This was not.”

There was something so uncommon in her manner, that the

flesh of tlie concealed listener crept as he heard the girl utter

these words, and the blood chilled within him. He had never

experienced a greater relief than in hearing the sweet voice of

the young lady as she begged her to be calm, and not allow

herself to become the prey of such fearful fancies.

“Speak to her kindly,” said the young lady to com-

panion “ Poor creature ! She seems to need it.”

“ Your haughty religious people would have held their heads

up to see me as I am to-night, and preached of flames and

vengeance,” cried the girl. “ Oh, dear lady, why ar’n’t those

who claim to be God’s own folks as gentle and as kind to us

poor wretches as you, who, having youth, and beauty, and all

that they have lost, might be a little proud instead of so

much humbler ?
”

“ Ah I
” said the gentleman. ** A Turk turns his face,

after washing it well, to the East, when he says his prayers

;

tliese good people, after giving their faces such a rub against

the World as to take the smiles off, turn with no less regu-

larity, to the darkest side of Heaven. Between the Mussulman
and the Pharisee, commend me to the first !

”

These words appeared to be addressed to the young lady
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and were perhaps uttered with the view of affording Nancy
time to recover herself. The gentleman, shortly afterwards,

addressed himself to her.

You were not hei'e last Sunday night.” he said.

I couldn’t come,^’ replied Nancy : I was kept by force.”

By whom?”
Him that I told tile young lady of before.”

‘‘You were not suspected of holding any communication

with anybody on the subject which has brought us here to-

night, I hope ? ” asked the old gentleman.
“ No,” replied the girl, shaking her head. “ It’s not very

easy for me to leave iiim unless he knows why
;

I couldn’t

have seen the lady when I did, but that I gave him a drink

of laudanum before I came away.”
“ Did he awake before you returned ? ” inquired the

gentleman.
“ No

;
and neither he nor any of them suspect me.”

“ Good,” said the gentleman. “ Now listen to Tiie.”

“ I am ready,” replied the girl, as he paused for a

moment.
“ This young lady,” the gentleman began, “ has communi-

cated to mo, and to some other friends who can be safely

trusted, what you told her nearly a fortnight since. I confess

to you that I liad doubts, at first, whether you were to be

implicitly relied upon, hut now I fiamly believe you are.”

“ I am,” said the girl earnestly.

“ I repeat that I firmly believe it. To prove to you that I

am disposed to trust you, I tell you without reserve, that we
propose to extort the secret, whatever it may be, from the

fears of this man Monks, But if—if— ” said the gentleman.
“ ho cannot be secured, or, if secured, cannot be acted upon

we wish, you must deliver up the Jew.”
“ Fagin,” cried the girl, recoiling.

“ That man must be delivered up by you,” said the

gentleman.
“ I wiU not do it! I will never do it! ” repined tlie girl.

“ Devil tliat he is, and worse than devil as he has been to mo,

I will never do that.”

“You will not ?
” said the gentleman, who seemed Mly

prepared for this answer.
“ Never !

” returned the giii.

“ Tell me -why ^ ”
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For one reason/^ rejoined the girl fimly, ** for one r^asooii

that the lady knows and will stand by me in, I know she will,

for I have her promise
;
and for this other reason, besides,

that, bad life as he has led, I have led a bad life too
;
there

are many of us who have kept the same courses together, and

I’ll not turn upon them, who might—any of them—^have

turned upon me, but didn’t, bad as they are.”

Then,” said the gentleman quickly, as if this had been

the point he had been aiming to attain
;

put Monks into my
hands, and leave him to me to deal with.”

What if he turns against the others ?
”

** I promise you that in that case, if the truth is forced

from him, there the matter will rest; there must be circum-

stances in Oliver’s little histoiy which it would be painful to

drag before the public eye, and if the truth is once elicited,

they shall go scot free.’*

** And if it is not? ” suggested the girl.

** Then,” pursued the gentleman, this Jew shall not be

brought to justice without your consent. In such a case I

could show you reasons, I think, which would induce you to

yield it.”

Have I the lady’s promise for that ? ” asked the girl.

‘‘ You have,” replied Roso. My true and faithful

pledge.”

Monks would never learn how you knew what you do ?
”

said the girl, after a short pause.
** Never,” replied the gentleman. “ The intelligence shoidd

be so brought to bear upon him, that he coidd never even

guess.”

I have been a liar, and alnong liars from a little child,”

said the girl after anotlier interval of silence, but I will tal:e

your words.”

After receiving an assurance from both, that she might

safely do so, she proceeded in a voice so low that it was often

difficult for the listener to discover even the purport of what

she said, to describe, by name and situation, the public-house

whence she !had been followed that night. From the manner
in which she occasionally paused, it appeared as if the gentle-

man were making some hasty notes of the information she

communicated. When she had thoroughly explained the

localities of the place, the best position from which to watch

it without exciting observation, and the night and hour on
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which Monks was most in the habit of frequenting it, she

seemed to consider for a few momenis, for the purpose of

recalling his features and appearance more forcibly to her

recollection.

He is tall/^ said the girl, and a strongly made man, but

not stout; he has a lurking walk; and qjp h^^ walks, con-

stantly lookjs over his shoulder, first on one side, and then on
the other. Don’t forget that, for his eyes are sunk in his

head so much deeper than any other mm’s, ^.hat 3’'ou might

almost tell him by that alone. His face is dark, like his

hair and eyes
;
and, although he can’t be more than six or

eight and twenty, withered and haggard. His lips are often

discoloured and disfigured with the marks of teeth; for he

has desperate fits, and sometimes even bites his hands and

covers them with wounds—^why did you start ? ” said the girl,

stopping suddenly.

The gentleman replied, in a hurried manner, that he was
not conscious of having done so, and begged her to proceed.

Part of this,” said the girl, I ’ve drawn out from other

people at the house I tell you of, for I have only seen him
twice, and both times he was covered up in a large cloak. I

think that’s all I can give you to know him by. Stay

though,” she added. Upon Ids throat; so high that you

can see a part of it below his neckerchief when he turns his

lace : there is— ”

A broad red mark, like a bum or scald,” cried the

gentleman.

How ’s this !
” said the girl.

** You know him !

”

The young lady uttered a cry of surprise, and for a few

moments they were so still that the listener could distinctly

hear them breathe.

I think I do,” said the gentleman, breaking silence. I

should by your description. We shall see. Many people are

singularly like each other. It may not be the same.”

As he expressed himself to this effect, with assumed care«

lessness, he took a step or two nearer the concealed spy, as

the latter could tell from the distinctness with which he heard

lam mutter, It must be he !

”

Now,” he said, returning : so it seemed by the sounds

to the spot where he had stood before, “ you have given us

most valuable assistance, young woman, and 1 wish you to be

the better for it. What can I do to serve you ?
”
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** Notliing/^ replied Nancy.

You will not persist in saying that/' rejoined the gentle-

man with a voice and emphasis of kindness that might have

touched a much harder and more obdurate heart.
** Think

HOW’. Tell me.”
** Nothing, sir,” rejoined the girl, weeping. '‘You can do

nothing to help me. \ am past all hope, indeed.”

"You put youi'self beyond its pale,” said the gentleman.

"The past has been a dreary waste with you, of youthful

energies mis-spent, and such priceless treasures lavished, as

the Creator bestows but once and never grants again, but, for

the future, you may hope. I do not say that it is in our

lower to offer you peace of heart and mind, for that must

come as you seek it
;
but a quiet asylum, either in England,

Dr, if you fear to remain here, in some foreign country, it is

not only within the compass of our ability but our most

anxious wish to secure you. Eefore the dawn of morning,

before this river w'akes to the first glimpse of day-light, you

shall be placed as entirely beyond the reach of your former

associates, and leave as utter an absence of all trace behind you,

as if you were to disappear from the earth this moment.

Come ! I would not have 3^ou go back to exchange one word
with any old companion, or take one look at any old haunt,

or breathe the very air which is pestilence and death to you.

Quit them all, while there is time and oj^portunity !

”

" She will be persuaded now,” cried the young lady. " She
hesitates, I am sure.”

" I fear not, my dear,” said the gentleman.

"No, sir, I do not,” replied the girl after a short struggle.
" I am chained to my old life. I loathe and hate it now, but

I cannot leave it. I must have gone too far to turn back,

—

and yet I don’t know, for if you had spoken to me so, some time

ago, I should have laughed it off. But,” she said, looking

hastily round, " this fear comes over me again. I must go
home.”

" Home !
” repeated the yoimg lady, with great stress upon

the word.
" Home, lady,” rejoined the girl. " To such a home as I

have raised for myself with the work of my whole life. Let

us part. I shall be watched or seen. Go ! Go ! If I have
done you any service, all I ask is, that you leave me, and let

me go my way alone.”
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"It is useless,” said the gentleman with a sigh. "We
compromise her safety^ perhaps, by staying here. We may
have detained her longer than she expected already.”

"Yes, yes,” urged the girl. "You have.”
" What,” cried the young lady, " can be the end of this

poor creature ’s life !

”

"Wliat!” repeated the girl. "Look before you, lady.

Look at that dark water. How many times do you read

of such as I who spring into the tide, and i ave no living

thing to care for or bewail thorn. It may fe years hence, o'*'

it may be only months, but I shall come to that at last.”

" Do not speak thus, pray,” returned the young lady

sobbing.

"It will never reach your ears, dear lady, and God forbid

such horrors should !
” replied the girl. " Good night, good

night !

”

The gentleman turned away.

"This purse,” cried the young lady. "Take it for my
sake, that you may have some resource? in an hour of need

and trouble.”

" No !
” replied the girl. " I have not done this for

money. Let me have that to think of. And yet—give me
something that you have worn : T should like to have some-

thing—no, no, not a ring—your gloves or handkerchief

—

anything that I can keep, as having belonged to you, sweet

lady. There. Bless you! God bless you. Good night,

good night !

”

The violent agitation of the girl, and the apprehension of

some discovery which would subject her to ill-usage and

violence, seemed to determine the gentleman to leave her, as

she requested. The sound of retreating footsteps were audible

and the voices ceased.

The two figures of the young lady and her companion soon

afterwards appeared upon the bridge. They stopped at the

summit of the stairs.

" Hark !
” cried the young lady, listening. " Did she call

!

I thought I heard her voice.”

" No, my love,” replied Mr. Brownlow, looking sadly back.

" She has not moved, and will not till we are gone.”

Rose Maylie lingered, but the old gentleman drew her arm

through his, and led her, with gentle force, away. As they

disappeared, the girl ounk down nearly at her full length upon
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one of the stone stairs, and vented the anguish of her heart in

bitter tears.

After a time she arose, and with feeble and tottering steps

ascended to the street. The astonished listener remained

motionless on his post for some minutes afterwards, and
having ascertained, with many cautious glances round him,

that he was again alone, crept slowly from his hiding-place,

and returned, stealthily and in the i^ade of the wall, in the

same manner as he had descended.

Peeping out, more than once, when he reached the top, to

mcike sure that he was unobserved, Noah Claypole darted

away at his utmost speed, and made for the Jew’s house as

fast as his legs would carry him.
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CHAPTER XLVIL

FATAL CONSEQUENCES.

It was nearly two liours before day-break
;

tliat time,

which, in the autumn of the year, may be truly called the

dead of night
;
when the streets are silent and deserted ,* wdien

even sound appears to slumber, and profligacy and riot have

staggered home to dream
;

it was at this still and silent hour,

that the Jew sat watching in his old lair, with face so dis-

torted and pale, and eyes so red and bloodshot, that he looked

less like a man, than like some hideous phantom : moist from

the grave and worried by an evil spirit.

He sat crouching over a cold hearth, wrapped in an old

torn coverlet, with his face turned tow^ards a wasting candle

that stood upon a table by his side. Ilis right hand was
raised to his lips, and as, absorbed in thought, he bit his long

black nails, he disclosed among his toothless gums a few such

fangs as should have been a dog’s or rat’s.

Stretched upon a mattress on the floor, lay Noah Cla,37)ole,

fast asleep. Towards him the old man sometimes directed his

eyes for an instant, and then brouglit them back again to the

candle; which, with long-burnt wick drooping almost double,

and hot grease falling down in clots upon the table, plainly

showed that his thoughts were busy elsewhere.

Indeed they were. Mortification at the overthrow of hiw

notable scheme
;
hatred of the girl who had dared to palter

with strangers; an utter distrust of the sincerity of her

refusal to yield him up
;

bitter disappoiniinent at the loss of

liis revenge on Sikes; the fear of detection, and ruin, and

death
;
and a fierce and deadly rage kindled by all

; these

were the passionate considerations whicii, following close upon

each other wijth rapid and ceaseless whirl, shot through the

brain of Fagin, as every evil thought and blackest purpose lay

working at his heart.

He Bat without changing his attitude in the least, oi
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appearing to take the smallest heed of time, until his quick

ear seemed to be attracted by a footstep in the street.

At last,” muttered the Jew, wiping his dry and fevered

mouth. At last !

”

The bell rang gently, as he spoke. lie crept up stairs to

the door, and presently retxmied accompanied by a man
muffled to tlie chin, who carried a bundle under one arm.

Sitting down and throwing back his outer coat, the man
displayed tlie burly frame of Sikes.

There !
” he said, laying the bundle on the table.

Take care of thafc, and do the most you can with it. It 's

been frouble enough to get.; I thought I should have been

here, three hours ago.”
‘ Fagin laid his hand upon the bundle, and locking it in the

cupboard, sat down again without speaking. But he did not

take his eyes off the robber for an instant during this action

;

and now thaf they sat over against each other, face to face, he

looked fixedly at him, with his lips quivering so violently,

and his face so altered by the emotions which had mastered

him, that the housebreaker involuntarily drew back his chair,

and surveyed him with a look of real affright.

Wot now ? ” cried Sikes. ^MVot do you look at a man
BO for ?

”

The Jew raised his right hand, and shook his trembling

forefinger in the air
;
but his passion was so great, that the

power of speech was fOr the moment gone.

Damme !
” said Sikes, feeling in his breast with a look of

alarm. ‘‘ lie ’s gone mad. I must look to myself here.”

‘‘No, no,” rejoined Fagin, finding his voice. “ It ^s not

—

you ’re not the person. Bill. I ’ve no—no fault to find with

you.”
“ Oil, you haven’t, haven’t you ? ” said Sikes, looking

sternly at him, and ostentatiously passing a pistol into a

more convenient pocket. “That’s lucky—for one of us.

Which one that is, don’t matter,”
“ I ’ve got that to tell you, Bill,” said the Jew, drawing his

chair nearer, “ will make you worse than me.”
“ Aye ? ” returned the robber with an incredulous air.

“ TeU away ! Look sharp, or Nance will think I ’m lost.”

“ Lost! ” cried Fagin. “ She has pretty weU settled that,

in her own mind, already.”

Sikes looked with an aspect of great perplexity into the
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Jew^s face, and reading no satisfactory explanation of the

riddle there, clenched his coat-collar in his huge hand and
shook him soundly.

Speak, wih you ! he said
;

‘‘ or if you don^t, it shall be
for want of breath. Open your mouth and say wot you Ve
got to say in plain words. Out with it, you tliundering old

cur, out with it !

”

“ Suppose that lad that ’s lying there ” Fagin began.

Sikes turned round to where Noah Avas sle ping, as if he
had not previously observed him. ‘^Wdl!"’ he said, re-

suming his former position.

Suppose that lad,’^ pursued the .Tew, was to peach—to

blow upon us all—first seeking out the right folks for the

purpose, and then having a meeting with ’em in the street to

paint our likenesses, describe every mark that they might

know us by, and the crib where we might be most easily

taken. Suppose he was to do all this, and besides to blow

upon a plant we ’ve all been in, more or less— of his oaa ii

fancy
;
not grabbed, trapped, tried, earAvigged by the parson

and brought to it on bread and water,—but of his oavu fancy;

to please his oavti taste
;
stealing out at nights to find those

most interested against us, and peacliing to them. Do you
hear me ? ” cried the JeAv, his e^^es flashing with rage.

“ Suppose he did all this, what then ?
”

“What tlieii !
” replied Sikes; with a tremendous oath.

“If he AV'as left alive till I came, I ’d grind his skull under

the iron heel of my boot into as many grains as there are

hairs upon his head.”
“ What if I did it !

” cried the Jew almost in a yell. “ I

that know so much, and could hang so many besides

myself! ”

“ I don’t know,” rejjlied Sikes, clenching his teeth and

turning wliite at the mere suggestion. “ I ’d do something

in the jail that ’ud get me put in irons
;
and if I was tried

along with you, I ’d fall upon you w’ith them in the open

court, and beat your brains out afore the peoi^lo. I should

have such stren^h,” muttered the robber, poising his brawny

arm, “that J could smash your head as if a loaded waggon
had gone over it.”

You would?”
“ Would I !

” said the housebreaker. “ Try me.”

If it was Charley, or the Dodger, or Bet, or
”
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I don’t care who,” replied Sikes impatiently. ” Whoever

it was, I ’d serve them the same.”

Fagin looked hard at the robber ;
and, motioning hid to

be silent, stooped over the bed upon the floor, and shook the

sleeper to rouse him. Sikes leant forward in his chair:

looking on with his hands upon his knees, as if wondering

much what all this questioning and preparation was to end in.

Bolter, Bolter ! Poor lad !
” said Fagin, looking up with

an expression of devilish anticipation, and speaking slowly

and with marked emphasis. lie ’s tired—tired with watch-

ing for her so long,—watching for her^ Bill.”

Wot d’ye mean?” asked Sikes, drawing back.

The Jew made no answer, but bending over the sleeper

again, hauled liim into a sitting posture. When his assumed

name had been repeated several times, Noali rubbed his eyes,

and, giving a heavy yawn, looked sleepily about him.
“ Tell me that again—once again, just for him to hear,”

said the Jew, pointing to Sikes as he spoke.

Tell yer what? ” asked the sleepy Noah, shaking himself

pettislily.

That about—^Naxcy,” said the Jew, clutching Sikes by

the wrist, as if to prevent his leaving the house before he had

hoard enough. You followed her?”
“Yes.”
“ To London Bridge ?

”

“Yes.”
“ Where she met two people ?

”

“ So she did.”
‘‘ A gentleman and a lady that she had gone to of her own

accord before, who asked her to give up all her pals, and

Monks first, which she did—and to describe him, which she

did—and to tell her what house it was that we meet at, and

go to, which she did—and where it could be best watched
from, which she did—and what time the people went there,

^vhich she did. She did all this. She told it all every word
without a threat, witiiout a murmur—she did—did she not?”
cried the Jew, half mad with fury.

“All right,” replied Noah, scratching his head. “That s

just what it was !

”

“ What did they say about last Sunday ? ” demanded the Jew

.

“ About last Sunday !
” replied Noali, considering. “ Why

I told yer that before.”
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Again. Tell it again!*' cried Fagin, tightening hia

grasp on Sikes, and brandishing his other hand aloft, as the

foam flew from his lips.

They asked her,” said Noah, who, as he grew more
wakeful, seemed to have a dawning perception who Sikes

was, ‘^they asked her why she didn’t come, last Sunday, as

she promised. She said she couldn’t.’^

“ Why—why ? ” interrupted the Jew triumphantly. Tell

him that.”

Because she was forcibly kept at hom'i by Bill, tlie man
she had told them of before,’^ replied Noah.

What more of him?” cried the Jew. '‘What more of

the man she had told them of before ? Tell him that, toil

him that.”

" Why, that she couldn’t very easily get out of doors unless

he knew where she was going to,” said Noah; " and so the

first time she went to see the lady, slie—ha ! ha ! ha ! it

made me laugh when she said it, that it did—she gave him a

drink of laudanum.”
" Hell’s fire !

” cried Sikes, breaking fiercely from the Jew.
" Let me go !

”

Flinging the old man from him, he rushed from the room,

and darted, wildly and furiou.sly, up the stairs.

" Bill, Bill !
” cried the Jew, following him hastily. " A

word. Only a word.”

The word would not have been exchanged, but that the

housebreaker was unable to open the door : on which he was
expending fruitless oaths aud violence, when the Jew came
panting up.

" Let me out,” said Sikes. " Don’t speak to me
;

it ’s not

safe. Let me out, I say.”

" Hear me speak a word,” rejoined the Jew, laying his

hand upon tlie lock. “You won’t be— ”

“ Well,” replied the other.

“You won’t be—too—violent, Bill ? ” whined the Jew.

The day was breaking, and there was light enough for tho

men to see each other’s faces. They exchanged one brief

glance
;
th«re was a fire in the eyes of both, which could not

be mistake^.
“ I mean,” said Fagin, showing that he felt all disguise

was now useless, “ not too violent for safety. Be crafty, Bill,

and not too bold.’*
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Sikes made no reply
;
but, pulling open the door; of which

the Jew had turned the lock, dashed into the silent streets.

Without one pause, or moment’s consideration
;
without

once turning his head to the right or left, or raising his eyes

to the sky, or lowering them to the ground, but looking

straight before him with savage resolution: his teeth so

tightly compressed that the strained jaw seemed starting

through his skin; the robber held on his headlong course,

nor muttered a word, nor relaxed a muscle, until he reached

his own door. He opened it, softly, with a key; strode

lightly up the stairs
;
and entering his own room, double-

locked the door, and lifting a hea^y table against it, drew

back the curtain of the bed.

The girl was lying, half dressed, upon it. He had roused

her from her sleep, for she raised herself with a hurried and

startled look.

‘‘ Get up ! said the man.
It is you. Bill !

” said the girl, with an expression of

pleasure at his return.

It is,” was the reply. ** Get up.”

There was a candle burning, but the man hastily drew it

from the candlestick, and hurled it under the grate. Seeing

the faint light of early day, without, the girl rose to undraw
the curtain.

‘^Let it be,” said Sikes, thrusting his hand before her.

There ’s light enough for wot I Ve got to do.”
** Bill,” said the girl, in the low voice of alarm, why do

you look like that at me !

”

The robber sat regarding her, for a few seconds, with

dilated nostrils and heaving breast
;
and then, grasping her

by the head and throat, dragged her into the middle of the

room, and looking once towards the door, placed his heavy
hand upon her mouth.

Bill, Bill ! ” gasped the girl, wrestling with the strength

of mortal fear,— I—I won’t scream or cry—not once—hear

me—-speak to me—^tell me what I have done !

”

“You know, you she devil 1
” returned the robber, sup-

pressing his breath. “You were watched to-n*Ight; every

word you said was heard.”
“ Then spare my life for the love of Heaven as I spared

yours,” rejoined the girl, clinging to him. “Bill, dear Bill,

you cannot have the heart to kill me. Oh ! th inlr of all I
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have given np, only this one night, for yon. You ^hall have
time to think, and savo yoxirself this crime

;
I will not loose

my hold, you cannot throw me off. Bill, Bill, for dear God’s
sake, for your own, for mine, stop before you spill my blood !

T have been true to you, upon my guilty soul I have

'

The man struggled violently, to release bis arms
;

btit those

of the girl were clasped round his, and tear her as he would,
he could not tear them aw£iy.

Bill,” cried the girl, striving to lay her .’lead upon his

breast, ‘‘the gentleman, and that dear lady, told me to-nighi

of a home in some foreign country where I could end my days

in solitude and peace. Let me see them again, and beg
them, on my knees, to show the same mercy and goodness to

you
;
and let us both leave this dreadful place, and far apart

lead better lives, and forget how wo have lived, except in

prayers, and never see each other more. It is never too late

to repent. They told me so—I feel it now—but we must
have time—a little, little time !

”

The house-breaker freed one arm, and grasped his pistol.

The certainty of immediate detection if ho fired, flashed

across his mind even in the midst of his fury
;
and he beat

it twice with all the force he could summon, upon the up-

turned face that almost touched his ovui.

Slie staggered and fell : nearly blinded with the blood that

rained down from a deep gash in her forehead
\
but raising

herself, with difficulty, on her knees, drew from her bosom a

white handkerchief—Hose Maylie’s own—and holding it up,

in her folded hands, as high toAvards Heaven as her feeble

strength would allow, breathed one prayer for mercy to her

Maker,
It was a ghastly figure to look upon. The murderer stag-

gering backward to the wall, and shutting out the sight with

his hand, seized a heavy club and struck her down.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.

THE FLIGHT OF SIKES.

Of all bad deeds that, under cover of tbe darkness, bad

been committed witbin wide London’s bounds since night

hung over it, that was the worst. Of all the horrors that

rose with an ill scent upon the morning air, that was the

foulest and most cruel.

The sun—^the bright sun, that brings back, not light alone,

but new life, and hope, and freshness to man—burst upon

the crowded city in clear and radiant glory. Through costly-

coloured glass and paper-mended window, through cathedral

dome and rotten crevice, it shed its equal ray. It lighted up

the room where the murdered woman lay. It did. He tried

to shut it out, but it would stream in. If the sight had been

a ghastly one in the dull morning, what was it, now, in all

that brilliant light

!

He had not moved
;
he had been afraid to stir. There had

been a moan and motion of the hand
;
and, with terror added

to rage, he had struck and struck again. Once he threw a

rug over it
;
but it was worse to fancy the eyes, and imagine

them moving towards him, than to see them glaring upward,

as if watching the reflection of the pool of gore that quivered

and danced in the sunhght on the coiling. He had plucked

it off again. And there was the body—mere flesh and blood,

no more—but such flesh, and so much blood

!

He struck a light, kindled a fire, and thrust the club into it.

There was hair upon the end, which blazed and shrunk into a

light cinder, and, caught by the air, whirled up the chimney.

Even that frightened him, sturdy as he was
;
but he held the

weapon till it broke, and then piled it on the coals tobum away,

and smoulder into ashes. He washed himself, and rubbed his

clothes ; there were spots that would not be removed, but he
cut the pieces out, and burnt them. How those stains were dis-

persed about the room ! The very feet of the dog were bloody.
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All this time he had, never once, turned his ha/ck upon the

corpse ;
no, not for a moment. Such preparations completed,

he moved, backward, towards the door : dragging the dog
with him, lest he should soil his feet anew and carry out new
evidences of the crime into the streets. He shut the door

softly, locked it, took the key, and left the house.

He crossed over, and glanced up at the window, to be sure

that nothing was visible from the outside. There was the

curtain still drawn, which she would have opened to admit

the light she never saw again. It lay nearly under there.

He knew that. God, how the sun poured down upon the

very spot

!

The glance was instantaneous. It was a relief to have got

free of the I’oom. He whistled on the dog, and walked rapidly

away.

He went through Islington
;
strode up the hill at Highgate

on which stands the stone in honour of Whittington
;
turned

down to Highgate Hill, unsteady of purpose, and uncertain

where to go
;
struck off to the right again, almost as soon as

lie began to descend it
;
and taking the foot path across the

fields, skirted Caen Wood, and so came out on Hampstead

Heath. Traversing the hollow by the Vale of Health, he

mounted the opposite banlc, and crossing the road which joins

the villages of Hampstead and Highgate, made along the

remaining portion of the heath to the fields at North End,

in one of which he laid himself down under a hedge, and

slept.

Soon he was up again, and away,—not far into the country,

but back towards London by the high-road—then back again

—then over another part of the same ground as he already

traversed—then wandering up and down in fields, and lying

on ditches’ brinks to rest, and starting up to make for some
other spot, and do the same, and ramble on again.

Where could he go, that was near and not too public, to

get some meat and drink ? Hendon. That was a good place,

not far ofT, and out of most people’s way. Thither he directed

his steps,—running sometimes, and sometimes, with a strange

perversity, loitering at a snail’s pace, or stopping altogether

and idly breaking the hedges with his stick. But when he
got there, all the people he met—the very children at the

doors—seemed to view him with suspicion. Back he turned

again, without the courage to purchase bit or drop, though
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he had tasted no food for many hours; and once more ho

lingered on the Heath, uncertain where to go.

He wandered over miles and miles of ground, and still

came back to the old place. Morning and noon had passed,

and the day was on the wane, and still he rambled to and fro,

and up and down, and round and round, and still lingered

about the same spot. At last he got away, and shaped hia

course for Hatfield.

It was nine o’clock at night, when the man, quite tired out,

and the dog, limping and lame from the unaccustomed exer-

cise, turned down the hill by the church of the quiet village,

and plodding along the little street, crept into a small public-

house, whose scanty light had guided them to the spot. There

was a fire in the tap-room, and some country-labourers were

drinking before it. They made room for the stranger, but he

sat down in the furthest corner, and ate and drank alone, or

rather with his dog : to whom he cast a morsel of food from

time to time.

The conversation of the men assembled here, turned upon
the neighbouring- land, and farmers

;
and when those topics

were exhausted, upon the age of some old man who had been

buried on the previous Sunday
;
the young men present con-

sidering him very old, and the old men present declaring him
to have been quite young—not older, one white-haired grand-

father said, than he was—-with ten or fifteen year of life in

him at least—if he had taken care
;

if he had taken care.

There was nothing to attract attention, or excite alarm, in

this. The robber, after paying his reckoning, sat silent and

unnoticed in his corner, and had almost dropped asleep, when
he was half wakened by the noisy entrance of a new-comer.

This was an antic-fellow, half pedlar and half mountebank,
who travelled about the country on foot, to vend hones, strops,

razors, wasliballs, harness-paste, medicine for dogs and horses,

cheap perfumeiy, cosmetics, and such-like wares, which he
carried in a case slung to his back. His entrance was the

signal for vai-ious homely jokes with the countrymen, which
slackened not until he had made his supper, and opened his

box of treasures, when he ingeniously contrived to unite

business with amusement.
** And what be that stoof? Good to eat, Harry?” asked a

grinning coimtryman, pointing to some composition-cakes in

one comer.
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*' This/* said llie fellow, producing one, ** this is the

infallible and invaluable composition for removing all sorts of

slain, rust, dirt, mildew, spick, spock, spot, or spatter, from
silk, satin, linen, cambric, cloth, crape, stuff, carpet, merino,

muslin, bombazeen, or wooilen stuff. Wine-stains, fruit-

stains, beer-stains, water-stains, paint-stains, pitch stain^:, any
stains, all come out P.t one rub with the infallible and invalu-

able composition. If a lady stains her honour she has only

need to swallow one cake and she’s curec! at (.ace—for it’s

poison. If a gentleman wants to prove his, Le has only need

to bolt one little square, and he has put it beyond question

—

for it ’s quite as satisfactory as a pistol- bullet, and a great deal

nastier in the flavour, consequently the more credit in taking

it. One penny a square. With all, these virtues, one penny
a square !

”

There were two buyers directly, and more of the listeners

plainly hesitated. The vendor observing this, increased in

loquacity.
** It’s all bought up as fast as it can be made,” said the

fellow. There are fourteen water-mills, sLx steam-engines,

and a galvanic battery, always a-working upon it, and tliey

can’t make it fast enough, though the men work so hard tliat

they die off, and the widows is pensioned directly, with twenty

pound a-yea'r for each of the children, and a premium of fiftv

for twins. One penny a squfire I Two halfpence is all the

same, and four farthings is received with joy. One penny a

square ! Wine-stains, fruit-stains, beer-stains, water-stains,

paint stains, pitch-stains, mud- stains, blood-stains. Here is a

stain upon the hat of a gentleman in company, that I ’U take

clean out, before he can order me a jnut of ale.”

Hah !
” cried Sikes starting up. Give that back.”

“ I ’ll take it clean oufc, sir,” replied the man, winking to

the company, before you can come across the room to get it.

Gentlemen all, observe the dark stain upon this gentleman’s

hat, no wider than a shilling, but thicker than a half-crown.

Whether it is a wine-stain, fruit-stain, beer-stain, w ater-stain,

paint-stain, pitch-stain, mud-stain, or blood-stain
—

”

The man got no further, for Sikes with a hideous impre-

cation overthrew the table, and tearing the bat from him,

burst out of the house.

With the same perversity of feeling and irresolution that

had fastened upon him, despite himself, all day, the murderer,

O.T. N
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finding that he was not followed, and that tlioy most prohahly

considered him some drunken sullen fellow, turned back up

the town, and getting out of the glare of the lamps of a stage-

coach that was standing in the street, was walldng past, when
he recognised the mail from London, and saw that it was

standing at the little post-office. He almost knew what was
to come ; but he crossed over, and listened.

The guard was standing at the door, waiting for the letter-

bag. A man, dressed like a gamekeeper, came up at the

moment, and he handed him a basket which lay ready on the

pavement.

‘^That’s for your people,'* said the guard. ‘'Now, look

alivo in there, will you. Damn that ere bag, it warn*t ready

night afore last
;
this won’t do, yOu know !

”

“ Anything new up in town, Ben?” asked the gamekeeper,

drawing back to the window-shutters, the better to admire the

horses.

“No, nothing that I knows on,” replied the man, pulling

on his gloves. “ Corn ’s up a little. I heerd talk of a

iriurder, too, down wSpitalhelds way, but 1 don’t reckon much
upon it.”

“ Oh, that’s quite true,” said a gentleman inside, wdio was
looking out of the window. “ And a dreadful murder it

was.”

“Was it sir ? ” rejoined the guard, touching his hat. “ Man
or woman, pray, sir?”

“ A woman/’ replied the gentleman. “ It is supposed
”

“Now, Ben,” cried the coachman impatiently.
“ Damn that ’ere bag,” said the guard

;
“ are you gone to

sleep in there ?
”

“ Coming !
” cried the office keeper, running out.

“ Coming,” growled the guard. “ Ah, and so ’s the young
^ooinan of property that’s going to take a fancy to me, but I

don’t know when Here, give hold. All ri—ight !

”

The horn sounded a few cheerful notes, and the coach was

gone.

Sikes remained standing in the street, apparently unmoved
by what he had just heard, and agitated by no stronger feeling

than a doubt where to go. At length he went back again,

and took the road which leads from Hatfield to St. Albans.

He went on doggedly
; but as he left the town behind him,

and plunged into the solitude and darkness of the road, he
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felt a dread aud awe creeping upon him which shook him to

the core. Every object before him, substance or shadow, ^till

or moving, took the semblance of some fearful tiling; but

these fears were nothing compared to the sense that haimted

him of that moiming’s ghastly fgure following at his heels.

He could trace its shadow in the gloom, sup] ly the smallest

item of the outline, and note how stiff and t olemri it seemed

to stalk along. Ho could hear its garments rii .tling in the

loaves
; and every breath of wind came laaen with that last

low cry. If he stopped it did the same. If he ran, it followed

—not running too : that would have been a relief : but like a

corpse endowed with the mere machinery of life, and borne on

one slow melancholy wind that never rose or foU.

At times, he turned, with desperate determination, resolved

to beat tills phantom off, though it should look him dead
;
hut

the hair rose on liis head, and his blood stood still : for it had
turned with him and was belaud him then. He had kept it

before liim that morning, hut it was beliinrl him now—always.

He leaned his back against a bank, and felt that it stood above

liim, visibly out against the cold night-sky. He threw him-

self upon the road—on his back ujion the road. At his head

it stood, silent, erect, and still—a living grave -stone, with its

epitaph in Idood.

Lot n(.) man talk of murderers escaping justice, and hint

tliat Provid(iiice must sleep. There were twenty score of

violent deatlis in one long n\inute of that agony of fear.

There was a shed in a fiedd he passed, that offered shelter

for the night. Before the door, were thri e tall poplar trees,

which made it very dark within
;

aud the wind moaned
tlirough them witli a dismal wail. He could not walk on till

dayliglit came again
;
and here he stretched himself close to

the ^vall—to undergo new torture.

For now, a vision came ])efore him, as constant and more

terrible than that from which he had escaped. Those widely

staring eyes, so lustreless and so glassy, that he liad better

borne to see them tlian think upon them, appeared in tlie

midst of the darkness : light in themselves, but giving light

to nothing. There were but two, but they were everywhere.

If he shut out t)io sight, there came the room with every w’ell-

known object—some, indeed, that he would have forgotten, if

he had gone over its contents from memory—each in its

accustomed placje ‘ The body was in its place, and its eyes



S88 OLIVKR TWIST.

were as he saw them when he stole away. He got up, and

rushed into the field without. Xhe figure was behind him.

He re-entered the shed, and shrunk down once more. The
eyes were there, before he had lain himself along.

And here he remained, in such terror as none but he can

know, trembling in every limb, and the cold sweat starting

firom every pore, when suddenly there arose upon the night-

wind the noise of distant shouting, and the roar of voices

mingled in alarm and wonder. Any sound of men in that

lonely place, even though it conveyed a real cause of alarm,

was something to him. He regained his strength and energy

at the prospect of personal danger
;
and, springing to his feet,

rushed into the open air.

The broad sky seemed on fire. Rising into the air with

showers of sparks, and rolling one above the other, were

sheets of flame, lighting the atmosphere for miles round, and

driving clouds of smoke in the direction where he stood. The

shouts grew louder as new voices swelled the roar, and he

could hear the cry of Fire ! mingled with the ringing of an

alarm-bell, the fall of heavy bodies, and the crackling of

flames as they twined roimd some new obstacle, and shot aloft

as though refreshed by food. The noise increased as he

lodged. There were people there—men and women—light,

]>ustle. It was like new life to him. He darted onw'ard

—

straight, headlong—dashing through briar and brake, and

leaping gate and fence as madly as the dog, who careered

with loud and sounding bark before him.

He came upon the spot. There were half-dressed figures

touring to and fro, some endeavouring to drag the frightened

horses from the stables, others driving the cattle from the

yard and out-houses, and others coming laden from the

burning pile, amidst a sliow^er of falling spax'ks, and the

tumbling dow’n of red-hot beams. The apertures, where doors

and windows stood an liour ago, disclosed a mass of raging

fire : walls rocked and crumbled into the burning well
;
the

molten lead and iron poured down, white hot, upon the

ground. Women and children shrieked, and men encouraged

each other with noisy shouts and cheers. The^ clanking of the

engine-pumps, and the spirting and hissing ofe^the water as it

fell upon the blazing wood, added to the tremendous roar.

He sbouted, too, tiU he was hoarse
;
and, flying from memory

and hinxfielf, plunged into the thickest of tlie tiurong.
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Hither and thither he dived that night ; now Working at

the pumps^ and now hurrying through the smoke and flame,

but never ceasing to engage himself wherever noise and men
were thickest. Up and down the ladders, upon the roofs of

buildings, over floors that quaked and trembled with his

weight, under the lee of falling bricks and phones, in every

part of that great fire was he
;
but he bore a charmed life,

and had neither scratch nor bruise, nor weariness nor thought,

tilJ morning dawned again, and only smoke and blackened

ruins remained.

This mad excitement over, there returned, with tenfold

force, the dreadful consciousness of his crime. He looked

suspiciously about him, for the men were conversing in groups,

aud he feared to be the subject of their talk. The dog obeyed

the significant beck of bis finger, and they drew oflP, stealthily,

together. He passed near an engine where some men were

seated, and they called to him to share in their refreshment.

He took some bread and meat
;
and ks he drank a draught of

beer, heard the firemen, who were from London, talking about

the murder. ‘‘ He has gone to Birmingham, they say,’* said

one : but they ^11 have him yet, for the scouts are out, and
by to-morrow night there ’ll be a cry all through the country.”

He hurried off, and walked till he almost dropped upon the

ground
;
then lay down in a lane, and had a long, but broken

and uneasy sleep. He wandered on again, irresolute and un-

decided, and oppressed with the fear of another solitary night.

Suddenly, he took the desperate resolution of going back to

London.

There’s somebody to speak to there, at all events,” he

thought. ‘‘ A good hiding-place, too. They’H never expect

to nab me there, after this country scent. "Wliy can’t I lay by
for a week or so, and, forcing blunt from Fagin, get abroad

to France ? Damme, I ’ll risk it,”

He acted upon this impulse without delay, and choosing .

the least frequented roads began his journey back, resolved to

lie concealed within a short distance of the metropolis, and,

entering it at dusk by a circuitous route, to proceed straight

to that part of if which he had fixed on for his destination.

The dog, though,—if any descriptions of him were out, it

would not be forgotten that the dog was missing, and had
probably gone with him. This might lead to his apprehension

as he passed along the streets. He resolved to drown him^
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and walked on, looking about for a pond
:
picking up a heavy

stone and tying it to his handkerchief as he went.

The animal looked up into his master’s face while these

preparations were making
;
and, whether his instinct appre-

hended something of their purpose, or the robber’s sidelong

look at him was sterner than ordinary, skulked a little farther

in the rear than usual, and cowered as he came more slowdy

along. When his master halted at the brink of a pool, and
looked round to call him, he stopped outright.

** Do you hear me call ? Come here !
” cried Sikes.

The animal come up from the very force of habit
;
but as

Sikes stooped to attach the handkerchief to his throat, he

uttered a low growl and started back.
“ Come back !

” said the robber, stamping on the ground.

The dog wagged his tail, but moved not. Sikes made a

running noose and called him again.

The dog advanced, retreated, paused an instant, turned, and

scoured away at his hardest speed.

The man whistled again and again, and sat down and

waited in the expectation that he would return. But no dog
appeared, and at length he resumed his journey.
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CHAPTER XLTX.

KONKS AND MR. BROWNLOW AT LENGTH MEET. TCEIR C/^NVERBATION,

AND THE INTELLIGENCE THAT INTERRUPTS IT.

The twiliglit was beginning to close in, when Mv. Brownlow

alighted from a hackney-coach at his own door, and knocked

softly. The door being opened, a sturdy man got out of the

coach and stationed liimself on one side of the steps, while

another man, who had been seated on the box, disinoimted

too, and stood upon the other side. At a sign fiom Mr.

Brownlow, they helped out a third man, and taking him
between them, hurried him into the house. This man was
Monks
They walked in the same manner up the stairs without

speaking, and Mr. Brownlow, preceding them, led the way
into a back-room. At the door of this apartment, Monks,
who had ascended with evident reluctance, stopped, The t\\ o

mdn looked to the old gentleman as if for instructions.

“He knows the alternative,” said Mr. Brownlow. “ If

hesitates or moves a finger bat as you bid him, drag him into

the street, call for the aid of the police, and impeach him as a

felon in my name.”
“ How dare you say this of me ? ” asked Monks.
“ How dare you urge me to it, young man ? ” replied Mr

Brownlow, confronting liim with a steady look. “ Are you

mad enough to leave this house? Unhand him. There, sin.

You are free to go, and we to follow. But I warn you, by all

I hold most solemn and most sacred, that the instant you set

foot in the street, that instant will I have you apprehended on

a charge of fraud and robbery. 1 am resolute and immoveable.

If you are dAermined to be the same, your blood be upon
your own headr!

”

“By what authority am I kidnapped in the street, and

brought here by these dogs ? ” asked Monks, looking from one

to the other of the men who stood beside liim.
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By mine/^ replied Mr. Brownlow. Those persons are

inde^janified by me. If you complain of being deprived of

your liberty—^you had power and opportunity to retrieve it as

}^ou came ^ong, but you deemed it advisable to remain quiet

—I say again, throw yourself for protection on the law. I

will appeal to the law too
;
but when you have gone too far to

recede, do not sue to me for leniency, when the power will

liave passed into other hands; and do not say I plunged you

(lo^vn the gulf into which you rushed yourself.

Plonks was plainly disconcerted, and alarmed besides. Ho
hesitated.

“You wiU decide quickly,” said Mr. Brownlow, with

perfect firmness and composure. “ If you wish me to prefer

iny charges publicly, and consign you to a punishment the

extent of which, although I can, with a shudder, foresee, I

c*annot control, once more, I say, you know the way. If not,

and you appeal to my forbearance, and the mercy of those you

have deeply injured, seat yourself, without a word, in that

oliair. It has waited for you two whole days.”

Monks muttered some unintelligible words, but wavered still.

“You will be prompt,” said Mr. Brownlow. “ A word

from me, and the alternative has gone for ever.”

Still the man hesitated.

“ I have not the inclination to parley,” said Mr. Brownlow,
“ and, as I advocate the denrest interests of others, I have not

the right.”

“ Is there
—

” demanded Monks with a fialtering tongue,

—

“ is tliere—no middle course ?
”

“ None.”

Monks looked at the old gentleman, with an anxious eye

;

but, reading in his countenance nothing but severity and

determination, walked into the room, and, shrugging his

shoulders, sat dovTi.

“ Lock the door on the outside,” said Mr. Brownlow to the

attendants, ** and come when I ring.”

The men obeyed, and the two were left alone togetlier.

“This is pretty treatment, sir,” said Monks, throwing dowm
his hat and cloak, “ from my father’s oldest friend.”

“It is because I was your fatlier’s oldest • friend, young
man,” returned Mr. Brownlow; “it is because the hopes and

wishes of young and happy years were bound up with him,

and that fair creature of his blood and kindred who rejoined
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her God in youth, and left me here a solitary^ lonely man : it

is because he knelt with me beside his only sister’s death-bed

when he was yet a boy, on the morning that would—but

Heaven willed otherwise—have made her my young wife
;

it

is because my seared heart clung to him, from that time forth,

through all his trials and errors, till he died
;

it is because

old recollections and associations filled my heart, and even the

sis^ht of you brings with it old thoughts of him * it is because

of nil these things that I am moved to treat you gently now

—

yes, Edward Lecfbrd, even now—and blush for your un-

worthiness who bear tlie name.”

What has the name to do with it?” asked the other,

after contemplating, half in silence, and half in dogged

wonder, the agitation of liis companion. “ What is the name
to me ?

”

Nothing,” replied Mr Brownlow, ‘^nothing to you# But

it was hers, and even at this distance of time brings bade to

me, an old man, the glow and thrill wliicli I once felt, only to

hear it repeated by a stranger. I am very glad you have

changed it—very—very .

’ ’

This is aU miglity fine,” said Monks (to retain his assumed

designation) after a long silence, during which lie had jerked

himself in suUen defiance to and fro, and Mr. Brownlow had

sat, shading his face with his hand. But what do you want

with me ?
”

You have a brother,” said Mr. Brownlow, rousing himself:

a brother, the whisper of whose name in your ear when I

came behind you in the street, was, in itself, almost enough to

make you accompany me hitlier, in wonder and alarm.”

I have no brother,” replied Monks. “You know I was
an only child. Why do you talk to me of brothers ? You
know that, as well as I.”

‘ Attend to what I do know, and you may not,” said Mr.

Brownlow. “ I shall interest you by and by. I know that of

the wretched marriage, into which family pride, and the most

sordid and narrowest of all ambition, forced your imhappy
father when a mere boy, you were the sole and most unnatural

issue.”

“ I don’t edre for hard names,” interrupted Monks with a

jeering laugh. “ You know the /act, and that ’s enough

for me.”
“ But I also know,” pursued the old gentleman, “ the
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miPiftry, tlie slow torture, the protracted anguish of that ill

assorted union. I know how listlessly and wearily each of

that wretched pair dragged on their heavy chain through a

world that was poisoned to them both. I know how cold

formalities were succeeded by open taunts
;
how indifference

gave place to dislike, dislike to hate, and hate to loathing,

until at last they wrenched the clanking bond asunder, and

retiring a wide space apart, carried each a galling fragment,

of which nothing but death could break the rivets, to hide it

in new society beneath the gayest looks they could assume.

Your mother succeeded : she forgot it soon. But it rusted

and cankered at your father's heart for years.’

^

Well, they were separated,” said Monks, and what of

that?”

When they had been separated for some time,” returned

Mr. Brownlow, and your mother, whoUy given up to con-

tinental frivolities, had utterly forgotten the young husband
ten good years her junior, who, with prospects blighted,

lingered on at home, he fell among new friends. Thu
circumstance, at least, you know already.”

Not I,” said Monks, turning away his eyes and beating

his foot upon tlie ground, as a man who is determined to deny

everything. Not I.”

Y'our manner, no less than your actions, assures me that

you have never forgotten it, or ceased to think of it with

bitterness,” returned Mr. Brownlow. “ I speak of fifteen

years ago, when you were not more than eleven years old,

and youi' father but one-and-thirty—for he was, I repeat, a

boy, when his father ordered him to marry. Must I go back

to events which cast a shade upon the memoiy of your parent,

or will you spare it, and disclose to me the truth ?
”

I have nothing to disclose,” rejoined Monks. ‘‘You
must talk on if you will.”

“These new friends, then,” said Mr. Brownlow, “were a

naval officer retired from active service, whose wife had died

some half-a-year before, and left him with two children

—

there had been more, but, of all the family, happily but two

survived. They were both daughters
;
one a beaiitiful creature

of nineteen, and the other a mere child of two or three

years old.”
^

“ What ’s this to me ? ” asked Monks.
**They resided,” said Mr. Brownlow, without seeming to
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hear the interruption, “in a part of the country to which
your father in his wandering had repaired, and where he had
taken up his abode. Acquaintance, intimacy, friendship, fast

followed on each other. Y'.uir father was gifted as few men
are. He had his sister’s soul tiud person. As the old oflBcer

knew him more and more, he grew to Iot him, 1 would
that it had ended there. His daughter did the same.”

The old gentleman paused; Monks was hding his lips,

with his eyes fixed upon the floor
;
seeing thi«, he immediately

resumed

:

“ The end of a year found him contracted, solemnly con-

tracted, to that daughter ; the object of the first, true, ai’dent,

only passion of a guileless, untried girl.”

“Your tale is of the longest,” observed Monks, moving
restlessly in his chair.

“It is a true tale of grief and trial, and sorrow, young

man,” returned Mr. Brownlov/, “ and such talcs usually are

;

if it were one of unmixed joy and liappijn'ss, it would be very

brief. At length one of those rich relations to strengthen

whose interest and importance your father had been sacrificed,

as others are often—it is no uncommon case—died, and to

repair the miserv" he had been instrumental in occasioning,

left him his panacea for all griefs—Money. It was necessary

that he should immediately repair to Rome, whither this man
had sped for health, and where he h.ad died, leaving his affairs

in great confusion. He went; ^as seized with mortal illness

there
;
was followed, the moment the intelligence reached

Paris, by your mother who carried you with her
;
he died the

day after her arrival, leaving no will—no vAll—so that the

whole property fell to her and you.”

At this part of the recital Monks held his breath, and

listened with a face of intense eagerness, though his eyes were

not directed towards the speaker. As Mr. Brownlow paused,

he changed his position with the air of one who has experienced

a sudden relief, and wiped his hot face and hands.

“ Before he went abroad, and as he passed through London

on his way,” said Mr. Brownlow, slowly, and fixing hjs eyes

upon the other’s face, “ he came to me.”

“I, never "heard of that,” interrupted Monks in a tone

intended to appear incredulous, jbut savouring more of

disagreeable surprise.

“ He came to me, and left with me, among some other
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things, a picture—a portrait painted by himself—a likeness

of this poor girl—^which he did not wish to leave behind, and

could not carry forward on his hasty journey. He was worn

by anxiety and remorse almost to a shadow ;
talked in a wild,

distracted way, of ruin and dishonour worked by him
;
con-

fided to me his intention to convert his whole property, at any

loss, into money, and, having settled on his wife and you a

portion of his recent acquisition, to fly the country—I guessed

too well he would not fly alone—and never see it more. Even
from me, his old and early friend, whose strong attachment

had taken root in the earth that covered one most dear to

both—even from me he withheld any more particular con-

fession, promising to write and tell me all, and after that to

see me once again, for the last time on earth. Alas ! That

was the last time. I had no letter, and I never saw him more.

I went,” said Mr. Brownlow, after a short pause, “ I

went, when all was over, to the scene of his—I wiU use the

term the world would freely use,^ for worldly harshness or

favour are now alike to him—of his guilty love : resolved

that if my fears were realised that erring child should find

one heart and home to shelter and compassionate her. The
family had left that part a week before ; they had called in

such tri&ing debts as were outstanding, discharged them^ and

left the place by night. Why, or whither, none can tell.”

Monks drew his breath yet more fl-eely, and looked round

with a smile of triumph.
“ When your brother,” said Mr. Brownlow, drawing nearer

to the other’s chair, When your brother : a feeble, ragged,

neglected child : was cast in my way by a stronger hand than

chance, and rescued by me from a life of vice and iofamy ”

—

‘‘ WTiat ? ” cried Monks.
** By me,” said Mr. Brownlow. “ I told you I should

interest you before long. I say by me—I see that your

cxmning associate suppressed my name, although for aught he

knew, it would be quite strange to your ears. When he was

rescued by me, then, and lay recovering from sickness in my
house, his strong resemblance to this picture I have spoken

of, struck me with astonishment. Even when I first saw him
in all his dirt and misery, there was a lingering expression in

his face that came upon me like a glimpse of some old friend

flashing on one in a vivifi dream. I need not tell you he waa
snared away before I knew his history

—

”
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‘ Why not ? a^ked Monks hastily.
** Because you know it well.’*
a
I !

j>

** Denial to me is vain,” replied Mr. Brownlow. I shall

show you that I know more than that.”

You—^you—can’t prove anything ajgainst me,” stammered
Monks. I defy you to do it !

”

“We shall see,” returned the old gentleman with a searcTi-

ing glance. I lost the boy. and no eilorts of mine could

recover him. Your mother being dead, I knew tlmt you alono

could solve the mystery if anybody could, and as when I had
last heard of you you were on your own estate in the West
Indies—whither, as you well know, you retired upon your

mother’s death to escape the consequences of vicious courses

here—

X

made the voyage. You had left it, months befoT’e,

and were supposed to be in London, but no one could tell

where. I returned. Yom* agents liad no clue to ycmr

residence. You came and v^ent, they said, as strangely as you

had ever done : sometimes for days together and sometimes

not for months ; keeping to all appearance the same low

haunts and mingling with the same infamous herd who had
been your associates when a fierce ungovernable boy. I

wearied them with new applications. I paced the streets by

night and day, but until two hours ago all my efibrts were

frilitless, and I never saw yoTi for an instant.”

“And now you do see me/’ said Monks, rising boldly,

what then? Fraud and robbery are bigh-sounding words

—

justified, you think, by a fomcied resemblance in some young
imp to an idle daub of a dead man’s. Brother ! You don’t

even know that a child was born of this maudlin pair
;
you

don’t even know that.”

I did no^,” replied Mr. Brownlow, rising too
;

“ but

within the last fortnight I have learnt it all. You have a

brother; you know it, and him. There was a will, which

your mother destroyed, leaving the secret and the gain to you
at her own death. It contained a reference to some child

likely to be the result of this sad connection, which child was
bom, and accidentally encountered by you, when your sus-

picions were first awakened by his resemblance to his father.

You repaired to the place of his birth. There existed proofs

— proofe long suppressed— of his birth and parentage.

Those proo& were destroyed by you, and now, in your own
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words to your accomplice tlie Jew, * the only proofs of the hoy's

identity lie at the bottom of the river, and the old hag that received

them from the mother is rotting in her coffin

f

Unworthy son,

coward, liar,— who hold your councils with thieves and

murderers in dark rooms at night,—^j^ou, whose plots and
wiles have brought a violent death upon the head of one

worth millions such as you,—you, who from your cradle were

gall and bitterness to your own father’s heart, and in whom
all evil passions, vice, and profligacy, festered, till they found

a vent in a hideous disease which has made your face an

index even to your mind—^you, Edward Leeford, do you still

brave me !

”

“No, no, no !
” returned the coward, overwhelmed by these

accumulated cliarges,

“Every word!” cried the old gentleman, “every word
that has passed between you and this detested villain, is

known to me. Shadows on the wall Iiave caught your

whispers, and brought them to my ear
;
the siglit of the per-

secuted cliild has turned vice itself, and given it the courage

aiid almost the attributes of virtue. Murder lias been done,

to which you v ere morally if not really a party.”

“No, no,” interposed Monks. “ I—I—know notliing of

tliat
;

I wa>s going to inquire the trutli of the story when you
overtook me. I didn’t know the cause. I thought it was a

common quarrel .

’ ’

“ It was the j)artial disclosui'e of your secrets,” replied Mr.

Brownlow. “ WiU you disclose the whole ?
”

“ Yes, I will.”

“ Set ymu' hand to a statement of truth and facts, and
repeat it behu’e witnesses?”

“ Til at I promi.sp too.”

“ Remain quietly liere, until such a document is drawn up,

and proceed with me to such a place as I may deem most
advisable, for the ]mrpose of attesting it?

”

“ If you insist upon tliat, I ’ll do that also,” replied Monks.
“ You must do more than that,” eaid Mr. Brownlow.

“ Make restitution to an innocent and unoffending child, for

such he is, although the offspring of a guilty anc^ most miser-

able love. Y'ou have not forgotten the provisions of the will.

Carry them into execution so far as your brother is concerned,

and then go where you pitase. In this world you need meet
no more.”
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While Monks was pacing up and down, meditating with

dark acd evil looks on this proposal and the possibilities of

evading it : torn by his fears on the one hand and his hatred

(»Ti the other : the door was hurriedly unlocked, and a gentle-

man (Mr. Losberne) entered the room in violent agitation.

The man will be taken/’ he cried. He will be taken

to-night !

”

“ The murderer?’’ asked Mr. Brownlow.

•‘Yes, yes,” replied the other. “His dog has been seen

lurking about some old haunt, and there seems little doubt

that his master eitlier is, or v/ill ]>e, there unde».* cover of the

darkness. Spies are liovering about in ever}^ direction. I

have 8j)oken to the men who are charged with his capture,

and they tell me he can never escape. A reward of h hundred
pounds is proclaimed by Government to-iiiglit.”

“I will give fifty more,” said Mr. Bro^vnlow, “ and pro-

claim it with my own lips upon the spot, if I can reach it.

Where is Mr. Maylie ?
”

“ Harry ? As soon as he had seen your friend liere^ safe

ill a coach with you, .he hurried off to where he liearcl this,”

replied the doctor, “ and inoniiting his horse sallied forth to

join the first party at some place in the outskirts agreed upon
between them.”

“ Tlie Jew,” said Mr. Brownlow; “what of him?”
“ ^Tien I last hoard, he had not been taken, but he will

be, or is, by this time. They ’re sure' of him.”

“Have you made up your mind?” asked Mr. Brownlow,

in a low voice, of Monks.

“Yes,” he replied. “ You—^you—will be secret with me?”
“ I will. Reiaain here till I return. It is your only hope

of 8afet3^”

They left the room, and the door was again locked.

“ What have you done ? ” asked the doctor in a wb isper

“ AH that I could hope to do, and even more. Coupling

the pool girl’s intelligence with my previous kiiOwledge, and

the result of our good friend’s inquiries on the spvd, I left him

no loophole of escape, and laid hare the whole villany which

by these lights became plain as day. Write and appoint the

evening aft^ to-morrow, at seven, for the meeting. We shall

be down there, a few hours before, but shall require rest

:

especially the young lady, who may^have greater need of firm-

ness than either you or I can quite foresee just now. But my
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blood boils to avenge this poor murdered creature. Which
way have they taken ?

‘‘ Drive straight to the office and you will be in time/'

replied Mr. Losberne. “ I will remain here."

The two gentlemen hastily separated
i
each in a fever of

excitement wholly uncontrollable.
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CHAPTER L.

THi! PURSUIT AND EbCAlil.

Near to tliat part of the Tliames on which the church at

Kotherhithe abuts, where the buildings on the banks are

dirtiest and the vessels on the river blackest with the dust of

colliers and the smoke of close-built low-roofed houses, there

exists, at the present day, the filthiest, the strangest, the most

extraordinary of the many localities that are hidden in

London, wholly unknown, even by name, to the great mass
of its inhabitants.

To reach this place, the visitor has to penetrate through a

maze of close, narrow, and rnudd-y streets, thronged by Qie

roughest and poorest of waterside people, and devoted to the

traffic they may be supposed to occasion. The cheapest and

least delicate pT^ovisions are heaped in the shops
;

the coarsest

and commonest articles of wearing apparel dangle at the

salesman’s door, and stream from the house-parapet and

windows. Jostling with unemployed labourers of the lowest

class, ballast-heavers, coal-whippers, brazen women, ragged

children, and the v^ry raff and refuse of the river, he makes
his way with difficulty along, assailed by offensive sights and

smells from the narrow allays which branch off on the right

and left, and deafened by the clash of ponderous waggons that

bear great piles of rnorchandise ffom the stacks of warehouses

that rise from every comer. Arriving, at length, in streets

remoter and less-frequented than those through which he has

passed, he walks beneath tottering house-fronts projecting

over the pavement, dismantled walls that seem to totter as he

passes, chimneys half crushed half hesitating to fall, windows

guarded by rusty iron bars that time and dirt have almost

eaten away* and every imaginable sign of desolation and

neglect.

In such a neighbourhood, beyon^ Dockhead in the borough

of Southwark, stands Jacob’s Island, surroimhed by a muddy
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ditch, six or eight feet deep, and fifteen or twenty wide when
the tide i6 in, once called Mill Pond, but known in these daj s

as Folly Ditch. It is a creek or inlet from the Thames, and

can always be filled at high water by opening ‘ the sluices at

the Lead Mills from which it took its old name. At such

times, a stranger, looking from one of the wooden bridges

thrown across it at Milldane, will see the inhabitants of the

houses on either side lowering from their back doors and

windows, buckets, pails, domestic utensils of all kinds, in

which to haul the water up
;
and when his eye is turned from

these operations to the houses themselves, his utmost astonish-

ment will be excited by the scene before him. Crazy wooden
galleries common to the backs of half-a-dozen houses, with

holes from which to look upon the slime beneath
;
window s,

broken and patched : with poles thrust out, on which to dry

the linen that is never there
;
rooms so small, so filthy, so

confined, that the air would seem too tainted even for the

dirt and squalor which thpy shelter
;
wOoden chambers thrust-

ing themselves out above the mud, and threatening to fall

into it— as some have done; dirt-besmeared walls and de-

caying foundations
;

every repulsive lineament of poverty,

every loathsome indication of filth, rot, and garbage
;

aU
these ornament the banks of Folly Ditch.

In Jacob’s Island, the warehouses are roofless and empty;
the walls are crumbling do^vn

;
the windows are windows no

more ; the doors are falling into the streets
;
the chimneys

are blackened, but they yield no smoke. Thirty or forty

years ago, before losses and chancery suits came upon it, it

was a tliriving place
;
but now it is a desolate island indeed.

The houses have no owhers; they are broken open, and
entered upon by those who have the courage

;
and there they

live, and there they die. They must have powerful motives

for a secret residence, or be reduced to a destitute condition

indeed, who seek a refuge in Jacob’s Island.

In an upper room of one of these houses—a detached house

of fair size, ruinous in other respects, but strongly defended

at door and window : of which house the back commanded
the ditch in manner already described—there were assembled
three men, who, regarding each other every npw and then

with looks expressive of perplexity and expectation, sat for

some time in profound and gloomy silence. One of these was
Toby Crackit, another Mr. Chitling, and the third a robber of
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fifty years, wliose nose had been almost beaten in, in some
old scuffle, and whose face bore a frig’hlful scar which might
probably be traced to the same occasion. I'liis man was a

returned transport, and his name was Kags.

I wish,’* said Toby turning to Mr. Chitling, that you
had picked out some other crib when the t vo old ones got loo

warm, and had not come hero my fine feller.'’

Why didn’t you blunder head ? ” said Kags.

*''Well, I thought you’d have been a litUt more glad to

see me than this,” replied Mr. Chitling, with a mcbinchoiy air,

^‘Why look ’e, young gentleman,” said Toby, when a

man keeps himself so very ex-clusive as I have done, and by

that means has a snug house over his head with nobody

prying and smelling about it, it ’s ratber a startling tiling to

have the honour of a wisit from a young gentleman (however

respectable and pleasant a person he may be to play cards

with at conwepieney) circumstanced as you are.”

“Especially, when the exclusive young man lias got a

friend stopping with him, that ’s arrived 80f)ner than was
expected from foreign parts, and is too modest to want, to be

presented to the Judges on his return,” added Mr. Kags.

There was a short silence-, after wbi<‘h Jo by Craekit, setan-

ing to abandon as Jiopidess any furtluu* eilbrt to maijitain his

usual devil-may care swagger, turned to Chitling and said,

“ When was Fagin took then ?
”

“ Just at diimer-time—two o’clock this afternoon. Charley

and I made our lucky up the wasli’us chimney, and Bolter got

into the eraj)ty water-butt, iieud downwards; hut his legs

were so precious long that tliey stuck out at the toj), aiid so

they took him too.”

“And Bet?”
“ Poor Bet ! She went to sec the body, to speak to who it

nas,” replied Chitling, his countenance falHrig more and

more, “ and went off mad, screaming and raving, and beating

her head against tlie boards; so tliey pat a strait weskut on

her and took her to the hos])ital—and there slui h '’

“ Wot’s come of young Bates? ” demanded Kags.
“ He hung about, not to come over here afore dark, hut

he’ll be here soon,” replied Chitlii.g. “There’s nowhere

else to go to how, for the people at the Cri]^ples are all in

custody, and the bar of the ken—I W(uit up there and see it

with my own eyes— is filie^l with traps.”
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“ This is a smash,’* observed Toby biting his lips. ^'There's

more than one will go with this.”

“ The sessions are on,” said Kags: ^‘if they get the meanest

over, and Bolter turns King’s evidence : as of course he will,

from what he’s said already: they can prove Fagin an

accessory before the fact, and get the trial on on Friday, and

he ’ll swing in six days from this, by G— !

”

‘‘You should have heard the people groan,” said Chitling
;

“the officers fought like devils, or they’d have tom him away.

He was down once, but they made a ring round him, and

fought their way along. You should have seen how he

looked about him, all muddy and bleeding, and clung to them

as if they were his dearest friends. I can see ’em now, not

able to stand upright with the pressing of the mob, and

dragging him along amongst ’em; I can see the people jump-

ing up, one behind another^ and snarling with their teeth and

making at him like wild beasts
;

I can see the blood upon his

hair and beard, and hear the cries with which the women
worked themselves into the centre of the crowd at the street

corner, and swore they ’d tear his heart out !

”

The horror-stricken witness of this scene pressed his hands

upon his ears, and wdth his eyes closed got up and paced

violently to and fro, like one distracted.

While he was thus engaged, and the two men sat by in

silence with their eyes fixed upon the floor, a pattering noise

was heard upon the stairs, and Sikes s dog bounded into the

room. They ran to the window, down stairs, and into the

street. The dog had jumped in at an open window
;

he
made no attempt to follow them, nor was his master to he

seen.

“What’s the meaning of this?” said Toby, when they

had returned. “ He can’t be coming here. I—I—hope not.”

“If he was coming here, he’d have come with the dog,”

said Kags, stooping down to examine the animal, who lay

panting on the floor. “ Here ! Give us some water for

him
;
he has run himself faint.”

“He’s drunk it all up, every drop,” said Chitling, after

watching the dog some time in silence. “ Coveised with mud
—lame—half-blind—he must have come a long jvay.”

“'Whore can he have come from!” exclaimed Toby.
“ He ’s been to the olhet kens of course, and finding them
filled with strangers come on here, where he ’s been many a
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time and often. But where can he have come from first, and

how comes he here alone without the other !

He ” (none of them called the murderer by his old name)

‘*He can’t have made away with himself. What do you

think ? ” said Chitling.

Toby shook his head.

he had,” said Kags, ‘Hhe dog ’ud want to lead us

away to where he did it. No. I think he ’s got out of the

country, and left the dog behind. He must have given him

the slip somehow, or he wouldn’t be so easy.”

This solution, appearing the most probable one, was

adopted as the right
;
and the dog creeping undbr a chair,

coiled himself up to sleep, without more notice from anybody.

It being now dark, the shutter was closed, and a candle

lighted and placed upon the table. The terrible events of the

last two days had made a deep impression on all three,

increased by the danger and uncertainty of their own position.

They drew their chairs closer together, starting at every

sound. They spoke little, and that in whispers, and were as

silent and awe-stricken as if the remains of the murdered

woman lay in the next room.

They had sat thus, some time, when suddenly was heard

a hurried knocking at the door below.

‘‘Yoimg Bates,” said Kags, looking angrily round, to

check the fear he felt himself.

The knocking came again. No, it wasn’t he. He never

knocked like that.

Crackit went to the window, and shaking all over, drew in

his head. There was no need to tell them who it was
;
his

pale face was enough. The dog too was on the alert in an

instant, and ran whining to the door.

We must let him in,” he said, taking up the candle.

Isn’t there any help for it ? ” asked the other man in a

hoarse voice.
** None. He must come in.”

Don’t leave us in the dark,” said Kags, taking down a

candle from the chimney-piece, and lighting it, with such a

trembling i^d that the knocking was twice repeated before

he had finished.

Crackit went down to the door, and returned followed by a

man with the lower part of his face buried in a handkerchief,

and another tied over Hs head under his hat. He drew them
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slowly off. Blanched face, sunken eyes, hollow cheeks, beard

of three days’ growth, wasted flesh, short thick breath
;

it

was the very ghost of Sikes.

He laid his hand upon a chair which stood in the middle

of the room, but shuddering as he was about to drop into it,

and seeming to glance over his shoulder, dragged it back

close to the wall—as close as it would go—ground it against

it—and sat dovm.

Not a word had been exchanged. He looked from one lo

another in silence. If an eye were furtively raised and met

his, it was instantly averted. When his hollow voice broke

silence, they all three started. They seemed never to have

heard its tones before.

“ How <;amo that dog here?” he asked.

“Alone. Three hours ago.”

“To-night’s paper says that Fagin’s taken. Is it true, or

a lie?”
“ True.”

They were silent again.

“ Damn you all,” said Sikes, passing his hand across his

forehead. “ Have you nothing to say to me? ”

There was an uneasy movement among them, but nobody
spoke.

“You that keep this house,” said Sikes, turning his face

to Crackit, “ do you mean to sell me, or to let me lie here till

this hunt is over ?
”

“You may stop here, if you think it safe,” returned the

person addressed, after some hesitation.

Sikes carried his eyes slowdy up the wall behind him :

rather trying to turn his head than actually doing it : and
said, “ Is—it—the body—is it buried? ”

They shook their heads.
“ Why isn’t it !

” he retorted with the same glance behind
him. “Wot do they keep such ugly things above the ground
for ?—Who ’s that knocking ?

”

Crackit intimated, by a motion of his hand as he left the

room, that there was nothing to fear
;
and directly came back

with Charley Bates behind him. Sikes sat oppoisite the door,

so that the moment the boy entered the room he encountered
his figure.

“ Toby,” said the boy fi^ng back, as Sikes turned his eyes
towards him, why didn’t you tell me this, down stairs ?

”
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There had been something so tremendous in the shrinking

off of the three, that the wretched man was willing to pro

pitiate even this lad. Accordingly he nodded, and made as

though he would shake hands with him.

Ijet me go into some other room/^ said the boy, retreating

still farther.

Charley!** said Sikes, stepping forward, “don’t you

—

don’t yoa know me ?
”

Don’t come nearer me,** answered the boy, still retreat-

ing and looking, with horror in his eyes, upon the murderer’s

face. “ You monster !

”

The man stopped half-way, and they looked at each other

,

but Sikes’s eyes sunk gradually to the ground.

“Witness you tliree,” cried the boy shaking his clenched

fist, and becoming more and more excited as he spoke.
“ Witness you three—I ’m not afraid of him—if they come
hero after him, I ’ll give him up

;
I will. I tell you out at

once. He may kill me for it if he likes, or if he dares, but if

I ’m here, I ’U give him up. I’d give him up if he was to

be boiled alive. Murder ! Holp ! If there ’s the pluck of a
man among you three, you *Il help me. Murder ! Help

!

Do'wn with him !

**

Pouring out these cries, and accompanying tliem with
violent gesticulation, the boy actually threw himself, single-

handed, upon the strong man, and in the intensity of his

energy, and the suddenness of his surprise, brought him
heavily to the ground.

The three spectators seemed quite stupified. They offered

no interference, and the ])07 and man rolled on the ground
together; tho former, heedless of the blows that showered
upon him, wrenching his hands tighter and tighter in the

garments about the murderer’s breast, and never ceasing to

caU for help with all his might.

The contest, however, was too unequal to last long. Sikes

had him down, and his knee was on his throat, when Crackit

pulled him back with a look of alarm, and pointed to the

window. There were lights gleaming below, voices in loud

and earnest Conversation, the tramp of hurried footsteps

—

endless they seemed in number—crossing the nearest wooden
bridge. One man on horseback jeemed to be among the

crowd; for there was the noise of hoofs rattling on the

uneven pavement. The gleam of lights increased
;
the foot-
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steps came more thickly and noisily on. Then, came a loud

knocking at the door, and then a hoarse murmur from such a

multitude of angry voices as would have made the boldest

quail.

*‘Help!’^ shrieked the boy in a voice that rent the air.

** He ’s here ! Break down the door !

”

‘‘ In the King’s name,” cried the voices without
;
and the

hoarse cry arose again, but louder.

Break down the door !
” screamed the boy. **

I tell you

they ’ll never open it. Run straight to the room where the

light is. Break down the door !

”

Strokes, thick and heavy, rattled upon the door and

lower windoAV-shutters as he ceased to speak, and a loud

huzzah burst from the crowd
;
giving the listener, for the first

time, some adequate idea of its immense extent.

Open the door of some place where I can lock this

sci’eeching Hell-babe,” cried Sikes fiercely
;
running to and fro,

and dragging the boy, now, as easily as if he were an empty

sack, That door. Quick !
” He flung him in, bolted it,

and turned the key. Is the down-stairs door fast ?
”

“ Double-locked and chained,” replied Crackit, who, with

the other two men, still remained quite helpless and

bewildered.

The panels—are they strong ?
”

Lined with sheet-iron.”

And the windows too ?
”

‘‘Yes, and the windows.”
“ Damn you !

” cried the desperate ruffian, throwing up
the sash and menacing the crowd. “ Do your worst ! I’ll

cheat you yet !

”

Of all the terrific yells that ever fell on mortal ears, none
could exceed the cry of the infuriated throng. Some shouted

to those who Avero nearest to set the house on fire
;
others

roared to the offii*ers to shoot him dead. Among them all,

none showed such fury as the man on horseback, who,
tlirowing himself out of the saddle, and bursting through the

crowd as if he were parting watet, cried, beneath the windoAv,

in a voice that rose above aU others, “ Twenty guineas to the

man who brings a ladder !
”

»

The nearest voices took ijp the cry, and hundreds echoed it.

Some called for ladders, some for sledge-hammers
;
some ran

with torches to and fro as if to seek them, and still came back
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and roared again
;
some spent their breath in impotent curses

and execrations ;
some pressed forward with the ecstasy of

madmen, and thus impeded the progress of those below ;

some among the boldest attempted to climb up by the water-

spout and crevices in the wall
^
and all waved to and fro, in

the darkness beneath, like a field of com moved by an angry

wind : and joined from time to time in ^me loud furious roar.

The tide,^’ cried the murderer, as he staggered back into

the room, and shut the faces out, '' the tide was in as I came

up. Give me a ro]>e, a long rope. The}^ ’re all in front. I

may drop into the Folly Ditch, and (dear off that way. Give

me a rope, or I shall do three more murders and kill myself.”

The paniO'Strickcn men pointed to wdiere such articles were

ke[)t
;
the murderer, htistily selecting the longest and strongest

curd, hurried up to the liouso-top.

All the windows in tlio rear of the house had been long

ago bricked up, ex(^ept one small trap in the room where the

boy was locked, and that was too small even for the passage

of his body. But, from this aperture, he had never ceased to

call on those without to guard the back
;
and thus when the

murderer emerged at last on the house-top by the door in the

roof, a loud shout proclaimed the fact to those in front, who
immediately began to pour round, pressing upon each other in

one unbroken stream.

He planted a board which he had carried up with him for

the purpose, so firmly against the door tliat it must be matter
of great difficulty to open it from the inside

;
and creeping ^

over the tiles, looked over tlie low parapet.

The water was out, and the ditch a bed of mud.
The crowd had been hushed during these few moments,

watching his motions and doubtful of his purpose, but the

instant they perceived it and knew it was defeated, they
raised a cry of triumphant execration to which all their

previous shouting had been wdiisperi^. Again and again it

rose. Those who were at too great a distance to know its

meaning, took up the sound : it echoed and re-echoed : it

seemed as though the whole city had poured its population
out to curse him
On pressed the people from the front—on, on, on, in a

strong struggling current of aiigTy faces, with here and there a
glaring torch to light them up, uucf show them out in all their'

uruth and passion. The houses on the opposite side of the
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ditch had been entered by the mob ;
sashes were thrown up, or

tom bodily out
;
there were tiers and tiers of faces in every

window
;
and cluster upon cluster of people clinging to every

house-top. Each little bridge (and there were three in sight)

bent beneath the weight of the crowd upon it. StiU the

current poured on to find soiue nook or hole from which to

vent their shouts, and only for an instant see the wretch.

“ They have-him now,** cried a man on the nearest bridge.

Hurrah !

**

The crowd grew light with uncovered heads
;
and again

the shout uprose.

I will give fifty pounds,** cried an old gentleman from

the same quarter, to the man who takes him alive. I will

remain here till he comes to ask me for it.”

There was another roar. At this moment the word was
passed among the crowd that the door was forced at last, and

that he who had first called for the ladder had mounted into

the room. Tlie stream abruptly turned, as this intelligence

ran from mouth to mouth
;
and the peojde at the windows,

seeing those upon the bridges pouring back, quitted their

stations, and running into the street, joined the concourse that

now thronged pell-mell to the spot they had left : each man
crushing and striving with his neighbour, and all panting

with impatience to get near the door, and look upon the

criminal as the ofificers brought him out. The cries and
shrieks of those who were pressed almost to suffocation, or

trampled down and trodden under foot in the confusion, were
dreadful

;
the narrow ways were completely blocked up

;
and

at this time, between the rush of some to regain the space in

Tront of the house, and the unavailing struggles of others to

extricate themselves from the mass, the immediate attention

was distracted from the murderer, although the universal

eagerness for his capture was, if possible, increased.

The man had shrunk down, thoroughly quelled by the

ferocity of the crowd, and the impossibility of escape; but
seeing this sudden change with, no less rapidity than it had
occurred, he sprung upon his feet, determined to make one
last effort for his life by dropping into the ditch, 'and, at the

risk of being stifled, endeavouring to creep away in the

darkness and confusion.

Boused into new strengtii and energy, and stimulated by
the noise within the house which annoimced that an entrance
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ha^ really been effected, he set his foot against the stark of

ehimneyB, fastened one end of the rope tightly and firmly

round it,, and with the other mado a strong n inning noose by
the aid of his hands and teeth almost in a second. He could

let himself down by the cord to within a less distance of ihe

ground than his own height, and had his Viiife ready in his

hand to cut it then and drop.

At the very instant when he brought tlir loop over In's

liead previous to slipping it beneath his arm jdts, and when
tlie old gentleman before mentioned (who had clung so tight

to the railing of the bridge as to resist tho force of the crovv d,

and retain his position) earnestly warned those about him
that the man was about to lower himself down—at that very

instant the murderer looking behind him on the roof, threw

his arms above his head, and uttered a yell of terror.

The eyes again !
” he cried in an unearthly screech.

Staggering as if struck by lightning, he lost his balance ainl

tumbled over the parapet. The noose was at his neck. It

ran up with his weight, tight as a bow-string, and swdft as the

arrow it speeds. He fell for five-and-thirty 1‘eet. There

was a sudden jerk, a terrific convulsion of the limbs
;
and

there he hung, with the open knife clenched in his stiffening

hand.

Tile old chimney quivered wdth the sliock, but stood it

bravely. The murderer swung lifeless against tiie wall
;
and

the boy, thrusting aside the dangling body which obscured hisr

view, called to the people to come and take him out, for God’s

sake.

A dog which had lain concealed till now, ran backwards and

forwards on the parapet with a dismal howl, and, collecting

himself for a spring, jumped for the dead man’s shouldeis.

Missing his aim, he fell into the ditch, taming completely

over as ho went
;

and striking his head against a srone,

dashed out his brains.
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CHAPTEE LI.

iLFPORDINQ AN EXPLANATION OP MORE MYSTERIES THAN ONE, AND OOM-

PREHENDINQ A PROPOSAL OP MARRIAGE WITH NO WORD OP SETTLE-

MENT OR PIN-MONEY.

The events narrated in tlie last chapter were yet but two

days old, when Oliver found himself, at three o’clock in the,

afternoon, in a travelling-carriage rolling fast towards his

native town. Mrs. Maylie, and Rose, and Mrs. Bedwin, and

the good doctor, were with him : and Mr. Brownlow followed

in a post-chaise, accompanied by one other person whose name
had not been mentioned.

They had not talked much upon the way
;
for Oliver was

in a flutter of agitation and uncertainty which deprived him
of the power of collecting his thoughts, and almost of speech,

and appeared to have scarcely less effect on his companions,

who shared it, in at least an equal degree. He and the two
ladies had been very carefully made acquainted by Mr. Brown-
low with the nature of the admissions which had been forced

from Monks
;

and although they knew that the object of

their present journey was to complete the work which had
been so well begun, stiU the whole matter was enveloped in

enough of doubt and mystery to leave them in endurance of

the most intense suspense.

The same kind friend had, with Mr. Losbeme’s assistance,

cautiously stopped all channels of communication through
which they could receive intelligence of the (ireadful occur-

rences that had so recently taken place. “ It was quite true,’’

he said, that they must know them before long, but it

might be at a better time than the present, and it could not

be at a worse.” So, they travelled on in silence : each busied

with reflections on the object which had brougfit them to-

gether: and no one disposed to give utterance to the thoughts
which crowded upon all. t

But if-Oliver, under these influences, had remained silent
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while they journeyed towards his birth-place by a road he
had never seen, how the whole current of iiis recollections

ran back to old times, and what a crowd of emotions were
wakened up in his breast, when they turned into that which
he had traversed on foot : a poor houseless, wandering boy,

without a friend to help lilm, or a roof to .sh^'lter his head.

See there, there !
” cried Oliver, eagerly clasping die hand

of Rose, and pointing out at the earn'age-window; ‘'that’s

the stile I came over
;
there are the hedges I caept behind for

fear any one should overtake me and force me Ijaclc ’ Yonder
is the path across the fields, leading to the old house whore I

was a little child ! Oh Dick, Dick, my dear old friend, if

I could only see you now !

“You will see him soon,^^ replied Rose, gently taking his

folded hands between lier ow. You shall tell him how
happy you are, and liow rich you have grown, and that in all

your happiness you have none so great as the coming back to

make him happy too.’^

Yes, yes,” said Oliver, “ and we dl—we ’ll take him away

from here, and have him clotlied and taught, and send him to

some quiet country place where he may grow strong and well,

—shall we ?
”

Rose nodded yes,” for the boy was smiling tlirough such

happy tears that she could not speak.

You will kind and good to him, for you are to every

one,” said Oliver. It will make you cry, I know, to hear

what he can tell : but never mind, never mind, it will be all

over, and you wull smile again—I kiiow that too—to think

how changed he is; you did the same with me. He said

‘ God bless you * to me when I ran away,” cried the boy with

a burst of affectionate emotion
;

“ and I will say ‘ God blc&s

yoM ’ now, and show him how I love him for it !

”

As they approached tlic to^vn, and at lengtli drove through

its narrow streets, it became inatter of no small difficulty to

restrain the boy within reasonable bounds. Tla'i e was Sower-

berry’s the undertaker’s, just as it used to be,, only smaller

and less imposing in appearance than he reimmihered it

there were all the well-known shops and houses, with almost

every one of.which he had some sliglit incidiuit connected

there -was Gamfield's cart, the very cart he used to have

standing at the old public-house door—there was tlie work-

house^ the dreary prison of his youthful days, with its dismal
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windows frowning on the street—there was the same lean

porter standing at the gate, at sight of whom Oliver involun-

tarily shrunk back, and then laughed at himself for being so

foolish, then cried, then laughed again—there were scores of

faces at the doors and windows that he knew quite well

—

there was nearly eveiything as if he had left it but yesterday,

and all his rec<Viit life had been but a happy dream.

But it was pure, earnest, joyful reality. They drove straight

to the door of the chief hotel (which Oliver used to stare up
at with awe, and think a miglity palace, but which had some-

how fallen off in grandeur and size); and here was Mr.

Griinwig all ready to receive them, kissing the young lady,

and tlie old one t(»o, wlien they got out of the coach, as if .he

were the grandfailuu’ of the wlude party, all smiles and kind-

ness, and not offering to eat his head—no, not once
;
not even

wlien he contradicted a very old postboy about the nearest

road to London, and maintained he knew it best, though he

had only come tluit way once, and that time fast asleep.

There was dinner propai'ed, and there were bed-rooms ready,

and everything was arranged as if by magic.

Notwithstanding all tliis, when the hurry of tlie first half

hour was over, tla^ same silence and constraint prevailed that

had marlonl tJieir journey down. Mr. Brownlow did not joiu

tliem at dimnu*, but remained in a separate room. The tw^o

other gentlemen hurried in and out witli anxious faces, and,

during the short iulervals when they were present, conversed

apart. Once, Mrs. Maybe was called away, and after being

absent for nearly an hour, returned with eyes swollen with

weei)ing. All these things made Hose and Oliver, who were
not in any new secrets, nervous and uncomfortable. They
sat wondering, in silence

;
or, if they exclianged a few words,

spoke in whispers, as if they were afraid to hear the sound oi

their own voices.

At length, when nine o’clock had come, and they began to

think they w^ere to hear no more that night, Mr. Losberne

and Mr. Grimwdg entered the room, folio u ed by Mr. Browui-

low and a man whom Oliver almost shrieked with surprise to

see; for they told him it w^as his brother, aial it w^as tlie

same man he had met at the market-tow n, and seen looking

in wdth Fagin at the window of his little room. Plonks cast

a look of hate, which, even then, he could not dissemble, at

the astonished boy, and sat dowm near the door. Mr. Bro^vn-
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low, who had papers in his hand, walked to a table near

which Rose and Oliver were seated.

This is a painful task,’* said he, but these declarations,

which have been signed in London before many gentlemen,

must be in substance repeated here. I would have spared

you the degradation, but we must hear them from your own
lips before we part, and you know why.”

Go on,” said the person addressed, turning away his face

Quick. I have almost done enough, I tliink. Don’t keep

me here.”
‘‘ This child,” said Mr. Brovmlow, drawing Oliver to liim,

and laying his hand upon his head, is your half-brother

;

tlie illegitimate son of your father, my dear friend Edwin
Leeford, by poor young Agnes Fleming, who died in giving

him bhth.”

Yes,” said Monks, scowling at the tren^hling boy : the

Ideating of whose heart he might have heard. That is their'

bastard child.”

'•'The term you use,” said Mr. Brownlow, sternly, a

reproach to those who long since passed beyond the fecblo

censure of the world. It reflects disgrace on no one living

except you who use it. Let that pass. He was born in this

town ?
”

'^In the workhouse of this town,” was the sullen reply.

You have the story there.” He pointed impatiently to the

papers as he spoke.

“ I must have it hero, too,” said Mr. Brownlow% looking

round upon the listeners.

Listen then ! You !
” returned Moriks. His father

l'>eing taken ill at Rome, •was joined by his wife, my mother,

from whom lie had been long separated, who went from Paris

and took me with her—to look after his property, for what 1

know, for she had no great affection for him, nor he for her

He knew nothing of us, for his senses were gone, and he

slumbered on till next day, when he died. Among the paper?

in his desk, were two, dated on the night his illness first came
on, directed to yourself; ” he addressed himself to Mr. Brown

-

low
;

'' and enclosed in a few short lines to you, with an
intimation on the cover of the package that it was not to be
forwarded till after he was dead. One of these papers was a

letter to this girl Agnes
;
the other, a will.”

“ What of the letter? ” asked Mr. Brownlow.
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The letter ?—A sheet of paper crossed and crossed again,

with a penitent confession, and prayers to God to help her

He had palmed a tale on the girl that some secret mystery

—

to be explained one day—prevented his marrying her just

then; and so she had gone on, trusting patiently to him,

until she trusted too far, and lost what none could ever give

her back. She was, at that time, within a few months of her

confinement. He told her all he had meant to do, to hide

her shame, if he had lived, , and prayed her, if he died, not

to curse his memory, or think the consequences of their sin

would be visited on her or their young child
;
for all the guilt

was his. He reminded her of the day he had given her the

little locket and the ring with her Christian name engraved

upon it, and a blank left for that which lie hoped one day to

have bestowed upon her—prayed her yet to keep it, and wear

it next her heart, as she had done before—and then ran on,

wildly, in the same words, over and over again, aa if he had

gone distracted. I believe he had.”
“ The will,” said Mr. Brownlow, as Oliver’s tears fell fast.

Monks was silent. ^

The will,” said Mt. Brownlow, spehlSlng for him, ‘'was

in the same spirit as the letter. He talke^pf miseries which

liis wife had brought upon him
;
of the rebellious disposition,

vice, malice,, and premature bad passions of you his only son,

who had been trained to hate him
;
and left you, and your

mother, each an annuity of eight hundred pounds. The bulk

of his property he divided into two equal portions—one for

Agnes Fleming, and the other for their child, if it should be

born alive and ever come of age. If it were a girl, it was
to inherit the money unconditionally

;
but if a boy, only on

the stipulation that in his minority he should never haVe

stained his name with any public act of dishonour, meanness,

cowardice, or wrong. He did this, he said, to mafk his con-

fidence in ihe mother, and his conviction—only strengthened

by approaching death—that the child would share her gentle

heart, and noble nature. If he were disappointed in Ibis

expectation, then the money was to come to. you
;
for then,

and not till then, when both children were equal, would he
recognise your prior claim upon his purse, who had none

upon his heart, hut had, from an infant, repulsed him with

coldness and aversion.”
“ My mother,” said Monks, in a louder tone, did what a
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woman should have done—she burnt this will. The letter

never reached its destination; but that, and other proofs, she
kept, in case they ever tried to lie away the blot. The girl’s

fathep had the truth from her with every aggravation that her
viojirat hate—I love her for it now—-could add. Goaded by

^ajfame and dishonour, he fled with his children into a remote
Isomer of Wales, changing his very name that his friends

might never know of his retreat
;
and here, no great while

afterwards, he was found dead in his bed. The girl had left

her home, in secret, some weeks before
;
he had searched for

her, on foot, in every town and villa^ near
;
and it was on

the night when he returned home, assured that she had
destroyed herself, to hide her shame and his, that his old

heart broke.*'

There W€ls a short silence here, until Mr. Brownlow took

up the thread of the narrative.

** Years after this,’* he said, ‘‘this man’s—Edward Lee-

ford’s—^mother came to me. He had left her, when only

eighteen
;
robbed her of jewels and money

;
gambled, squan-

dered, forged, and fled to London : where for two years he

had associated with the lowest outcasts. She was sinking

under a painful and incurable disease, and wished to recover

him before she died. Inquiries were set on foot, and strict

searches made. They were unavailing for a long time, but

ultimately successful
;
and he went back with her to France.”

” There she died,” said M 'uks, “ after a lingering illness;

and, on her death-bed, she bequeathed these secrets to me,

together wifth- her imquenchable and deadly hatred of all

whom they involved—though she need not have left me that,

for I had inherited it long before. She would not believe

that the girl had destroyed herself, and the child too, but was

tilled with the impression that* a male child had been born,

anvl was alive. I swore to her, if ever it crossed my path, to

bunt it down
;
never to let it rest

;
to pursue it with the

bitterest and most unrelenting animosity ;
to vent upon it the

hatred that I deeply felt, and to spit upon the empty vaunt of

that insulting will by dragging it, if I could, to the very

gallows-foot. • She was right. He came in my way at last.

1 began well ^ and, but for babbling drabs, I would have

’fixiished as I began 1

”

As the villain folded his arms tig^it together, and muttered

curses on himself in the impotence of baffled malice, Mr.
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Brownlow turned to the terrified group beside him, and

explained that the Jew, who had been his old accomplice and
oo^dant, had a large reward for keeping Oliver ensnared

:

of which some part was to be given up, in the event of his

being rescued : and that a dispute on this head had led to

their visit to the country house for the purpose of identifying

him.

The locket and ring ? ” said Mr, Brownlow, turning to

Monks.
I bought them from the man and woman I told you of,

who stole them from the nurse, who stole them from the

corpse,’* answered Monks without raising his eyes. ** Yoji

know what became of them.”

Mr. Brownlow merely nodded to Mr. Grimwig, who, dis*

appearing with great alacrity, shortly returned, pushing in

^s. Bumble, and dragging her unwilling consort ^ter him.

Do my hi’s deceive me !
” cried Mr. Bumble, with ill-

feigned enthusiasm, or is that little Oliver ? Oh 0-li-ver,

if you know’d how I *ve been a-grieving for you— ”

Hold your tongue, fool,” murmured Mrs. Bumble.
** Isn’t natur, natur,- Mrs. Bumble ? ” remonstrated the

workhouse master. ” Can’t I be supposed to feel

—

I as

brought him up porochially—when I see him a-setting here

among Jadies and gentlemen of the very afiablest description ?

I always loved that boy as if he’d been my-—my—^my own
grandfather,” said Mr. Bumble, halting for an appropriate

comparison. Master Oliver, my dear, you remember the

blessed gentleman in thq white waistcoat? Ah! he went
to heaven last week, in a oak cof&n with plated handles^

OHver.”

'^Come, sir,” said Mr. Grimwig, tartly; suppress your
feelings.”

I will do my endeavours, sir,” replied Mr. Bumble*
“ How do you do, sir ? I hope you are very well.”

This salutation was addressed to Mr. Bro;W3ihl)w, who had
stepped up to witliin a short distance of the respectable couple.

He inquired, as he pointed to Monks,
Do you know that person ? ” ®

No,” replied Mrs. Bumble flatly. ^

** Perhaps you don’t ? ” said Mr. Brownlow, Addressing her
Spouse.

^

I never saw him in all my life,” said Mr. Bumble*
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** Nor sold him anything, perhaps ?
”

No/' replied Mrs. Bumble.
^ You never had, perhaps, a certain gold locket and ring?”

j^id Mr, Brownlow.

; Certainly not,” replied the matron. Why are we
brought here, to answer to such nonsense as this?

”

Again Mr. Brownlow nodded to Mr Grimv'ig
;
and again

that gentleman limped away with extraordinary readiness.

But not again did he return witli a stout man and wife
;

for,

this time, he led in two palsied women, who shook and tottered

as they walked.

You shut the door the night old Sally died,” said the

foremost one, raising her shrivellod hand, “ but you couldn't

shut out the sound, nor stop the chinks.”

“ No, no,” said the other, looking round her and wagging
her toothless jaws No, no, no.”

** We heard her try to teU you what she 'd done, and saw
you take a paper from her hand,' and watched you too, next

day, to the pawnbroker’s shop,” said the first.

Yes,” added the second, ** and it was a ‘locket and gold

ring.’ We found out that, and saw it given you. We were

by. Oh ! we were by.”
“ And w^e know more than that,” resumed the first, “ for

she told us often, long ago, that the young mother had told

her that, feeling she should never get over it, she was on her

way, at the time that she was taken ill, to die near the grave

of the fatJier of the child,”

“ Would you like to see the pawnbroker himself?” asked

Mr. Grimwig with a motion towards the door.

“No,” replied the woman; “if he”—she pointed to

Monks—“ has been coward enough to confess, as I see he has,

and you have sounded all these hags till you found the right

ones, I have nothing more to say. I did sell them, and they ’re

where you ’ll never get them. What then ?
”

“ Nothing,’’replied Mr. Brownlow, “ except that it remains

for us to take care that you are ntither of you employed

in a situation of trust again. You may leave the room.”

“ I hope,” said Mr. Bumble, looking about him with great

ruefulness, as* Mr. Grimwig disappeared with the two old

women, “ I hope that this unfortunaje little circumstance will

not deprive me of my porochial office ?
”

“ Indeed it will,!* replied Mr. Brownlow. ‘‘ You may
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make up your mind to that, and think yourself well off

besides."

“It was all Mrs. Bumble. She would do it," urged Mr
Biunble ;

first looking round to ascertain that his partner had

left the room
“ That is no excuse," replied Mr. Brownlow “ You were

present on the occasion of the destruction of these trinkets,

and, indeed, are thc3 more guilty of the two, in the eye of the

law
i for the law supposes that your wife acts under your

direction
"

“ If the law supposes that," said Mr. Bumble, squeezing

his hat emphatically in both hands, “ the law is a ass—

a

idiot. If that ’s the eye of the law, the law ’s a bachelor
;
and

the worst I wish the law is, that his eye may be opened by
experience—by experience

"

Laying great stress on the repetition of these two words,

Mr Bumble fixed his hat on very tight^ and, putting his

hands in his pockets, followed his helpmate down stairs.

“ Young lady," said Mr. Brownlow, turnmg to Rose, “give

me your hand. Do not tremble You n^ed not fear to hear

the few remaining words we have to say.”

“If they have— I do not know how they can, but if they

have—any reference to me." said Rose, "pray let me hear

them at some other time 1 have not strength or spirits

now."
“ Nay." returned the old gentleman, drawing her arm

through his
,

“ you have more fortitude than this, I am sure

Do you know this young lady, sir ?
"

“ Yes," replied Monks
“ I never saw you before," said Rose faintly

“ 1 have seen you ofteo," returned Monks
“ The father of the unhappy Agnes had two daughters,"

said Mr Brownlow “ WTiat was the fate of the other— the

child?"
“ The c!hild," replied Monks, “ when her father died in a

strange place, in a strange name, without a letter, book, or

scrap of paper that yieldwl the faintest clue by which his

friends or relatives could be traced—the child was taken by
some wretched cottagers, who reared it as their own "

“ Go on," said Mr. Bijpwniow, signing to Mrs Maylie to

approarjh “ Go on ' "

You couldn’t find the spot to which these people had
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repaired,” said Monks, bnt where friendship fails, hatred
will often force a way. My mother found it, after a year of
cunning search—ay, and found the child

”

She took it, did she ?
”

* ” No. The people were poor, and began to sicken—jt least

the man did—of their fine humanity
;
so she left it with them,

giving them a small present of money which wf.nild not last

long, and promising more, which she never n:cant to send.

She didn’t quite rely, however, on their discontent and poverty

for the child’s unhappiness, but told the history of the sister’s

shame, with such alterations ns suited her
;
bade them take

good heed of the child, for she came of bad blood
;
and told

them she was illegitimate, and sure to go wrong at one time

or other. The circumstances countenanced all this
;
the people

believed it
;

and there the child dragged on an existence,

miserable enough even to satisfy us, until a widow lady,

residing, then, at Chester, saw tiie girl l)y chance, piti(^d her,

and took her home. There was some cursed spoil, 1 think,

against us
;

for in spite of all our efforts slio remained there

and was happy. I lost sight of her, two or threo years ago,

and saw her no more until a few months back.”
“ Do you see her now ?

”

“ Yes. Leaning on your arm.”

But not the less my niece,” cried Mrs. Maylie, folding the

fainting girl in her arms; ^*not the less my dearest child. I

would not lose her now, for all tho treasures of the world.

My sweet companion, my own dear girl I

”

“ The only friend I ever had,” cried Rose, clinging to her.

“ The kindest, best of friends. My heart will burst. I cannot

bear all this.”

‘‘You have borne more, and have been, through all, tho

best^and gentlest creature that ever shed happiness on every

one she knew,” said Mrs. Maylie, embracing her tenderly

“ Come, come, my love, remember who this is who waits to

clasp you in his arms, poor child ! See here—look, look, my
dear !

”

“Not aunt,” cried Oliver, throwing his arms about her

neck; “Illmever call her aunt—sister, my own dear sister,

that something taught my heart to love so dearly from

first I i Rose, dear, darling Rose !

”

Let the tears which fell, and the*broken words which were

exchanged in the long close embrace between the orphans, be
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sacred. A &ther, sister, and mother, were gained, and lost,

in that one moment. Joy and grief were mingled in the cup ;

but there wfere no bittei tears ; for even grief itself arose so

softened, and clothed in such sweet and tender recollections,

that jit became a solemn pleasure, and lost all character

of pain.

They were a long, long time alone. A soft tap at the door,

at length announced that some one was without. Oliver

opened it, glided ^way, and gave place to Harry Maylie

I know it all,’* he said, taking a seat beside the lovely

girl. ‘‘ Dear Rose, I know it all:**

.‘‘I am not here by accident/* he added after a lengthened

silence
;

nor have 1 heard ail this to*night, for I knew it

yesterday—only yesterday. Do you guess that 1 have come

to remind you of a promise ?
**

Stay,’* said Rose. “ You do know all.**

All. You gave me leave, at any time within a year, to

renew the subject of our last discourse.”

” I did.**

‘^Not to press you to alter your determination/* pursued

the young man, ” but to hear you repeat it, if you would. I

was to lay whatever of station or fortune I might possess at

your feet, and if you stiU adhered to your former determination,

I pledged myself, by no word or act, to seek to change it.**

** The same reasons which influenced me then, will influence

me now/* said Rose firmly. If I ever owed a strict and
rigid duty to her, whose goodness saved me from a life of

indigence and sufiering, when should I ever feel it, as I should

to-night ? It is a struggle,** said Rose, but one I am proud
to make

;
it is a pang, but one my heart shall bear.*’

” The. disclosure of to-night,**—Harry began.
'*The disclosure of to-night,” replied Rose so^y, ** leaves

me in the same position, with reference to you, as that in

which I stood before.’*

“You harden your heart against me, Rose,** urged her lover.

“ Oh, Har^, Harry,’* said the young lady, bursting into

tears
; “I wish I could, and spare myself this pain.**

“Then why inflict it on yourself?*’ said Han»y, taking her
hand. “ Tlxink, dear Rose, think what you have heard
to-night

”

“ And what have I heard ! What have I heard !
** cried

Rose. “ That a sense of his deep disgrace so worked upon
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my own father that he slimmed all—there, we have said

enough, Hany, we have said enough.

“Not yet, not yet,” said the young man, detaining her as

she rose. ” My hopes, my wishes, prospects, feeling : every

thought in life except my love for you : have undergone a
change. I offer you, now, no distinction among a bustling

crowd ; no mingling with a world of malice and detraction,

where the blood is called into honest cheeks by <ught but real

disgrace and shame ; but a home—a heart and home—yes,

dearest Rose, and those, and those alone, ore all 1 have
to offer/*

“ What do you mean ^ ” she faltered.

“ I mean but this—that when I left you last, I left you
with a firm determination to level all fancied barriers

between yourself and me ;
resolved that il* my world could

not be yours, I would make yours mine; that no pride of

birth should curl the lip at you, for I would turn from it.

This I have done. Those who have shrunk from me because

of this, have shrunk from you, and proved you so far right.

Such power and patronage: such relatives of mfiuence and

rank : as smiled upon me then, look coldly now
;
but there

are smiling fields and waving trees in England’s richest

county
;

eind by one village church—mine, Rose, my own !

—

there stands a rustic dwelling which you can make me prouder

of, than all the hopes I have renounced, measured a thousand-

fold. This is wy rank and station now, and here I lay

it down !

**

” It *s a trying thing waiting supper for lovers,'* said Mr.

Grimwig, w^ing up, and pulling his pocket-haudkerchief

from over his head.

Truth to tell, the supper had been waiting a most unreason-

able time. Neither Mrs. Maylie, nor Harry, nor Rose (who

all came in together), could offer a word in extenuation.

** I had serious thoughts of eating my head to-night,” said

Mr. Grimwig, “ for I began to think I should get nothing

else. I *11 t^e the liberty, if you *11 allow me, of saluting

the bride that is to be.**

Mr. Grimwig lost no time in carrying this notice into effect

upon the blushing girl
;
and the «3xample, being contagious,

was followed both by the doctor and Mr, Brownlow. Some
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people affirm that Harry Maylie had been observed to set it,

originally, in a dark room adjoining
;
but the best authorities

^onside^ this downright scandal : he being young and a
elergyman.

'^Oliver, my child,** said Mrs. Ma3die, where have you
been, and why* do you look so sad? There are tears stealing

down your face at this moment. What is the matter ?
**

It is a world of disappointment: often to the hopes we
most cherish, and hopes that do our nature tlie greatest honour.

?oor Dick was dead

!
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CHAPTER LIL

TnE Jew’s last night alive.

The court was paved, from floor to roof, with human faces.

Inquisitive and eager eyes peered from every inch of space.

From the rail before the dock, away into the sharpest angle of

the smallest comer in the galleries, all looks were fixed upcn
one man—the Jew. Before him and behind : above, below,

on the right and on the left : he seemed to stand surrounded

by a firmament, all bright with gleaming ej^es.

He stood there, in all this glare of living light, with one

hand resting on the wooden slab before him, the other held to

his ear, and his head, thrust forward to enable him to catch

with greater distinctness every word that fell from the pre-

siding judge, who was delivering his charge to the jury. At
times, he turned his eyes sharply upon them to observe the

effect of the slightest featherweight in his favour
;
and when

the points against him were stated with terrible distinctness,

looked towards his counsel, in mute appeal, that ho would,

even then, urge something in his behalf. Beyond these

manifestations of anxiety, he stirred not hand or foot. Ho
liad scarcely moved since the trial b^gan

;
and now that the

judge ceased to speak, he still remained in the same strained

attitude of close attention, with his gaze bent on him as

though he listened still.

A slight bustle in the court, recalled him to himself.

Looking round, he saw that the juiymen had turnetl together, to

consider of their verdict. As his eyes wandered to the gallery,

he could see the people rising above each other to see his face:

some hastily applying their glasses to their eyes : and others

whispering their neighbours with looks expressive of abhor-

rence. A few there were, who seemed unmindful of him, and

looked only to the jury, in impatient wonder how they could

delay. But in no one face—not even among the women, of

whom there were many there—could he read the faintest
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eym'pa.ihy with Hmself, or any feeling but one of all absorbing

interest that he should be condemned.

As he saw all this in one bewildered glance, the death-lihe

stillness came again, and looking back, he saw that the jury-

men had timied towards the judge. Hush I

They only sought permission to retire.

He looked, wistfully, into their faces, one by one, when
they passed out, as ^ough to see whidi way the greater

number leant; but that was fruitless. The jailer touched

him on the shoulder. He followed mechanically to the end of

the dock, and sat down on a chair. The man pointed it out,

or he would not have seen it.

He looked up into the galleiy again. Some of the people

were eating, and some fanning themselves with handkerchiefs

;

for the crowded place was very hot. There was one young

man sketching his face in a little note-book. He wondered

whether it was like, and looked on when the artist broke his

pencil-point, and made another with his knife, as any idle

spectator might have done.

In the same way, when he turned his eyes towards the

judge, his mind began to busy itself with the fashion of his

dress, and what it cost, and how he put it on. There was an
old fat gentleman on the bench, too, who had gone out, some
half an hour before, and now come hack^ He wondered

within himself whether this man had been to get his dinner,

what he had had, and where he had had it ; and pursued this

train of carelass thought until some new object caught his eye

and roused another.

Not that, all this time, his mind was, for an instant, free from

one oppressive overwhelming sense of the grave that opened

at his feet
;

it was ever present to him, but in a vague and

general way, and he could not fix his thoughts upon it. Thus,

even while he trembled, and turned burning hot at the idea of

speedy death, he fell to counting the iron spikes before him,

and wondering how the head of one had been broken off, and
whether they would mend it, or leave it as it was. Then, he
thought of all the horrors of the gallows and the scaffold—and

stopped to watch a man sprinkling the ffoor to cool it—and
then went on to think again.

*

At length there was a cjif of silence, and a breathless look

from all towards the door. The jury returned, and passed

him dose. He could glean nothing from their faces; they
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might as well hare been of stone. Perfect sdllness ensued

—

not a rustle—not a breath—Guilty.

The building rang with a tremendous shout, and another,
and another, and then it echoed deep loud groans, that

gathered strength as they, swelled out, like engiy thunder.
It was a peal of joy from the populace outside, greeting the
news that he would die on Monday.

Th(} noise subsided, and he was asked if he had anything
to say why sentence of death should not bo passed upon him.
He hud resumed his listening attitude, and looked intently at

his questioner while the demand was made
;
but it was twice

repeated before he coemed to hear it, and tlien he only

muttered that he was an old man—an old man—an old man
—and BO, dr()])ping into a whi8})or, was silent again.

The judge assumed the black cap, and the prisoner still

stood with th(3 same air and gesture. A woman in the gallery

uttered some exclamation, called forth by this di*ead solemnity;

he looked hastily up as if angry at the interruption, and bent

forward yet more attentively. Thfe addi’ess was solemn an

impressive
;
the sentence fearful to hear But he stood, liko

a maible figure, without the motion of a nerve His haggard

face was still thrust forward, Ins under -jaw hanging down,

and his eyes staring out before him, when tlie jailer put his

hand uj»on his arm, and beckoned him away. He gazed

etupidly about him fui an instant, and obeyed.

They led Inm tlnough a paved room under the court, where

eome prisoners were waiting till their tuiiis came, and others

were talking to then’ friends, who crow^dod round a grate

which iooked into the open yard There xv^as nobody there to

speak to /itm , but, as he passed, the [ihsoners fell back to

render him more visible to the people who were clinging to

the bars ; and they assailed him w ith opprobrious names, and

screeched and hissed. He ehook his hst, and would have spat

upon them
;
but his conductors hurried him on, through a

gloomy passage lighted by a few dim lamps, into the interior

of the prison.

Here, he was searched, that he might not have about him

the means of linticipating the law ;
tins ceremony performed,

they led him ijo one of the condemned cells, and left him there

—alone. ,

He sat down on a stone bench opposite the door, which

served for seat' and bedstead ;
and casting his blood shot eyes
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upon tte groLJicV tried to collect his thoughts. After a while,

he began to remember a few disjointed fragments of what the

judge had said : though it had seemed to him, at the time,

that he could not hear a word. These gradually fell into

their proper places, and by degrees suggested more : so that

in a little time he had the wdiole, almost as it was delivered.

To be hanged by the neck, till he was dead—that was the

end. To bo hanged by the neck till he was dead.

As it came on very dark, he began to think of aU the men
ho had known who had died upon the scaffold

;
some of them

through his means. They rose up, in such quick succession,

that he could hardly count them. He had seen some of them
die—and had joked too, because they died with prayers upon
their lips. With what a rattling noise the drop went down

;

and how suddenly they changed, from strong and vigorous

men to dangling heaps of clothes !

Some of them might have inhabited that very cell—sat

upon that very spot. It was very dark; why didn’t they

bring a light ? The cell had been built for many years.

Scores of men must have passed their last hours there. It

was like sitting in a vault strewn with dead bodies—the cap,

the noose, the pinioned arms, the faces that he knew, even

beneath that hideous veil.—Light, light

!

At length, when his hands were raw with beating against

the heavy door and walls, two men appeared : one bearing a

candle, which he thrust into an iron candlestick fixed against

the wall : the other dragging in a mattress on which to pass

the night
; for the prisoner was to be left alone no more.

Then came night—dark, dismal, silent night. Other watchers

are glad to hear the chm-ch-clock strike, for they teU of life

and coming day. To the Jew, they brought despair. The
boom of every iron bell came laden with the one, deep,

hollow smmd—Death. What availed the noise and bustle

of cheerful morning, which penetrated even there, to him?
It was another form of knell, with mockery added to tlie

warning.

The day passed off—day ! There was no day
; it was gone

ius soon as come—and night came on again
;

iiight so long,

and yet so short
;
long in its dreadful silence, and short in its

fleeting hours. At one time he raved and blasphemed
;
and

at another howled and tore his hair. Venerable men of his

own persuajsion had come to pray beside him, but he had
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driven them away with curses. Th^ renewed their charitable
efforts, and he beat them off.

Saturday night. He had only one night more to live.

And aJi he thought of this, the day broke—Sunday .

It was not until the night of this last awful day, that a
withering sense of his helpless, desperate state came in its full

intensity upon his bbght^ soul
; not that he had ever held

any defined or positive hope of mercy, but that he had never

been able to consider more than the dim prooahility of dying
so soon. He had spoken little to either of the two men, who
relieved each other in their attendance upon hiru

;
and they,

for their parts, made no effort to rouse his attention. He had
sat there, awake, but dreaming. Now, he started up, every

minute, and with gasping mouth and burning skin, hurried

to and fro, in such a paroxysm of fear and wrath that even

they—used to such sights—recoiled from him with horror.

He grew so terrible, at last, in all the tortures of his evil

conscience, that one man could not bear to sit there, eyeing

him alone
;
and so the two kept watch together.

He cowered down upon his stone bed, and thought of the

past. He had been wounded with some missiles from the

crowd on the day of his capture, and his head was bandaged

with a linen cloth. His red hair hung down upon his

bloodless face
;
his board was tom, and twisted into knots

;

his eyes shone with a terrible light; his unwashed flesh

crackled with the fever that burnt him up. Eight—nine

—

ten. If it was not a trick to frighten him, and those were the

real hours treading on each other's heels, where would he be,

when they came round agaifi I Eleven ! Another struck,

before the voice of the previous hour had ceased to vibrate.

At eight, he would be the only mourner in his own frin?rai

train
;

at eleven

Those dreadful walls of Newgate, which have hidden so

much misery and such unspeakable anguish, not only from

the eyes, but, too often and too long, from the thoughts, of

men, never held so dread a spectacle as that. The few who

lingered as they passed, and wondered what the man was

doing who to be hung to-morrow, would have slept but

ill that niglft, if they could have seen him.

From early in the evening until nearly midnight, little

•groups of two and three presented themselves at the lodge-

gate, and inijufred, with ataiom faces, whether any reprieve
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had been received. These being answered in the negative,

communicated the welcome intelligence to clusters in the

street, who pointed out to one another the door from which he

must come out, and showed where the scaffold would be built,’

and, walking with unwilling steps away, turned back to

conjure up the scene. By degi'ees they fell off, one by one

;

and, for an hour, in the dead of night, the street was left to

solitude and darkness.

The space before tlie prison was cleared, and a few strong

barriers, painted black, had been already thrown across the

road to break the pressure of the expected crowd, when Mr.

Browhlow and Oliver appeared at the wicket, and presented

an order of admission to the prisoner, signed by one of the

sherijffs. They were immediately admitted into the lodge.

Is the young gentleman to come too, sir ? ’’ said the man
whose duty it was to conduct them. ‘‘ It 's not a sight for

children, sir.’^

‘‘It is not indeed, my friend,” rejoined Mr. Brownlow

;

“but my business with this man is intimately connected with

him
;
and as this child has seen him in the full career of his

success and villany, I think it w^ell—even at the cost of some
pain and fear—that he should see him now.”

These few words had been said apart, so as to be inaudible

to Oliver. The man touched his hat
;
and glancing at Oliver

with some curiosity, opened another gate, opposite to that by
which they had entered, and led them on, through dark and
winding ways, towards the cells.

“This,” said the man, stopping in a gloomy passage where
a couple of workmen were making some preparations in pro-

found silence,—“ this is the place he passes through. If you
step this way, you can see the door he goes out at.”

He led them into a stone kitchen, fitted with coppers for

dressing the prison food, and pointed to a door. Ther^ was an
open grating a}>ove it, through which came the sound of men’s

voices, mingled with the noise of hammering, and the throwing

down of boards. They were putting up the scafibld.

From this place, they passed through several strong gates,

opened by other turnkeys from the inner side
;
'and, having

entered an open yard, ascended a flight of narrow steps, and
came into a passage with^ a row of strong doors on the left

band. Motioning them to remain whore they were, the

turnkey knocked, at one of these with his bunch of keys. The
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two attendants, after a little whispering, came out into the

passage, stretching themselves as if glad of the temporary
relief, and motioned the visitors to follow the jailer into the
cell. They did so.

The condemned criminal was seated on his bed, rocking

himself from side to side, with a countenance more like that

of a snared beast than the face of a man. His mind was
evidently wandering to his old life, for ho continued to mutter,

without appearing conscious of their presence otherwise than
as a part of his vision.

Good boy, Charley—well done ’’—he mumbled. Oliver

too, ha ! ha ! ha ! Oliver too—quite the gentleman now

—

quite the—take that boy away to bed !

The jailer took the disengaged hand of Oliver; and,

whispering him not to be alarmed, looked on without
speaking.

Take him away to bed ! cried the Jew. Do you hear
me, some of you? He has been the—the—somehow the
cause of all this. It 's worth the money to bring him up to

it—Bolter’s throat, Bill
;
never mind the girl—Bolter’s throat

as deep as you can cut. Saw his head off 1

”

Fagin,” said the jailer.

‘‘ That ’s . me !
” cried the Jew, falling, instantly, into the

attitude of listening he had assumed upon his trial. “ An old
man, my Lord

;
a very old, old man !

”

‘‘ Here,” said the turnkey, laying his hand upon his breast
to keep him down. “ Here ’s somebody wants to see you, to

ask you some questions, I suppose. Fagin, Fagin ! Are you
a man ?

”

I shan’t be one long,” replied the Jew, looking up with a
face retaining no human expression but rage and terror.

Strike them all dead ! What right have they to butcher
me?”

As he spoke he caught sight of Oliver and Mr. Brownlow.
Shrinking to the furthest comer of the seat, he demanded to
know what they wanted there.

Steady,” said the turnkey, Still holding him down.
Now, sir, tdll him what you want—quick, if you please, for

he grows worse as the time gets on.”

“You have some papers,” said Brownlow advancing,
“ which were placed in your hands, for better security, by a
man called MOnks.”
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“ It *s all a lie together,” replied the Jew “1 haven’t one—^not one.”
‘‘ For the love of God,” said Mr. Brownlow solemnly, “ do

not say that now, upon the very verge of death
;
but tell me

where they are. You know that Sikes is dead
;
that Monks

has confessed; that there is no hope of any further gain.

Where are those papers ?
”

‘^Oliver,” cried the Jew, beckoning to him. “Here,
here ' Let mo whisper to you.”

“ I am not afraid,” said Oliver in a loud voice, as he

relinquished Mr. Brownlow’s hand.
“ The papers,” said the Jew, drawing him towards him,

“ are in a canvas bag, in a hole a little way up the chimney

in the top front room I want to talk to you, my dear. I

want to talk to you.”

“Yes, yes,” returned Oliver. “ Let me say a prayer.

Do! Let me say one prayer. Say only one, upon your

knees, vith me, and we will talk till morning.”
** Outside, outside,” replied the Jew, pushing the boy

before him towards the door, and looking ' vacantly over hia

head. “Say I’ve gone to sleep—they’ll believe you. You
can get me out, if you take me so. Now then, now then !

”

“Oh! God forgive this wretched man!” cried the boy
with a burst of tears.

“That’s right, that’s right,”’ said the Jew. “That’ll

help us on. This door first. If I shake and tremble, as we
pass the gallows, don’t you mind, but hurry on. Now, now,

now !

”

“Have you nothing else to ajsk him, sir?” inquired the

turnkey.

“No other question/* replied Mr. Brownlow. V If I

hoped we could recal him to a sense of his position— ”

“ Nothing will do that, sir,” replied the man, shaking his

head. “You had better leave him.”
The door of the cell opened and the attendants returned.
“ Press on, press on,” cried the Jew. “ Softly, but not

so slow. Faster, faster !
”

The men laid hands ui)on him, and disengaging Oliver from

his grasp, held him back. He struggled with the power of

desperation, for an instai^
;
and, then sent up cry upon cry

that penetrated even those massive walls and rang in their

ears until they reached the open yard.
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It was some time before they left the prison. Oliver nearly

swooned after this frightful scene, and was so weak that for

an hour or moje he had not the strength to walk.

Day was dawning when they again emerged, A great

multitude had already assembled
,

the windows were filled

with people, smoking and plapng cards to beguile the time

;

the crowd were pushing, quarrelling, and joking. Everything

told of life and animation, but one dark cluster of objects in

the very centre of ail—the black stage, the cross-beam, the

rope, and ail the hideous apparatus of death.
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CHAPTER LIIL

AND LAST.

The fortunes of those who have figured in this tale are

nearly closed. The little that remains to their historian to

relate, is told in few and simple words.

Before three months had passed, Rose Fleming and Harry

Maylie were married in the village church which was hence-

forth to be the scene of the young clergyman’s labours
;
on

the same day they entered into possession of their new and

happy home.

Mrs. Maylie took up her abode with her son and daughter-

in-law, to enjoy, during the tranquil remainder of her days,

the greatest felicity that age and worth can know—the con-

templation of the happiness of those on whom the warmest

affections and tenderest cares of a well-spent life, have been

unceasingly bestowed.

It appeared, on full and careful investigation, that if the

wreck of property remaining in the custody of Monks (which

had never prospered either in his hands or in those of his

mother) were equally divided between himself and Oliver, it

would yield, to each, little more than thi’ee thousand pounds.

By the provisions of his father’s will, Oliver would have been

entitled to the whole
j but Mr. Brownlow, unwilling to

deprive the elder son of the opportunity of retrieving his

former vices, and pursuing an honest career, proposed this

mode of distribution, to which his young charge joyfully

acceded.

Monks, still bearing that assumed name, retired, with his

portion, to a distant part of the New World
;
where, having

quickly squandered it, he once more fell into hiL old courses,

and. after undergoing a long confinement for some fresh act

of &aud and knavery, at length sunk under an attack of

his old disorder and dild in prison. As far firom home
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died the chief remaining members of his friend Paging

gang-

Mr. Brownlow adopted Oliver as his own soij. Removing

with him and the old housekeeper to within a mile of the

parsonage-house, where his dear friends resided, he gratified

the only remaining wish of Oliver’s warm and earnest heart,

and thus linked together a little society, whose condition

approached as nearly to one of perfect happiness as can ever

be known in this changing world.

Soon after the marriage of the young people, the worthy

doctor returned to Chertsey, where, bereft of the presence of

his old friends, he would have been discontented if his tem-

perament had admitted of such a feeling; and would have

turned quite peevish if he had known how. For two or three

months, he contented himself with hinting that he feared

the air began to disagree with him
;

then, finding that the

place really was, to him, no longer what it had been before,

he settled his business on his assistant, took a. bachelor’s

cottage just outside the village of which his young friend was
pastor, and instantaneously recovered. Here, he took to

gardening, planting, fishing, carpentering, and various other

pursuits of a similar kind : all undertaken with his character-

istic impetuosity : and in each and all, he has since become
famous throughout the neighbourhood, as a most profound

authority.

Before his removal, he had managed to contract a strong

friendship for Mr. Grimwig, which that eccentric gentleman

cordially reciprocated. He is accordingly visited by him a
great many times in the course of the year. On all such

occasions, Mr. Grimwig plants, fishes, and carpenters with

great ardour
;
doing everything in a very singular and unpre-

cedented manner, but always maintaining with his favourite

asseveration, that his mode is the right one. On Sundays, he
never fails to criticise the sermon to the young clergyman’s

face: always informing Mr. Losbeme, in strict confidence

afterwards, that he considers it an excellent performance, but
deems it as well not to say so. It is a standing and very
favourite joke for Mr. Brownlow to rally him on his old

prophecy concerning Oliver, and to remind him of the night
on which they sat with the watch between them, waiting his

return
;
but Mr, Grimwig contends that he was right in the
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main, and, in proof thereof, remarks that Oliver did not come

backy after all
;
which always calls fbrth a laugh on his side,

and increases his good humour.

Mr. Noah Claypole : receiving a free pardon from the

Crown in consequence of being admitted approver against the

Jew: and xjonsidering his profession not altogether as safe a

one as he could wish : was, for some little time, at a loss for

the means of a livelihood, not burthened with too much work.

After some consideration, he went into business as an Informer,

in which calling he realises a genteel subsistence. His plan

is, to walk out once a week during church time attended by
Charlotte in respectable attire. The lady faints away at the

doors of charitable publicans, and the gelitleman being

accommodated with threepennjrworth of brandy to restore her,

lays an Wormation next day, and pockets half the penalty.

Sometimes Mr. Claypole faints himself, but the result is the

same.

Mr. and Mrs. Bumble, deprived of their situations, were

gradually reduced to great indigence and misery, and finally

became paupers in that- very same workhouse in which

they had once lorded it over others. Mr. Bumble has been

heard to say, that in this reverse and degradation, he has

not even spirits to be thankful for being separated from his

wife.

As to Mr. Giles and Brittles, they still remain in their old

posts, although the former is bald, and the last-named boy
quite grey. They sleep at the parsonage, but divide their

attentions so equally among its inmates, and Oliver, and Mr.

Brownlow, and Mr. Losbeme, that to this day the villagers

have never been able to discover to which establishment they

properly belong.

Master Cfiarlea Bates, appalled by Sikes's crime, fell into a

train of reflection whether an honest life was not, affceir aU,

the best. Arriving at the conclusion that it certainly was, he
turned his back upon the scenes of the past, resolved to amend
It in scmie new sphere of action. He struggled hard, and
Bufiered much, for some time ; but, having a contented dis-

position, and a good purpose, succeeded in the ehd
; and, from

being a farmer’s drudge, and a carrier's lad; is now the

merriest young grazier in all Northamptonshire.

And now, the hand that traces these wqrds, falters, as it
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approaches the conclusion of its task ; and would weave, for a

little longer space, the thread of these adventures.

I would fain linger yet with a few of those among whom I

have so long moved, and share their happiness by endeavoui-

ng to depict it. I would show Rose Maylie in all the bloom

and grace of early womanhood, shedding on her secluded path

in life, such soft and gentle light, as fell on all who trod it

wdth her, and shone into their hearts. I wculd paint her the

life and joy of the fire-side circle and the lively summer
group

;
I would follow her through the sultry fields at noon,

and hear the low tones of her sweet voice in the moonlit

evening walk
;

I would watch her in all her goodness and

charity abroad, and the smiling untiring discharge of domestic

duties at home
;

I would paint her and her dead sister’s child

happy in their mutual love, and passing \vhole hours together

in picturing the friends whom they had so sadly lost
;

I would

summon before me, once again, those joyous little faces that

clustered round her knee, and listen to their merry prattle
;

I

would recal the tones of that clear laugh, and conjure up the

sympathising tear that glistened in the soft blue eye. These,

and a thousand looks and smiles, and turns of thought; and

speech—I would fain recal tnem every one.

How Mr. Brownlow went on, from day to day, filling the

mind of his adopted child with stores of knowledge, and

becoming attached to him, more and more, as his nature

developed itself, and showed the thriving seeds of all he

wished him to become—how he traced in him new traits of

his early friend, that awakened in his own bosom old remem-

brances, melancholy and yet sw^eet and soothing—how the two

orphans,' tried by adversity, remembered its lessons in mercy

to others, and mutual love, and fervent thanks to Him who
had protected and preserved them—these are all matters

which need not to be told. I have said that they were truly

happy
;
and without strong afiection, and humanity of heart,

and gratitude to that Being whose code is Mercy, and whose

great attribute is Benevolence to all things that breathe, true

happiness can never be attained. ‘

Within the "altar of the old village Church tUere stands a

white marble tablet, which bears as yet but one word,

—

‘‘ Agnes !
” There is no cofiin in th”,t tomb ; and may it be

many, many years, before another name planed above it

!
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But, if the spirits of the Dead ever come back to earth, to

visit spots hallowed by the love—the love beyond the grave

—

of those whom they l^ew in life, 1 believe that the ^ade of

Agnes sometimes hovers round that solemn nook. I believe

it none the less because that nook is in a Church, and she was

weak and erring.

THE END,
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